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PART  II 
FROM  CARLYLE  TO  STEVENSON 


THOMAS  CARLYLE 

BOSWELL'S  LIFE  OF  JOHNSON 
1832 

[Published  in  Eraser's  Magazine  for  May;  a  review  of  Croker's  edition 
of  the  Life,  and  incidentally  a  reply  to  Macaulay's  account  of  Boswell 
in  his  review  of  the  same  work.] 

.  .  .  BOSWELL  has  already  been  much  commented  upon;  but 
rather  in  the  way  of  censure  and  vituperation  than  of  true 
recognition.  He  was  a  man  that  brought  himself  much  before 
the  world;  confessed  that  he  eagerly  coveted  fame,  or  if  that 
were  not  possible,  notoriety;  of  which  latter  as  he  gained  far 
more  than  seemed  his  due,  the  public  were  incited,  not  only  by 
their  natural  love  of  scandal,  but  by  a  special  ground  of  envy, 
to  say  whatever  ill  of  him  could  be  said.  Out  of  the  fifteen  mil- 
lions that  then  lived,  and  had  bed  and  board,  in  the  British 
islands,  this  man  has  provided  us  a  greater  pleasure  than  any 
other  individual,  at  whose  cost  we  now  enjoy  ourselves;  per- 
haps has  done  us  a  greater  service  than  can  be  specially  attrib- 
uted to  more  than  two  or  three:  yet,  ungrateful  that  we  are,  no 
written  or  spoken  eulogy  of  James  Boswell  anywhere  exists; 
his  recompense  in  solid  pudding  (so  far  as  copyright  went)  was 
not  excessive;  and  as  for  the  empty  praise,  it  has  altogether 
been  denied  him.  Men  are  un wiser  than  children;  they  do  not 
know  the  hand  that  feeds  them. 

Boswell  was  a  person  whose  mean  or  bad  qualities  lay  open 
to  the  general  eye;  visible,  palpable  to  the  dullest.  His  good 
qualities,  again,  belonged  not  to  the  time  he  lived  in;  were  far 
from  common  then;  indeed,  in  such  a  degree,  were  almost  un- 
exampled; not  recognizable  therefore  by  every  one;  nay,  apt 
even  (so  strange  had  they  grown)  to  be  confounded  with  the 
very  vices  they  lay  contiguous  to  and  had  sprung  out  of.  That 
he  was  a  wine-bibber  and  gross  liver;  gluttonously  fond  of 
'vhatever  would  yield  him  a  little  solacement,  were  it  only  of  a 
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stomachic  character,  is  undeniable  enough.  That  he  was  vain, 
heedless,  a  babbler;  had  much  of  the  sycophant,  alternating 
with  the  braggadocio,  curiously  spiced  too  with  an  all-pervad- 
ing dash  of  the  coxcomb ;  that  he  gloried  much  when  the  tailor, 
by  a  court-suit,  had  made  a  new  man  of  him;  that  he  appeared 
at  the  Shakespeare  Jubilee  with  a  riband,  imprinted  "  CORSICA 
Bos  WELL,"  round  his  hat;  and  in  short,  if  you  will,  lived  no 
day  of  his  life  without  doing  and  saying  more  than  one  preten- 
tious ineptitude:  all  this  unhappily  is  evident  as  the  sun  at 
noon.  The  very  look  of  Boswell  seems  to  have  signified  so 
much.  In  that  cocked  nose,  cocked  partly  in  triumph  over  his 
weaker  fellow-creatures,  partly  to  snuff  up  the  smell  of  coming 
pleasure,  and  scent  it  from  afar;  in  those  bag-cheeks,  hanging 
like  half -filled  wine-skins,  still  able  to  contain  more;  in  that 
coarsely  protruded  shelf -mouth,  that  fat  dewlapped  chin:  in 
all  this,  who  sees  not  sensuality,  pretension,  boisterous  imbe- 
cility enough;  much  that  could  not  have  been  ornamental  in 
the  temper  of  a  great  man's  overfed  great  man  (what  the 
Scotch  name  flunky) ,  though  it  had  been  more  natural  there? 
The  under  part  of  Boswell's  face  is  of  a  low,  almost  brutish 
character. 

Unfortunately,  on  the  other  hand,  what  great  and  genuine 
good  lay  in  him  was  nowise  so  self-evident.  That  Boswell  was 
a  hunter  after  spiritual  notabilities,  that  he  loved  such,  and 
longed,  and  even  crept  and  crawled  to  be  near  them;  that  hfe 
first  (in  old  Touchwood  Auchinleck's l  phraseology)  "took  on 
with  Paoli";  and  then  being  off  with  "the  Corsican  land^ 
louper,"  took  on  with  a  schoolmaster,  "ane  that  keeped  a 
schule,  and  ca'd  it  an  academy" :  that  he  did  all  this,  and  could 
not  help  doing  it,  we  account  a  very  singular  merit.  The  man, 
once  for  all,  had  an  "open  sense,"  an  open  loving  heart,  which 
so  few  have:  where  excellence  existed,  he  was  compelled  to 
acknowledge  it;  was  drawn  towards  it,  and  (let  the  old  sulphur- 
brand  of  a  laird  say  what  he  liked)  could  not  but  walk  with  it  — 
if  not  as  superior,  if  not  as  equal,  then  as  inferior  and  lackey, 
better  so  than  not  at  all.  If  we  reflect  now  that  this  love  of 
excellence  had  not  only  such  an  evil  nature  to  triumph  over, 
but  also  what  an  education  and  social  position  withstood  it  and 

1  Alexander  Boswell,  Lord  Auchinleck,  father  of  the  biographer. 
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weighed  it  down,  its  innate  strength,  victorious  over  all  these 
things,  may  astonish  us.  Consider  what  an  inward  impulse 
there  must  have  been,  how  many  mountains  of  impediment 
hurled  aside,  before  the  Scottish  laird  could,  as  humble  servant, 
embrace  the  knees  (the  bosom  was  not  permitted  him)  of  the 
English  dominie!  Your  Scottish  laird,  says  an  English  natural- 
ist of  those  days,  may  be  denned  as  the  hungriest  and  vainest 
of  all  bipeds  yet  known.  Boswell  too  was  a  Tory;  of  quite 
peculiarly  feudal,  genealogical,  pragmatical  temper;  had  been 
nurtured  in  an  atmosphere  of  heraldry,  at  the  feet  of  a  very 
Gamaliel  in  that  kind;  within  bare  walls,  adorned  only  with 
pedigrees,  amid  serving-men  in  threadbare  livery;  all  things 
teaching  him,  from  birth  upwards,  to  remember  that  a  laird 
was  a  laird.  .  .  . 

And  now  behold  the  worthy  Bozzy,  so  prepossessed  and 
held  back  by  nature  and  by  art,  fly  nevertheless  like  iron  to  its 
magnet,  whither  his  better  genius  called!  You  may  surround 
the  iron  and  the  magnet  with  what  enclosures  and  encum- 
brances you  please  — with  wood,  with  rubbish,  with  brass:  it 
matters  not,  the  two  feel  each  other,  they  struggle  restlessly 
towards  each  other,  they  will  be  together.  The  iron  may  be  a 
Scottish  squirelet,  full  of  gulosity  and  "gigmanity  ";  *  the  mag- 
net an  English  plebeian,  and  moving  rag-and-dust  mountain, 
coarse,  proud,  irascible,  imperious:  nevertheless,  behold  how 
they  embrace,  and  inseparably  cleave  to  one  another!  It  is 
one  of  the  strangest  phenomena  of  the  past  century,  that  at  a 
time  when  the  old  reverent  feeling  of  discipleship  (such  as 
brought  men  from  far  countries,  with  rich  gifts,  and  prostrate 
soul,  to  the  feet  of  the  prophets)  had  passed  away  utterly  from 
men's  practical  experience,  and  was  no  longer  surmised  to 
exist  (as  it  does),  perennial,  indestructible,  in  man's  inmost 
heart  —  James  Boswell  should  have  been  the  individual,  of  all 
others,  predestined  to  recall  it,  in  such  singular  guise,  to  the 
wondering  and,  for  a  long  while,  laughing  and  unrecognizing 
world.  It  has  been  commonly  said,  The  man's  vulgar  vanity 
was  all  that  attached  him  to  Johnson;  he  delighted  to  be  seen 

1  "Q.  What  do  you  mean  by  'respectable?   A.  He  always  kept  a  gig."   (TkurtrU's 
Trial.)  "Thus,"  it  has  been  said,  "does  society  naturally  divide  itself  into  four 
Noblemen,  Gentlemen,  Gigmen,  and  Men."  [Carlyle's  note.] 
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near  him,  to  be  thought  connected  with  him.  Now  let  it  be  at 
once  granted  that  no  consideration  springing  out  of  vulgar 
vanity  could  well  be  absent  from  the  mind  of  James  Boswell, 
in  this  his  intercourse  with  Johnson,  or  in  any  considerable 
transaction  of  his  life.  At  the  same  time,  ask  yourself:  Whether 
such  vanity,  and  nothing  else,  actuated  him  therein;  whether 
this  was  the  true  essence  and  moving  principle  of  the  phenome- 
non, or  not  rather  its  outward  vesture,  and  the  accidental 
environment  (and  defacement)  in  which  it  came  to  light?  The 
man  was,  by  nature  and  habit,  vain;  a  sycophant-coxcomb, 
be  it  granted:  but  had  there  been  nothing  more  than  vanity 
in  him,  was  Samuel  Johnson  the  man  of  men  to  whom  he 
must  attach  himself?  At  the  date  when  Johnson  was  a  poor 
rusty-coated  "  scholar,"  dwelling  in  Temple  Lane,  and  indeed 
throughout  their  whole  intercourse  afterwards,  were  there  not 
chancellors  and  prime  ministers  enough;  graceful  gentlemen, 
the  glass  of  fashion;  honour-giving  noblemen;  dinner-giving 
rich  men;  renowned  fire-eaters,  swordsmen,  gownsmen;  quacks 
and  realities  of  all  hues  —  any  one  of  whom  bulked  much 
larger  in  the  world's  eye  than  Johnson  ever  did?  To  any  one  of 
whom,  by  half  that  submissiveness  and  assiduity,  our  Bozzy 
might  have  recommended  himself;  and  sat  there,  the  envy  of 
surrounding  lick-spittles;  pocketing  now  solid  emolument, 
swallowing  now  well-cooked  viands  and  wines  of  rich  vintage ; 
in  each  case,  also,  shone  on  by  some  glittering  reflex  of  renown 
or  notoriety,  so  as  to  be  the  observed  of  innumerable  observers. 
To  no  one  of  whom,  however,  though  otherwise  a  most  dili- 
gent solicitor  and  purveyor,  did  he  so  attach  himself:  such 
vulgar  courtierships  were  his  paid  drudgery,  or  leisure  amuse- 
ment; the  worship  of  Johnson  was  his  grand,  ideal,  voluntary 
business.  .  .  . 

In  fact,  the  so  copious  terrestrial  dross  that  welters  chaoti 
cally,  as  the  outer  sphere  of  this  man's  character,  does  but  ren- 
der for  us  more  remarkable,  more  touching,  the  celestial  spark 
of  goodness,  of  light,  and  reverence  for  wisdom  which  dwelt 
in  the  interior,  and  could  struggle  through  such  encumbrances, 
and  in  some  degree  illuminate  and  beautify  them.  There  is 
much  lying  yet  undeveloped  in  the  love  of  Boswell  for  Johnson. 
A  cheering  proof,  in  a  time  which  else  utterly  wanted  and  still 
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wants  such,  that  living  wisdom  is  quite  infinitely  precious  to 
man,  is  the  symbol  of  the  godlike  to  him,  which  even  weak  eyes 
may  discern;  that  loyalty,  discipleship,  all  that  was  ever  meant 
by  hero-worship,  lives  perennially  in  the  human  bosom,  and 
waits,  even  in  these  dead  days,  only  for  occasions  to  unfold  it, 
and  inspire  all  men  with  it,  and  again  make  the  world  alive! 
James  Boswell  we  can  regard  as  a  practical  witness,  or  real 
martyr,  to  this  high  everlasting  truth.  A  wonderful  martyr,  if 
you  will;  and  in  a  time  which  made  such  martyrdom  doubly 
wonderful:  yet  the  time  and  its  martyr  perhaps  suited  each 
other.  For  a  decrepit,  death-sick  era,  when  CANT  had  first 
decisively  opened  her  poison-breathing  lips  to  proclaim  that 
God-worship  and  Mammon-worship  were  one  and  the  same, 
that  life  was  a  lie,  and  the  earth  Beelzebub's,  which  the 
Supreme  Quack  should  inherit;  and  so  all  things  were  fallen 
into  the  yellow  leaf,  and  fast  hastening  to  noisome  corruption: 
for  such  an  era,  perhaps  no  better  prophet  than  a  parti-coloured 
zany-prophet,  concealing,  from  himself  and  others,  his  pro- 
phetic significance  in  such  unexpected  vestures,  was  deserved, 
or  would  have  been  in  place.  A  precious  medicine  lay  hidden 
in  floods  of  coarsest,  most  composite  treacle;  the  world  swal- 
lowed the  treacle,  for  it  suited  the  world's  palate;  and  now, 
after  half  a  century,  may  the  medicine  also  begin  to  show  itself! 
James  Boswell  belonged,  in  his  corruptible  part,  to  the  lowest 
classes  of  mankind;  a  foolish,  inflated  creature,  swimming  in 
an  element  of  self-conceit :  but  in  his  corruptible  there  dwelt  an 
incorruptible,  all  the  more  impressive  and  indubitable  for  the 
strange  lodging  it  had  taken. 

Consider,  too,  with  what  force,  diligence,  and  vivacity  he 
has  rendered  back  all  this  which,  in  Johnson's  neighbourhood, 
his  "open  sense"  had  so  eagerly  and  freely  taken  in.  That 
loose-flowing,  careless-looking  work  of  his  is  as  a  picture  by  one 
of  Naiture!s_jQwn  artists;  the  best  possible  resemblance  of  a 
reality;  like  the  very  image  thereof  in  a  clear  mirror.  Which 
indeed  it  was:  let  but  the  mirror  be  dear,  this  is  the  great  point; 
the  picture  must  and  will  be  genuine.  How  the  babbling  Bozzy, 
inspired  only  by  love,  and  the  recognition  and  vision  which 
love  can  lend,  epitomizes  nightly  the  words  of  wisdom,  the 
deeds  and  aspects  of  wisdom,  and  so,  little  by  little,  uncon- 
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sciously  works  together  for  us  a  whole  Johnsoniad;  a  more  free, 
perfect,  sunlit  and  spirit-speaking  likeness  than  for  many  cen- 
turies had  been  drawn  by  man  of  man!  Scarcely  since  the  days 
of  Homer  has  the  feat  been  equalled;  indeed,  in  many  senses, 
this  also  is  a  kind  of  heroic  poem.  The  fit  Odyssey  of  our 
unheroic  age  was  to  be  written,  not  sung;  of  a  thinker,  not 
of  a  fighter;  and  (for  want  of  a  Homer)  by  the  first  open  soul 
that  might  offer  —  looked  such  even  through  the  organs  of 
a  Boswell.  .  .  . 

The  world,  as  we  said,  has  been  but  unjust  to  him;  discerning 
only  the  outer  terrestrial  and  often  sordid  mass;  without  eye, 
as  it  generally  is,  for  his  inner  divine  secret.  .  .  .  Nay,  some- 
times a  strange  enough  hypothesis  has  been  started  of  him; 
as  if  it  were  in  virtue  even  of  these  same  bad  qualities  that  he 
did  his  good  work;  as  if  it  were  the  very  fact  of  his  being  among 
the  worst  men  in  this  world  that  had  enabled  him  to  write  one 
of  the  best  books  therein!  Falser  hypothesis,  we  may  venture 
to  say,  never  rose  in  human  soul !  Bad  is  by  its  nature  negative, 
and  can  do  nothing;  whatsoever  enables  us  to  do  anything  is 
by  its  very  nature  good.  Alas,  that  there  should  be  teachers  in 
Israel,  or  even  learners,  to  whom  this  world-ancient  fact  is  still 
problematical,  or  even  deniable!  Boswell  wrote  a  good  book 
f  because  he  had  a  heart  and  an  eye  to  discern  wisdom,  and 
an  utterance  to  render  it  forth;  because  of  his  free  insight, 
his  lively  talent  —  above  all,  of  his  love  and  childlike  open- 
mindedness.  His  sneaking  sycophancies,  his  greediness  and 
forwardness,  whatever  was  bestial  and  earthy  in  him,  are  so 
many  blemishes  in  his  book,  which  still  disturb' us  in  its  clear- 
ness; wholly  hindrances,  not  helps.  Towards  Johnson,  how- 
ever, his  feeling  was  not  sycophancy,  which  is  the  lowest,  but 
reverence,  which  is  the  highest  of  human  feelings.  None  but  a 
reverent  man  (which  so  unspeakably  few  are)  could  have  found 
his  way  from  Boswell's  environment  to  Johnson's:  if  such 
worship  for  real  God-made  superiors  showed  itself  also  as  wor- 
ship for  apparent  tailor-made  superiors,  even  as  hollow  inter- 
ested mouth-worship  for  such,  —  the  case,  in  this  composite 
nature  of  ours,  was  not  miraculous,  the  more  was  the  pity! 
But  for  ourselves,  let  every  one  of  us  cling  to  this  last  article 
'of  faith,  and  know  it  as  the  beginning  of  all  knowledge  worth 
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the  name:  That  neither  James  Boswell's  good  book,  nor  any 
other  good  thing,  in  any  time  or  in  any  place,  was,  is,  or  can 
be  performed  by  any  man  in  virtue  of  his  badness,  but  always 
and  solely  in  spite  thereof . 

As  for  the  book  itself,  questionless  the  universal  favour  enter- 
tained for  it  is  well  merited.  In  worth  as  a  book  we  have  rated 
it  beyond  any  other  product  of  the  eighteenth  century:  all 
Johnson's  own  writings,  laborious  and  in  their  kind  genuine 
above  most,  stand  on  a  quite  inferior  level  to  it;  already,  in- 
deed, they  are  becoming  obsolete  for  this  generation;  and  for 
some  future  generation  may  be  valuable  chiefly  as  prolegomena 
and  expository  scholia  to  this  Johnsoniad  of  Boswell.  Which 
of  us  but  remembers,  as  one  of  the  sunny  spots  in  his  existence, 
the  day  when  he  opened  these  airy  volumes,  fascinating  him 
by  a  true  natural  magic!  It  was  as  if  the  curtains  of  the  past 
were  drawn  aside,  and  we  looked  mysteriously  into  a  kindred 
country,  where  dwelt  our  fathers;  inexpressibly  dear  to  us,  but 
which  had  seemed  forever  hidden  from  our  eyes.  For  the  dead 
night  had  engulfed  it;  all  was  gone,  vanished  as  if  it  had  not 
been.  Nevertheless,  wondrously  given  back  to  us,  there  once 
more  it  lay;  all  bright,  lucid,  blooming;  a  little  island  of  crea- 
tion amid  the  circumambient  void.  There  it  still  lies;  like  a 
thing  stationary,  imperishable,  over  which  changeful  time 
were  now  accumulating  itself  in  vain,  and  could  not,  any 
longer,  harm  it  or  hide  it.  ...  Consider  all  that  lies  in  that  one 
word  Past!  What  a  pathetic,  sacred,  in  every  sense  poetic, 
meaning  is  implied  in  it;  a  meaning  growing  ever  the  clearer, 
the  farther  we  recede  in  time  —  the  more  of  that  same  past  we 
have  to  look  through!  On  which  ground  indeed  must  Sauer- 
tejg l  have  built,  and  not  without  plausibility,  in  that  strange 
thesis  of  his:  "That  history,  after  all,  is  the  true  poetry;  thatj 
reality,  if  rightly  interpreted,  is  grander  than  fiction;  nay  that 
even  in  the  right  interpretation  of  reality  and  history  does 
genuine  poetry  consist." 

Thus  for  Boswell's  Life  of  Johnson  has  time  done,  is  time  still 
doing,  what  no  ornament  of  art  or  artifice  could  have  done  for 
it.  Rough  Samuel  and  sleek  wheedling  James  were,  and  are  not. 

1  A  fictitious  author  whom  Carlyle  had  introduced  mystifyingly  into  his  essay  on 
Biography,  which  appeared  in  the  issue  of  Prascr's  preceding  this. 
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Their  life  and  whole  personal  environment  has  melted  into  air. 
The  Mitre  Tavern  still  stands  in  Fleet  Street;  but  where  now 
is  its  scot-and-lot  paying,  beef-and-ale  loving,  cocked-hatted, 
pot-bellied  landlord;  its  rosy-faced  assiduous  landlady,  with 
all  her  shining  brass  pans,  waxed  tables,  well-filled  larder- 
shelves;  her  cooks,  and  bootjacks,  and  errand-boys,  and  watery- 
mouthed  hangers-on?  Gone  1  gone  1  The  becking  waiter  who, 
with  wreathed  smiles,  was  wont  to  spread  for  Samuel  and 
Bozzy  their  supper  of  the  gods,  has  long  since  pocketed  his 
last  sixpence,  and  vanished,  sixpences  and  all,  like  a  ghost  at 
cock-crowing.  The  bottles  they  drank  out  of  are  all  broken, 
the  chairs  they  sat  on  all  rotted  and  burnt;  the  very  knives  and 
forks  they  ate  with  have  rusted  to  the  heart,  and  become  brown 
oxide  of  iron,  and  mingled  with  the  indiscriminate  clay.  All, 
all  has  vanished;  in  very  deed  and  truth,  like  that  baseless 
fabric  of  Prospero's  air-vision.  Of  the  Mitre  Tavern  nothing 
but  the  bare  walls  remain  there:  of  London,  of  England,  of  the 
world,  nothing  but  the  bare  walls  remain ;  and  these  also  decay- 
ing (were  they  of  adamant),  only  slower.  The  mysterious  river 
of  existence  rushes  on:  a  new  billow  thereof  has  arrived,  and 
lashes  wildly  as  ever  round  the  old  embankments;  but  the 
former  billow,  with  its  loud,  mad  eddyings,  where  is  it?  — 
Where !  Now  this  book  of  Boswell's,  this  is  precisely  a  revoca- 
cation  of  the  edict  of  Destiny;  so  that  time  shall  not  utterly, 
not  so  soon  by  several  centuries,  have  dominion  over  us.  A 
little  row  of  naphtha-lamps,  with  its  line  of  naphtha-light, 
burns  clear  and  holy  through  the  dead  night  of  the  past:  they 
who  are  gone  are  still  here;  though  hidden  they  are  revealed, 
though  dead  they  yet  speak.  There  it  shines,  that  little  mi- 
raculously lamplit  pathway;  shedding  its  feebler  and  feebler 
twilight  into  the  boundless  dark  oblivion,  —  for  all  that  our 
Johnson  touched  has  become  illuminated  for  us;  on  which  mi- 
raculous little  pathway  we  can  still  travel,  and  see  won- 
ders. .  . . 
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[This  work,  the  most  fully  representative  of  Carlyle's  genius,  firsf 
appeared  in  Fraser's  Magazine  between  November,  1833,  and  August,  1834 
It  purported  to  be  made  up  of  manuscript  fragments  written  by  Dr. 
Diogenes  Tcufelsdrockh.  a  Professor  in  the  German  University  of  Weiss- 
nichtwo,  and  of  translations  from  a  book  of  Teufelsdrockh 's  on  Clothes 
(Die  Kleider) ;  this  hoax  was  so  well  maintained  that  some  reviewers  were 
deceived  by  it.  Carlyle's  title  means  "The  Tailor  Re-Tailored."  Of  the 
style  he  said:  "  Teufelsdrockh  is  not  a  cultivated  writer.  Of  his  sentences, 
perhaps  not  more  than  nine-tenths  stand  straight  on  their  legs;  the  re- 
mainder are  in  quite  angular  attitudes,  buttressed  up  by  props  (of  paren- 
theses and  dashes) ,  and  ever  with  this  or  that  tag-rag  hanging  from  them ; 
a  few  even  sprawl  out  helplessly  on  all  sides."  The  present  selections  are 
from  Book  i,  chapters  8  and  9;  Book  2,  chapters  7  and  9;  and  Book  3, 
chapter  8.] 

THE  WORLD  OUT  OF  CLOTHES 

IF  in  the  Descriptive-Historical  portion  of  this  Volume, 
Teufelsdrockh,  discussing  merely  the  Werden  (Origin  and 
successive  Improvement)  of  Clothes,  has  astonished  many  a 
reader,  much  more  will  he  in  the  Speculative-Philosophical 
portion,  which  treats  of  their  Wirken,  or  Influences.  It  is  here 
that  the  present  Editor  first  feels  the  pressure  of  his  task;  for 
here  properly  the  higher  and  new  Philosophy  of  Clothes  com- 
mences: an  untried,  almost  inconceivable  region,  or  chaos;  in 
venturing  upon  which,  how  difficult,  yet  how  unspeakably 
important  is  it  to  know  what  course,  of  survey  and  conquest, 
is  the  true  one;  where  the  footing  is  firm  substance  and  wil 
bear  us,  where  it  is  hollow,  or  mere  cloud,  and  may  engulf  ui 
Teufelsdrockh  undertakes  no  less  than  to  expound  the  moral, 
political,  even  religious  Influences  of  Clothes;  he  undertakes 
to  make  manifest,  in  its  thousandfold  bearings,  this  grand 
Proposition,  that  Man's  earthly  interests  "are  all  hooked  and 
buttoned  together,  and  held  up,  by  Clothes."  He  says  in  so 
many  words,  "Society  is  founded  upon  Cloth ";  and  again, 
"Society  sails  through  the  infinitude  on  Cloth,  as  on  a  Faust's 
Mantle,  or  rather  like  the  Sheet  of  clean  and  unclean  beasts  in 
the  Apostle's  Dream;  and  without  such  Sheet  or  Mantle,  would 
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sink  to  endless  depths,  or  mount  to  inane  limboes,  and  in  either 
case  be  no  more." 

By  what  chains,  or  indeed  infinitely  complected  tissues,  of 
Meditation  this  grand  Theorem  is  here  unfolded,  and  innum- 
erable practical  Corollaries  are  drawn  therefrom,  it  were  per- 
haps a  mad  ambition  to  attempt  exhibiting.  Our  Professor's 
method  is  not,  in  any  case,  that  of  common  school  Logic, 
where  the  truths  all  stand  in  a  row,  each  holding  by  the  skirts  of 
the  other;  but  at  best  that  of  practical  Reason,  proceeding  by 
large  Intuition  over  whole  systematic  groups  and  kingdoms; 
vhereby,  we  might  say,  a  noble  complexity,  almost  like  that 
)i  Nature,  reigns  in  his  Philosophy,  or  spiritual  Picture  of 
Nature:  a  mighty  maze,  yet,  as  faith  whispers,  not  without  a 
plan.  Nay  we  complained  above,  that  a  certain  ignoble  com- 
plexity, what  we  must  call  mere  confusion,  was  also  discerni- 
ble. Often,  also,  we  have  to  exclaim:  Would  to  Heaven  those 
same  Biographical  Documents  were  come!  For  it  seems  as  if 
the  demonstration  lay -much  in  the  Author's  individuality;  as 
if  it  were  not  Argument  that  had  taught  him,  but  Experience. 
At  present  it  is  only  in  local  glimpses,  and  by  significant  frag- 
ments, picked  often  at  wide-enough  intervals  from  the  original 
Volume,  and  carefully  collated,  that  we  can  hope  to  impart 
some  outline  or  foreshadow  of  this  Doctrine.  Readers  of  any 
intelligence  are  once  more  invited  to  favour  us  with  their 
most  concentrated  attention:  let  these,  after  intense  consider- 
ation, and  not  till  then,  pronounce,  Whether  on  the  utmost 
verge  of  our  actual  horizon  there  is  not  a  looming  as  of  Land; 
a  promise  of  new  Fortunate  Islands,  perhaps  whole  undiscov- 
ered Americas,  for  such  as  have  canvas  to  sail  thither?  — • 
As  exordium  to  the  whole,  stand  here  the  following  long 
citation:  — 

"With  men  of  a  speculative  turn,"  writes  Teufelsdrockh, 
"  there  come  seasons,  meditative,  sweet,  yet  awful  hours,  when 
in  wonder  and  fear  you  ask  yourself  that  unanswerable  ques- 
tion: Who  am  I,  the  thing  that  can  say  'I*  (das  Wesen  das  sick 
ICH  nennt)?  The  world,  with  its  loud  trafficking,  retires  into 
the  distance;  and,  through  the  paper-hangings,  and  stone- 
walls, and  thick-plied  tissues  of  Commerce  and  Polity,  and  all 
the  living  and  lifeless  integuments  (of  Society  and  a  Body), 
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wherewith  your  Existence  sits  surrounded,  —  the  sight  reaches 
forth  into  the  void  Deep,  and  you  are  alone  with  the  Universe, 
and  silently  commune  with  it,  as  one  mysterious  Presence  with 
another. 

"  Who  am  I;  what  is  this  ME?  A  Voice,  a  Motion,  an  Appear- 
ance; —  some  embodied,  visualized  Idea  in  the  Eternal  Mind? 
Cogito,  ergo  sum.'  Alas,  poor  Cogitator,  this  takes  us  but  a 
little  way.  Sure  enough,  I  am ;  and  lately  was  not :  but  Whence? 
How?  Whereto?  The  answer  lies  around,  written  in  all  colours 
and  motions,  uttered  in  all  tones  of  jubilee  and  wail,  in  thou- 
sand-figured, thousand- voiced,  harmonious  Nature:  but  where 
is  the  cunning  eye  and  ear  to  whom  that  God-written  Apoca- 
lypse will  yield  articulate  meaning?  We  sit  as  in  a  boundless 
Phantasmagoria  and  Dream-grotto;  boundless,  for  the  faintest 
star,  the  remotest  century,  lies  not  even  nearer  the  verge 
thereof:  sounds  and  many-coloured  visions  flit  round  our 
sense;  but  Him,  the  Unslumbering,  whose  work  both  Dream 
and  Dreamer  are,  we  see  not;  except  in  rare  half- waking 
moments,  suspect  not.  Creation,  says  one,  lies  before  us,  like  a 
glorious  Rainbow;  but  the  Sun  that  made  it  lies  behind  us, 
hidden  from  us.  Then,  in  that  strange  Dream,  how  we  clutch 
at  shadows  as  if  they  were  substances ;  and  sleep  deepest  while 
fancying  ourselves  most  awake !  Which  of  your  Philosophical 
Systems  is  other  than  a  dream-theorem;  a  net  quotient,  con- 
fidently given  out,  where  divisor  and  dividend  are  both  un- 
known? What  are  all  your  national  Wars,  with  their  Mos- 
cow Retreats,  and  sanguinary  hate-filled  Revolutions,  but 
the  Somnambulism  of  uneasy  Sleepers?  This^ Dreaming,  this 
Somnambulism  is  what  we  on  Earth  call  Life;  wherein  the 
most  indeed  undoubtingly  wander,  as  if  they  knew  right  hand 
from  left;  yet  they  only  are  wise  who  know  that  they  know 
nothing. 

"Pity  that  all  Metaphysics  had  hitherto  proved  so  inex- 
pressibly unproductive!  The  secret  of  Man's  Being  is  still  like 
the  Sphinx's  secret:  a  riddle  that  he  cannot  rede;  and  for  ignor- 
ance of  which  he  suffers  death,  the  worst  death,  a  spiritual. 
What  are  your  Axioms,  and  Categories,  and  Systems,  and 
Aphorisms?  Words,  words.  High  Air-castles  are  cunningly 

1  Descartes'  philosophic  principle:  "I  think;  therefore  I  am." 
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built  of  Words,  the  Words  well  bedded  also  in  good  Logic- 
mortar;  wherein,  however,  no  Knowledge  will  come  to  lodge. 
The  whole  is  greater  than  the  part:  how  exceedingly  true!  Nature 
abhors  a  vacuum:  how  exceedingly  false  and  calumnious !  Again, 
Nothing  can  act  but  where  it  is:  with  all  my  heart;  only,  WHERF 
is  it?  Be  not  the  slave  of  Words;  is  not  the  Distant,  the  Dead, 
while  I  love  it,  and  long  for  it,  and  mourn  for  it,  Here,  in  the 
genuine  sense,  as  truly  as  the  floor  I  stand  on?  But  that  same 
WHERE,  with  its  brother  WHEN,  are  from  the  first  the  master- 
colours  of  our  Dream-grotto ;  say  rather,  the  Canvas  (the  warp 
and  woof  thereof)  whereon  all  our  Dreams  and  Life- visions  are 
painted.  Nevertheless,  has  not  a  deeper  meditation  taught 
certain  of  every  climate  and  age,  that  the  WHERE  and  WHEN, 
so  mysteriously  inseparable  from  all  our  thoughts,  are  but 
superficial  terrestrial  adhesions  to  thought;  that  the  Seer  may 
discern  them  where  they  mount  up  out  of  the  celestial  EVERY- 
WHERE and  FOREVER:  have  not  all  nations  conceived  their 
God  as  Omnipresent  and  Eternal;  as  existing  in  a  universal 
HERE,  an  everlasting  Now?  Think  well,  thou  too  wilt  find 
that  Space  is  but  a  mode  of  our  human  Sense,  so  likewise  Time; 
there  is  no  Space  and  no  Time:  WE  are  —  we  know  not  what; 
—  light-sparkles  floating  in  the  aether  of  Deity! 

"  So  that  this  so  solid-seeming  World,  after  all,  were  but  an 
air-image,  our  ME  the  only  reality:  and  Nature,  with  its  thou- 
sandfold production  and  destruction,  but  the  reflex  of  our  own 
inward  Force,  the '  phantasy  of  our  Dream ' ;  or  what  the  Earth- 
Spirit  in  Faust  names  it,  the  living  visible  Garment  of  God:  — 

In  Being's  floods/in  Action's  storm, 
I  walk  and  work,  above,  beneath, 
Work  and  weave  in  endless  motion! 

Birth  and  Death, 

An  infinite  ocean; 

A  seizing  and  giving 

The  fire  of  Living: 

'T  is  thus  at  the  roaring  Loom  of  Time  I  ply, 
And  weave  for  God  the  Garment  thou  seest  Him  by. 

Of  twenty  millions  that  have  read  and  spouted  this  thunder- 
speech  of  the  Erdgeist,  are  there  yet  twenty  units  of  us  that 
have  learned  the  meaning  thereof? 
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"  It  was  in  some  such  mood,  when  wearied  and  fordone  with 
diese  high  speculations,  that  I  first  came  upon  the  question  of 
Clothes.  Strange  enough,  it  strikes  me,  is  this  same  fact  of 
there  being  Tailors  and  Tailored.  The  Horse  I  ride  has  his  own 
whole  fell: 1  strip  him  of  the  girths  anoTflaps  and  extraneous 
tags  I  have  fastened  round  him,  and  the  noble  creature  is  his 
own  sempster  and  weaver  and  spinner;  nay  his  own  bootmaker, 
jeweller,  and  man-milliner;  he  bounds  free  through  the  valleys, 
with  a  perennial  rain-proof  court-suit  on  his  body;  wherein 
warmth  and  easiness  of  fit  have  reached  perfection;  nay,  the 
graces  also  have  been  considered,  and  frills  and  fringes,  with 
gay  variety  of  colour,  featly  appended,  and  ever  in  the  right 
place,  are  not  wanting.  While  I  — good  Heaven!  — have 
thatched  myself  over  with  the  dead  fleeces  of  sheep,  the  bark 
of  vegetables,  the  entrails  of  worms,  the  hides  of  oxen  or  seals, 
the  felt  of  furred  beasts;  and  walk  abroad  a  moving  Rag- 
screen,  overheaped  with  shreds  and  tatters  raked  from  the 
Charnel-house  of  Nature,  where  they  would  have  rotted,  to 
rot  on  me  more  slowly!  Day  after  day,  I  must  thatch  myself 
anew;  day  after  day,  this  despicable  thatch  must  lose  some  film 
of  its  thickness;  some  film  of  it,  frayed  away  by  tear  and  wear, 
must  be  brushed  off  into  the  Ashpit,  into  the  Laystall; 2  till  by 
degrees  the  whole  has  been  brushed  thither,  and  I,  the  dust- 
making,  patent  Rag-grinder,  get  new  material  to  grind  down. 
O  subter-brutish! 8  vile!  most  vile!  For  have  not  I  too  a  com- 
pact all-enclosing  Skin,  whiter  or  dingier?  Am  I  a  botched 
mass  of  tailors'  and  cobblers'  shreds,  then;  or  a  tightly-articu- 
lated, homogeneous  little  Figure,  automatic,  nay  alive? 

"  Strange  enough  how  creatures  of  the  human-kind  shut  their 
eyes  to  plainest  facts;  and  by  the  mere  inertia  of  Oblivion  and 
Stupidity,  live  at  ease  in  the  midst  of  Wonders  and  Terrors. 
But  indeed  man  is,  and  was  always,  a  blockhead  and  dullard ;» 
much  readier  to  feel  and  digest,  than  to  think  and  consider.) 
Prejudice,  which  he  pretends  to  hate,  is  his  absolute  lawgiver; 
mere  use-and-wont  everywhere  leads  him  by  the  nose;  thus, 
let  but  a  Rising  of  the  Sun,  let  but  a  Creation  of  the  World 
happen  twice,  and  it  ceases  to  be  marvellous,  to  be  noteworthy, 
or  noticeable.   Perhaps  not  once  in  a  lifetime  does  it  occur  to 

1  Hide.  *  Place  of  refuse.  »  Lower  than  brutish. 
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your  ordinary  biped,  of  any  country  or  generation,  be  he  gold- 
mantled  Prince  or  russet- jerkined  Peasant,  that  his  Vestments 
and  his  Self  are  not  one  and  indivisible;  that  he  is  naked,  with- 
out vestments,  till  he  buy  or  steal  such,  and  by  forethought 
sew  and  button  them. 

"For  my  own  part,  these  considerations,  of  our  Clothes- 
thatch,  and  how,  reaching  inwards  even  to  our  heart  of  hearts, 
it  tailorizes  and  demoralizes  us,  fill  me  with  a  certain  horror  at 
myself  and  mankind;  almost  as  one  feels  at  those  Dutch  Cows, 
which,  during  the  wet  season,  you  see  grazing  deliberately 
with  jackets  and  petticoats  (of  striped  sacking),  in  the  mead- 
ows of  Gouda.  Nevertheless  there  is  something  great  in  the 
moment  when  a  man  first  strips  himself  of  adventitious  wrap- 
pages; and  sees  indeed  that  he  is  naked,  and,  as  Swift  has  it, 
'a  forked  straddling  animal  with  bandy  legs';  yet  also  a 
Spirit,  and  unutterable  Mystery  of  Mysteries."  .  .  . 

"  Of  ten  in  my  atrabiliar  moods,  when  I  read  of  pompous 
ceremonials,  Frankfort  Coronations,  Royal  Drawing-rooms, 
Levees,  Couchees;  and  how  the  ushers  and  macers  and  pur- 
suivants are  all  in  waiting;  how  Duke  this  is  presented  by 
Archduke  that,  and  Colonel  A  by  General  B,  and  innumer- 
able Bishops,  Admirals,  and  miscellaneous  Functionaries,  are 
advancing  gallantly  to  the  Anointed  Presence;  and  I  strive, 
in  my  remote  privacy,  to  form  a  clear  picture  of  that  solem- 
nity, —  on  a  sudden,  as  by  some  enchanter's  wand,  the  —  shall 
I  speak  it?  —  the  Clothes  fly  off  the  whole  dramatic  corps; 
and  Dukes,  Grandees,  Bishops,  Generals,  Anointed  Presence 
itself,  every  mother's  son  of  them,  stand  straddling  there,  not 
a  shirt  on  them;  and  I  know  not  whether  to  laugh  or  weep. 
This  physical  or  psychical  infirmity,  in  which  perhaps  I  am 
not  singular,  I  have,  after  hesitation,  thought  right  to  publish, 
for  the  solace  of  those  afiiicted  with  the  like." 

Would  to  Heaven,  say  we,  thou  hadst  thought  right  to  keep 
it  secret!  Who  is  there  now  that  can  read  the  five  columns  of 
Presentations  in  his  Morning  Newspaper  without  a  shudder? 
Hypochondriac  men,  and  all  men  are  to  a  certain  extent  hypo- 
chondriac, should  be  more  gently  treated.  With  what  readiness 
our  fancy,  in  this  shattered  state  of  the  nerves,  follows  out  the 
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consequences  which  Teufelsdrockh,  with  a  devilish  coolness, 
goes  on  to  draw :  — 

"What  would  Majesty  do,  could  such  an  accident  befall 
in  reality;  should  the  buttons  all  simultaneously  start,  and 
the  solid  wool  evaporate,  in  very  Deed,  as  here  in  Dream? 
Ach  GoUl  How  each  skulks  into  the  nearest  hiding-place 
their  high  State  Tragedy  (Hauptrund  Stoats-Action)  becomes 
a  Pickleherring-Farce  to  weep  at,  which  is  the  worst  kind 
of  Farce;  the  tables  (according  to  Horace),  and  with  them, 
the  whole  fabric  of  Government,  Legislation,  Property,  Police, 
and  Civilized  Society,  are  dissolved,  in  wails  and  howls." 

Lives  the  man  that  can  figure  a  naked  Duke  of  Windlestraw 
addressing  a  naked  House  of  Lords?  Imagination,  choked 
as  in  mephitic  air,  recoils  on  itself,  and  will  not  forward  with 
the  picture.  The  Woolsack,  the  Ministerial,  the  Opposition 
Benches  —  infandum  !  infandum  I l  And  yet  why  is  the  thing 
impossible?  Was  not  every  soul,  or  rather  every  body,  of  these 
Guardians  of  our  Liberties,  naked,  or  nearly  so,  last  night; 
"a  forked  Radish  with  a  head  fantastically  carved "?  And  why 
might  he  not,  did  our  stern  fate  so  order  it,  walk  out  to  St. 
Stephen's,2  as  well  as  into  bed,  in  that  no-fashion;  and  there, 
.with  other  similar  Radishes,  hold  a  Bed  of  Justice?3  "Solace 
of  those  afilicted  with  the  like!"  Unhappy  Teufelsdrockh,  had 
man  ever  such  a  "physical  or  psychical  infirmity"  before?  .  .  . 

THE  EVERLASTING  NO 

Under  the  strange  nebulous  environment,  wherein  our 
Professor  has  now  shrouded  himself,  no  doubt  but  his  spiritual 
nature  is  nevertheless  progressive,  and  growing:  for  how  can 
the  "Son  of  Tune,"  in  any  case,  stand  still?  We  behold  him, 
through  those  dim  years,  in  a  state  of  crisis,  of  transition:  his 
mad  Pilgrimings,  and  general  solution  into  aimless  Discon- 
tinuity, what  is  all  this  but  a  mad  Fermentation;  wherefrom, 
the  fiercer  it  is,  the  clearer  product  will  one  day  evolve  itself  ? . . . 

He  himself  says  once,  with  more  justice  than  originality: 
"  Man  is,  properly  speaking,  based  upon  Hope,  he  has  no  other 
possession  but  Hope;  this  world  of  his  is  emphatically  the 

1  Unspeakable.  »  St.  Stephen's  Hall,  part  of  the  House  of  Commons. 

*  A  play  on  the  name  of  the  French  court  called  Lit  de  Justice. 
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Place  of  Hope."  What,  then,  was  our  Professor's  possession? 
We  see  him,  for  the  present,  quite  shut  out  from  Hope;  looking 
not  into  the  golden  orient,  but  vaguely  all  round  into  a  dim 
copper  firmament,  pregnant  with  earthquake  and  tornado. 

Alas,  shut  out  from  Hope,  in  a  deeper  sense  than  we  yet 
dream  of !  For,  as  he  wanders  wearisomely  through  this  world, 
he  has  now  lost  all  tidings  of  another  and  higher.  Full  of  reli- 
gion, or  at  least  of  religiosity,  as  our  Friend  has  since  exhibited 
himself,  he  hides  not  that,  in  those  days,  he  was  wholly  irreli- 
gious: "  Doubt  had  darkened  into  Unbelief,"  says  he;  "  shade 
after  shade  goes  grimly  over  your  soul,  till  you  have  the  fixed, 
starless,  Tartarean  black."  To  such  readers  as  have  reflected, 
what  can  be  called  reflecting,  on  man's  life,  and  happily  dis- 
covered, in  contradiction  to  much  Profit-and-loss  Philosophy, 
speculative  and  practical,  that  Soul  is  not  synonymous  with 
Stomach;  who  understand,  therefore,  in  our  Friend's  words, 
"that,  for  man's  well-being,  Faith  is  properly  the  one  thing 
needful;  how,  with  it,  Martyrs,  otherwise  weak,  can  cheerfully 
endure  the  shame  and  the  cross;  and  without  it,  Worldlings 
puke-up  their  sick  existence,  by  suicide,  in  the  midst  of  luxury  " : 
to  such  it  will  be  clear  that,  for  a  pure  moral  nature,  the  loss  of 
his  religious  Belief  was  the  loss  of  everything.  Unhappy  young 
man!  All  wounds,  the  crush  of  long-continued  Destitution, 
the  stab  of  false  Friendship  and  of  false  Love,  all  wounds  in 
thy  so  genial  heart,  would  have  healed  again,  had  not  its  life- 
warmth  been  withdrawn.  Well  might  he  exclaim,  in  his  wild 
way:  "  Is  there  no  God,  then;  but  at  best  an  absentee  God,  sit- 
ting idle,  ever  since  the  first  Sabbath,  at  the  outside  of  hfr 
Universe,  and  seeing  it  go?  Has  the  word  Duty  no  meaning;  fe. 
what  we  call  Duty  no  divine  Messenger  and  Guide,  but  a  false 
earthly  Fantasm,  made  up  of  Desire  and  Fear,  of  emanations 
from  the  Gallows  and  from  Dr.  Graham's  Celestial-Bed?1 
Happiness  of  an  approving  Conscience !  Did  not  Paul  of  Tarsus 
whom  admiring  men  have  since  named  Saint,  feel  that  he  was 
'the  chief  of  sinners7;  and  Nero  of  Rome,  jocund  in  spirit 
(wohlgemuth) ,  spend  much  of  his  time  in  fiddling?  Foolish 
Word-monger  and  Motive-grinder,  who  in  thy  Logic-mill  hast 

1  Dr.  James  Graham  (died  1794)  was  a  quack  who  devised  a  "celestial  bed"  for  the 
cure  of  steriUty. 


SARTOR  RESARTUS  353 

an  earthly  mechanism  for  the  Godlike  itself,  and  wouldst  fain 
grind  me  out  Virtue  from  the  husks  of  Pleasure,  —  I  tell  thee, 
Nay!  To  the  unregenerate  Prometheus  Vinctus l  of  a  man,  it  is 
ever  the  bitterest  aggravation  of  his  wretchedness  that  he  if 
conscious  of  Virtue,  that  he  feels  himself  the  victim  not  of 
suffering  only,  but  of  injustice.  What  then?  Is  the  heroic 
inspiration  we  name  Virtue  but  some  Passion;  some  bubble  of 
the  blood,  bubbling  in  the  direction  others  profit  by?  I  know 
not:  only  this  I  know,  If  what  thou  names t  Happiness  be  our 
true  aim,  then  are  we  all  astray.  With  Stupidity  and  sound 
Digestion  man  may  front  much.  But  what,  in  these  dull  un- 
imaginative days,  are  the  terrors  of  Conscience  to  the  diseases 
of  the  Liver!  Not  on  Morality  but  on  Cookery,  let  us  build  our 
stronghold:  there  brandishing  our  frying-pan,  as  censer,  let  us 
offer  sweet  incense  to  the  Devil,  and  live  at  ease  on  the  fat 
things  he  has  provided  for  his  Elect! " 

Thus  has  the  bewildered  Wanderer  to  stand,  as  so  many 
have  done,  shouting  question  after  question  into  the  Sibyl- 
cave  of  Destiny,  and  receive  no  Answer  but  an  Echo.  It  is  all 
a  grim  Desert,  this  once-fair  world  of  his;  wherein  is  heard 
only  the  howling  of  wild-beasts,  or  the  shrieks  of  despairing, 
hate-filled  men;  and  no  Pillar  of  Cloud  by  day,  and  no  Pillar  of 
Fire  by  night,  any  longer  guides  the  Pilgrim.  To  such  length 
has  the  spirit  of  Inquiry  carried  him.  "  But  what  boots  it  (was 
thut's)?  "  cries  he:  "  it  is  but  the  common  lot  in  this  era.  Not 
having  come  to  spiritual  majority  prior  to  the  Siecle  de  Louis 
Quinse*  and  not  being  born  purely  a  Loghead  (Dummkopf)t 
thou  hadst  no  other  outlook.  The  whole  world  is,  like  thee. 
sold  to  Unbelief;  their  old  Temples  of  the  Godhead,  which  for 
long  have  not  been  rainproof,  crumble  down;  and  men  ask 
now:  Where  is  the  Godhead;  our  eyes  never  saw  him?  " 

Pitiful  enough  were  it,  for  all  these  wild  utterances,  to  call 
our  Diogenes  wicked.  Unprofitable  servants  as  we  all  are,  per- 
haps at  no  era  of  his  life  was  he  more  decisively  the  Servant  of 
Goodness,  the  Servant  of  God,  than  even  now  when  doubting 
God's  existence.  "One  circumstance  I  note,"  says  he:  "after 
all  the  nameless  woe  that  Inquiry,  which  for  me,  what  it  is  not 

1  Bound.   Prometheus  was  chained  by  Zeus  for  bringing  fire  to  men. 

*  Age  of  Louis  XV,  —  that  of  the  new  radical  philosophy  of  the  eighteenth  century 
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always,  was  genuine  Love  of  Truth,  had  wrought  me,  I  never- 
theless still  loved  Truth,  and  would  bate  no  jot  of  my  allegiance 
to  her.  ' Truth!5  I  cried,  'though  the  Heavens  crush  me  for 
following  her:  no  Falsehood!  though  a  whole  celestial  Lubber- 
land  were  the  price  of  Apostasy.'  In  conduct  it  was  the  same. 
Had  a  divine  Messenger  from  the  clouds,  or  miraculous  Hand- 
writing on  the  wall,  convincingly  proclaimed  to  me  This  thou 
shall  do,  with  what  passionate  readiness,  as  I  often  thought, 
would  I  have  done  it,  had  it  been  leaping  into  the  infernal  Fire. 
Thus,  in  spite  of  all  Motive-grinders,  and  Mechanical  Profit- 
and-Loss  Philosophies,  with  the  sick  ophthalmia  and  hallu- 
cination they  had  brought  on,  was  the  Infinite  nature  of  Duty 
still  dimly  present  to  me:  living  without  God  in  the  world,  of 
God's  light  I  was  not  utterly  bereft;  if  my  as  yet  sealed  eyes, 
with  their  unspeakable  longing,  could  nowhere  see  Him,  never- 
theless in  my  heart  He  was  present,  and  His  heaven-written 
Law  still  stood  legible  and  sacred  there." 

Meanwhile,  under  all  these  tribulations,  and  temporal  and 
spiritual  destitutions,  what  must  the  Wanderer,  in  his  silent 
soul,  have  endured!  "The  painfullest  feeling,"  writes  he,  "is 
that  of  your  own  Feebleness  (Unkraft);  ever,  as  the  English 
Milton  says,  to  be  weak  is  the  true  misery.  And  yet  of  your 
Strength  there  is  and  can  be  no  clear  feeling,  save  by  what  you 
•  have  prospered  in,  by  what  you  have  done.  Between  vague 
wavering  Capability  and  fixed  indubitable  Performance,  what 
a  difference!  A  certain  inarticulate  Self -consciousness  dwells 
dimly  in  us;  which  only  our  Works  can  render  articulate  and 
decisively  discernible.  Our  Works  are  the  mirror  wherein  the 
spirit  first  sees  its  natural  lineaments.  Hence,  too,  the  folly  of 
that  impossible  Precept,  Know  thyself,  till  it  be  translated  into 
this  partially  possible  one,  Know  what  thou  canst  work  at. 

"But  for  me,  so  strangely  unprosperous  had  I  been,  the  net- 
result  of  my  Workings  amounted  as  yet  simply  to  —  Nothing. 
How  then  could  I  believe  in  my  Strength,  when  there  was  as 
yet  no  mirror  to  see  it  in?  Ever  did  this  agitating,  yet,  as  I  now 
perceive,  quite  frivolous  question,  remain  to  me  insoluble: 
Hast  thou  a  certain  Faculty,  a  certain  Worth,  such  even  as  the 
jAOst  have  not;  or  art  thou  the  completest  Dullard  of  these 
modern  times?  Alas!  the  fearful  Unbelief  is  unbelief  in  vour- 
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self;  and  how  could  I  believe?  Had  not  my  first,  last  Faith  in 
myself,  when  even  to  me  the  Heavens  seemed  laid  open,  and  I 
dared  to  love,  been  all  too  cruelly  belied?  The  speculative 
Mystery  of  Life  grew  ever  more  mysterious  to  me:  neither  in 
the  practical  Mystery  had  I  made  the  slightest  progress,  but 
been  everywhere  buffeted,  foiled,  and  contemptuously  cast 
out.  A  feeble  unit  in  the  middle  of  a  threatening  Infinitude,  I  I 
seemed  to  have  nothing  given  me  but  eyes,  whereby  to  discern 
my  own  wretchedness.  Invisible  yet  impenetrable  walls,  as  of 
Enchantment,  divided  me  from  all  living:  was  there,  in  the  wide 
world,  any  true  bosom  I  could  press  trustfully  to  mine?  O 
Heaven,  No,  there  was  none!  I  kept  a  lock  upon  my  lips:  why 
should  I  speak  much  with  that  shifting  variety  of  so-called 
Friends,  in  whose  withered,  vain  and  too-hungry  souls  Friend- 
ship was  but  an  incredible  tradition?  In  such  cases,  your 
resource  is  to  talk  little,  and  that  little  mostly  from  the  News- 
papers. Now  when  I  look  back,  it  was  a  strange  isolation  I 
then  lived  in.  The  men  and  women  around  me,  even  speaking 
with  me,  were  but  Figures;  I  had,  practically,  forgotten  that 
they  were  alive,  that  they  were  not  merely  automatic.  In 
midst  of  their  crowded  streets  and  assemblages,  I  walked 
solitary;  and  (except  as  it  was  my  own  heart,  not  another's, 
that  I  kept  devouring)  savage  also,  as  the  tiger  in  his  jungle. 
Some  comfort  it  would  have  been,  could  I,  like  a  Faust,  have 
fancied  myself  tempted  and  tormented  of  the  Devil;  for  a  Hell, 
as  I  imagine,  without  Life,  though  only  diabolic  Life,  were 
more  frightful:  but  in  our  age  of  Down-pulling  and  Disbelief, 
the  very  Devil  has  been  pulled  down,  you  cannot  so  much  as 
believe  in  a  Devil.  To  me  the  Universe  was  all  void  of  Life,  of 
Purpose,  of  Volition,  even  of  Hostility:  it  was  one  huge,  dead, 
immeasurable  Steam-engine,  rolling  on,  in  its  dead  indiffer- 
ence, to  grind  me  limb  from  limb.  O,  the  vast,  gloomy,  solitary, 
Golgotha,  and  Mill  of  Death!  Why  was  the  Living  banished 
thither  companionless,  conscious?  Why,  if  there  is  no  Devil; 
nay,  unless  the  Devil  is  your  God?  " 

A  prey  incessantly  to  such  corrosions,  might  not,  moreover, 
as  the  worst  aggravation  to  them,  the  iron  constitution  even  of 
a  Teufelsdrockh  threaten  to  fail?  We  conjecture  that  he  has 
known  sickness;  and,  in  spite  of  his  locomotive  habits,  per- 
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haps  sickness  of  the  chronic  sort.  Hear  this,  for  example; 
"  How  beautiful  to  die  of  broken-heart,  on  Paper !  Quite  an- 
other thing  in  practice;  every  window  of  your  Feeling,  even  of 
your  Intellect,  as  it  were,  begrimed  and  mud-bespattered,  so 
that  no  pure  ray  can  enter;  a  whole  Drugshop  in  your  inwards; 
the  fordone  soul  drowning  slowly  in  quagmires  of  Disgust!" 

Putting  all  which  external  and  internal  miseries  together, 
may  we  not  find  in  the  following  sentences,  quite  in  our  Pro- 
lessor's  still  vein,  significance  enough?  "  From  Suicide  a  certain 
iftershine  (Nachschein)  of  Christianity  withheld  me:  perhaps 
also  a  certain  indolence  of  character ;  for,  was  not  that  a  remedy 
I  had  at  any  time  within  reach?  Often,  however,  was  there  a 
question  present  to  me:  Should  some  one  now,  at  the  turning 
of  that  corner,  blow  thee  suddenly  out  of  Space,  into  the  other 
World,  or  other  No-World,  by  pistol-shot,  —  how  were  it?  On 
which  ground,  too,  I  have  often,  in  sea-storms  and  sieged  cities 
and  other  death-scenes,  exhibited  an  imperturbability,  which 
passed,  falsely  enough,  for  courage." 

"So  had  it  lasted,"  concludes  the  Wanderer,  "so  had  it 
lasted,  as  in  bitter  protracted  Death-agony,  through  long 
years.  The  heart  within  me,  unvisited  by  any  heavenly  dew- 
drop,  was  smouldering  in  sulphurous,  slow-consuming  fire. 
Almost  since  earliest  memory  I  had  shed  no  tear;  or  once  only 
when  I,  murmuring  half-audibly,  recited  Faust's  Deathsong, 
that  wild  Selig  der  den  er  im  Siegesglanze  findet  (Happy  whom 
he  finds  in  Battle's  splendour),  and  thought  that  of  this  last 
Friend  even  I  was  not  forsaken,  that  Destiny  itself  could  not 
doom  me  not  to  die.  Having  no  hope,  neither  had  I  any  definite 
fear,  were  it  of  Man  or  of  Devil:  nay,  I  often  felt  as  if  it  might 
be  solacing,  could  the  Arch-Devil  himself,  though  in  Tartarean 
terrors,  but  rise  to  me,  that  I  might  tell  him  a  little  of  my  mind. 
And  yet,  strangely  enough,  I  lived  in  a  continual,  indefinite, 
pining  fear;  tremulous,  pusillanimous,  apprehensive  of  I  knew 
not  what:  it  seemed  as  if  all  things  in  the  Heavens  above  and 
the  Earth  beneath  would  hurt  me;  as  if  the  Heavens  and  the 
Earth  were  but  boundless  jaws  of  a  devouring  monster,  wherein 
I,  palpitating,  waited  to  be  devoured. 

"Full  of  such  humour,  and  perhaps  the  miserablest  man  in 
the  whole  French  Capital  or  Suburbs,  was  I,  one  sultry  Dog- 
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day,  after  much  perambulation,  toiling  along  the  dirty  little 
Rue  Saint-Thomas  de  VEnfer,  among  civic  rubbish  enough,  in  a 
close  atmosphere,  and  over  pavements  hot  as  Nebuchadnez- 
zar's Furnace;  whereby  doubtless  my  spirits  were  little  cheered; 
when,  all  at  once,  there  rose  a  Thought  in  me,  and  I  asked 
myself:  "What  art  thou  afraid  of?  Wherefore,  like  a  coward, 
dost  thou  forever  pip  and  whimper,  and  go  cowering  and 
trembling?  Despicable  biped!  what  is  the  sum- total  of  the 
worst  that  lies  before  thee?  Death?  Well,  Death;  and  say  the 
pangs  of  Tophet  too,  and  all  that  the  Devil  and  Man  may, 
will  or  can  do  against  thee!  Hast  thou  not  a  heart;  canst  thou 
not  suffer  whatsoever  it  be;  and,  as  a  Child  of  Freedom,  though 
outcast,  trample  Tophet  itself  under  thy  feet,  while  it  consumes 
thee?  Let  it  come,  then;  I  will  meet  it  and  defy  it!"  And  as  I 
so  thought,  there  rushed  like  a  stream  of  fire  over  my  whole 
soul;  and  I  shook  base  Fear  away  from  me  forever.  I  was 
strong,  of  unknown  strength;  a  spirit,  almost  a  god.  Ever  from 
that  time,  the  temper  of  my  misery  was  changed :  not  Fear  or 
whining  Sorrow  was  it,  but  Indignation  and  grim  fire-eyed 
Defiance. 

"Thus  had  the  EVERLASTING  No  (das  ewige  Nein)  pealed 
authoritatively  through  all  the  recesses  of  my  Being,  of  my 
ME;  and  then  was  it  that  my  whole  ME  stood  up,  in  native 
God-created  majesty,  and  with  emphasis  recorded  its  Protest. 
Such  a  Protest,  the  most  important  transaction  in  Life,  may 
that  same  Indignation  and  Defiance,  in  a  psychological  point 
of  view,  be  fitly  called.  The  Everlasting  No  had  said:  'Behold, 
thou  art  fatherless,  outcast,  and  the  Universe  is  mine  (the 
Devil's)';  to  which  my  whole  Me  now  made  answer:  '/  am 
not  thine,  but  Free,  and  forever  hate  thee!' 

"  It  is  from  this  hour  that  I  incline  to  date  my  Spiritual  New- 
birth,  or  Baphometic1  Fire-baptism;  perhaps  I  directly  there- 
upon began  to  be  a  Man." 

THE   EVERLASTING  YEA 

"Temptations  in  the  Wilderness!"  exclaims  Teuf elsdrockh . 
"Have  we  not  all  to  be  tried  with  such?  Not  so  easily  can  the 

1  A  term  drawn  from  the  mediaeval  belief  that  the  Templars  worshipped  a  mystical 
symbol  or  idol  under  the  name  Baphomet. 
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old  Adam,  lodged  in  us  by  birth,  be  dispossessed.  Our  life  is 
compassed  round  with  Necessity;  yet  is  the  meaning  of  Life 
itself  no  other  than  Freedom,  than  Voluntary  Force:  thus  have 
we  a  warfare;  in  the  beginning,  especially,  a  hard-fought  battle. 
For  the  God-given  mandate,  Work  thou  in  Welldoing,  lies  mys- 
teriously written,  in  Promethean  Prophetic  Characters,  in  our 
hearts;  and  leaves  us  no  rest,  night  or  day,  till  it  be  deciphered 
and  obeyed;  till  it  burn  forth,  in  our  conduct,  a  visible,  acted 
Gospel  of  Freedom.  And  as  the  clay-given  mandate,  Eat  thou 
and  be  filled,  at  the  same  time  persuasively  proclaims  itself 
through  every  nerve,  —  must  not  there  be  a  confusion,  a  con- 
test, before  the  better  Influence  can  become  the  upper? 

"To  me  nothing  seems  more  natural  than  that  the  Son  of 
Man,  when  such  God-given  mandate  first  prophetically  stirs 
within  him,  and  the  Clay  must  now  be  vanquished  or  vanquish, 
—  should  be  carried  of  the  spirit  into  grim  Solitudes,  and  there 
fronting  the  Tempter  do  grimmest  battle  with  him;  defiantly 
setting  him  at  naught,  till  he  yield  and  fly.  Name  it  as  we 
choose:  with  or  without  visible  Devil,  whether  in  the  natural 
Desert  of  rocks  and  sands,  or  in  the  populous  moral  Desert 
of  selfishness  and  baseness,  —  to  such  Temptation  are  we  all 
called.  Unhappy  if  we  are  not!  Unhappy  if  we  are  but  Half- 
men,  in  whom  that  divine  handwriting  has  never  blazed  forth, 
all-subduing,  in  true  sun-splendour;  but  quivers  dubiously 
amid  meaner  light:  or  smoulders,  in  dull  pain,  in  darkness, 
under  earthly  vapours!  —  Our  Wilderness  is  the  wide  World 
in  an  Atheistic  Century;  our  Forty  Days  are  long  years  of 
suffering  and  fasting:  nevertheless,  to  these  also  comes  an  end. 
Yes,  to  me  also  was  given,  if  not  Victory,  yet  the  consciousness 
of  Battle,  and  the  resolve  to  persevere  therein  while  life  or  fac- 
ulty is  left.  To  me  also,  entangled  in  the  enchanted  forests, 
demon-peopled,  doleful  of  sight  and  of  sound,  it  was  given, 
after  weariest  wanderings,  to  work  out  my  way  into  the  higher 
sunlit  slopes  —  of  that  Mountain  which  has  no  summit,  or 
whose  summit  is  in  Heaven  only!" 

He  says  elsewhere,  under  a  less  ambitious  figure;  as  figures 
are,  once  for  all,  natural  to  him :  "Has  not  thy  Life  been  that  of 
most  sufficient  men  (tiichtigen  Manner)  thou  hast  known  in  this 
generation?  An  out-flush  of  foolish  young  Enthusiasm,  like 
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the  first  fallow-crop,  wherein  are  as  many  weeds  as  valuable 
herbs:  this  all  parched  away,  under  the  Droughts  of  practical 
and  spiritual  Unbelief,  as  Disappointment,  in  thought  and  act, 
often-repeated  gave  rise  to  Doubt,  and  Doubt  gradually  set- 
tled into  Denial !  If  I  have  had  a  second-crop,  and  now  see  the 
perennial  greensward,  and  sit  under  umbrageous  cedars,  which 
defy  all  Drought  (and  Doubt);  herein  too,  be  the  Heavens 
praised,  I  am  not  without  examples,  and  even  exemplars." 

So  that,  for  Teufelsdrockh  also,  there  has  been  a  "glorious 
revolution":  these  mad  shadow-hunting  and  shadow-hunted 
Pilgrimings  of  his  were  but  some  purifying  "Temptation  in  the 
Wilderness,"  before  his  Apostolic  work  (such  as  it  was)  could 
begin;  which  Temptation  is  now  happily  over,  and  the  Devil 
once  more  worsted!  Was  "that  high  moment  in  the  Rue  de 
VEnjer"  then,  properly  the  turning-point  of  the  battle;  when 
the  Fiend  said,  Worship  me,  or  be  torn  in  shreds;  and  was  an- 
swered valiantly  with  an  Apage  Satana?1  —  Singular  Teu- 
felsdrockh, would  thou  hadst  told  thy  singular  story  in  plain 
words!  But  it  is  fruitless  to  look  there,  in  those  Paper-bags,  for 
such.  Nothing  but  innuendoes,  figurative  crotchets:  a  typical 
Shadow,  fitfully  wavering,  prophetico-satiric;  no  clear  logical 
Picture.  "How  paint  to  the  sensual  eye,"  asks  he  once,  "what 
passes  in  the  Holy-of -Holies  of  Man's  Soul;  in  what  words, 
known  to  these  profane  times,  speak  even  afar-off  of  the 
unspeakable?"  We  ask  in  turn:  Why  perplex  these  times, 
profane  as  they  are,  with  needless  obscurity,  by  omission 
and  by  commission?  Not  mystical  only  is  our  Professor,  but 
whimsical;  and  involves  himself,  now  more  than  ever,  in  eye- 
bewildering  chiaroscuro.  Successive  glimpses,  here  faithfully 
imparted,  our  more  gifted  readers  must  endeavour  to  combine 
for  their  own  behoof. 

He  says:  "The  hot  Harmattan  wind  had  raged  itself  out; 
its  howl  went  silent  within  me;  and  the  long-deafened  soul  could 
now  hear.  I  paused  in  my  wild  wanderings;  and  sat  me  down 
to  wait,  and  consider;  for  it  was  as  if  the  hour  of  change  drew 
nigh.  I  seemed  to  surrender,  to  renounce  utterly,  and  say: 
Fly,  then,  false  shadows  of  Hope;  I  will  chase  you  no  more,  I 
will  believe  you  no  more.  And  ye  too,  haggard  spectres  of 

1  "Get  thcc  behind  me,  Satan."   (Matthew  4:10.) 
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Fear,  I  care  not  for  you;  ye  too  are  all  shadows  and  a  He.  Let 
me  rest  here:  for  I  am  way- weary  and  life-weary;  I  will  rest 
here,  were  it  but  to  die:  to  die  or  to  live  is  alike  to  me;  alike 
insignificant." — And  again:  "Here,  then,  as  I  lay  in  that 
CENTRE  or  INDIFFERENCE;  cast,  doubtless  by  benignant  upper 
Influence,  into  a  healing  sleep,  the  heavy  dreams  rolled  gradu- 
ally away,  and  I  awoke  to  a  new  Heaven  and  a  new  Earth. 
The  first  preliminary  moral  Act,  Annihilation  of  Self  (Selbst- 
todtung),  had  been  happily  accomplished;  and  my  mind's  eyes 
were  now  unsealed,  and  its  hands  ungyved." 

Might  we  not  also  conjecture  that  the  following  passage 
refers  to  his  Locality,  during  this  same  "healing  sleep";  that 
his  Pilgrim-staff  lies  cast  aside  here,  on  "  the  high  table-land"; 
and  indeed  that  the  repose  is  already  taking  wholesome  effect 
on  him?  If  it  were  not  that  the  tone,  in  some  parts,  has  more  of 
riancy ,  *  even  of  levity,  than  we  could  have  expected !  However, 
in  Teufelsdrockh,  there  is  always  the  strangest  Dualism:  light 
dancing,  with  guitar-music,  will  be  going  on  in  the  fore-court, 
while  by  fits  from  within  comes  the  faint  whimpering  of  woe 
and  wail.  We  transcribe  the  piece  entire:  — 

"Beautiful  it  was  to  sit  there,  as  in  my  skyey  Tent,  musing 
and  meditating;  on  the  high  table-land,  in  front  of  the  Moun- 
tains; over  me,  as  roof,  the  azure  Dome,  and  around  me,  for 
walls,  four  azure-flowing  curtains,  —  namely,  of  the  Four 
azure  Winds,  on  whose  bottom-fringes  also  I  have  seen  gilding. 
And  then  to  fancy  the  fair  Castles  that  stood  sheltered  in  these 
Mountain  hollows;  with  their  green  flower-lawns,  and  white 
dames  and  damosels,  lovely  enough:  or  better  still,  the  straw- 
roofed  Cottages,  wherein  stood  many  a  Mother  baking  bread, 
with  her  children  round  her:  —  all  hidden  and  protectingly 
folded  up  in  the  valley-folds;  yet  there  and  alive,  as  sure  as  if 
I  beheld  them.  Or  to  see,  as  well  as  fancy,  the  nine  Towns  and 
Villages,  that  lay  round  my  mountain-seat,  which,  in  still 
weather,  were  wont  to  speak  to  me  (by  their  steeple-bells)  with 
metal  tongue;  and,  in  almost  all  weather,  proclaimed  their 
vitality  by  repeated  Smoke-clouds;  whereon,  as  on  a  culinar> 
horologe,  I  might  read  the  hour  of  the  day.  For  it  was  the 
smoke  of  cookery,  as  kind  housewives  at  morning,  midday 

1  Laughingness,  gaiety. 
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eventide,  were  boiling  their  husbands'  kettles;  and  ever  a  blue 
pillar  rose  up  into  the  air,  successively  or  simultaneously,  from 
each  of  the  nine,  saying,  as  plainly  as  smoke  could  say:  Such 
and  such  a  meal  is  getting  ready  here.  Not  uninteresting!  For 
you  have  the  whole  Borough,  with  all  its  love-makings  and 
scandal-mongeries,  contentions  and  contentments,  as  in  minia- 
ture, and  could  cover  it  all  with  your  hat.  —  If ,  in  my  wide 
Wayfarings,  I  had  learned  to  look  into  the  business  of  the 
World  in  its  details,  here  perhaps  was  the  place  for  combining 
;t  into  general  propositions,  and  deducing  inferences  therefrom. 

"Often  also  could  I  see  the  black  Tempest  marching  in 
*nger  through  the  Distance:  round  some  Schreckhorn,  as  yet 
grim -blue,  would  the  eddying  vapour  gather,  and  there  tu- 
multuously  eddy,  and  flow  down  like  a  mad  witch's  hair;  till, 
after  a  space,  it  vanished,  and,  in  the  clear  sunbeam,  your 
Schreckhorn  stood  smiling  grim-white,  for  the  vapour  had  held 
snow.  How  thou  fermentest  and  elaborated,  in  thy  great  fer- 
menting-vat  and  laboratory  of  an  Atmosphere,  of  a  World. 
O  Nature!  —  Or  what  is  Nature?  Ha!  why  do  I  not  name  thee 
GOD?  Art  not  thou  the  "Living  Garment  of  God"?  O  Heavens, 
is  it,  in  very  deed,  HE,  then,  that  ever  speaks  through  thee; 
that  lives  and  loves  in  thee,  that  lives  and  loves  in  me? 

"Fore-shadows,  call  them  rather  fore-splendours,  of  that 
Truth,  and  Beginning  of  Truths,  fell  mysteriously  over  my 
soul.  Sweeter  than  Dayspring  to  the  Shipwrecked  in  Nova 
Zembla;1  ah,  like  the  mother's  voice  to  her  little  child  that 
strays  bewildered,  weeping,  in  unknown  tumults;  like  soft 
streamings  of  celestial  music  to  my  too-exasperated  heart, 
came  that  Evangel.  The  Universe  is  not  dead  and  demoniacal, 
a  charnel-house  with  spectres;  but  godlike,  and  my  Father's! 

"With  other  eyes,-  too,  could  I  now  look  upon  my  fellow 
man;  with  an  infinite  Love,  an  infinite  Pity.  Poor,  wandering, 
wayward  man!  Art  thou  not  tired,  and  beaten  with  stripes, 
even  as  I  am?  Ever,  whether  thou  bear  the  royal  mantle  or 
the  beggar's  gabardine,  art  thou  not  so  weary,  so  heavy-laden; 
and  thy  Bed  of  Rest  is  but  a  Grave.  O  my  Brother,  my 
Brother,  why  cannot  I  shelter  thee  in  my  bosom,  and  wipe  away 

1  A  reference  to  an  account  by  the  explorer  Barendz  of  his  expedition  to  Nova  Zembla 
in  1596. 
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all  tears  from  thy  eyes!  —  Truly,  the  din  of  many- voiced  Life, 
which,  in  this  solitude,  with  the  mind's  organ,  I  could  hear,  was 
no  longer  a  maddening  discord,  but  a  melting  one;  like  inarticu- 
late cries,  and  sobbings  of  a  dumb  creature,  which  in  the  ear 
of  Heaven  are  prayers.  The  poor  Earth,  with  her  poor  joys, 
was  now  my  needy  Mother,  not  my  cruel  Stepdame;  Man,  with 
his  so  mad  Wants  and  so  mean  Endeavours,  had  become  the 
dearer  to  me;  and  even  for  his  sufferings  and  his  sins,  I  now 
first  named  him  Brother.  Thus  was  I  standing  in  the  porch  of 
that  'Sanctuary  of  Sorrow';  by  strange,  steep  ways  had  I  too 
been  guided  thither;  and  ere  long  its  sacred  gates  would  open, 
and  the  'Divine  Depth  of  Sorrow' l  lie  disclosed  to  me." 

The  Professor  says,  he  here  first  got  eye  on  the  Knot  that 
had  been  strangling  him,  and  straightway  could  unfasten  it, 
and  was  free.  "A  vain  interminable  controversy,"  writes  he, 
"  touching  what  is  at  present  called  Origin  of  Evil,  or  some  such 
thing,  arises  in  every  soul,  since  the  beginning  of  the  world; 
and  in  every  soul,  that  would  pass  from  idle  Suffering  into 
actual  Endeavouring,  must  first  be  put  an  end  to.  The  most, 
in  our  time,  have  to  go  content  with  a  simple,  incomplete 
enough  Suppression  of  this  controversy;  to  a  few  some  Solu- 
tion of  it  is  indispensable.  In  every  new  era,  too,  such  Solution 
comes  out  in  different  terms;  and  ever  the  Solution  of  the  last 
era  has  become  obsolete,  and  is  found  unserviceable.  For  it  is 
man's  nature  to  change  his  Dialect  from  century  to  century; 
he  cannot  help  it  though  he  would.  The  authentic  Church- 
Catechism  of  our  present  century  has  not  yet  fallen  into  my 
hands:  meanwhile,  for  my  own  private  behoof,  I  attempt  to 
elucidate  the  matter  so.  Man's  Unhappiness,  as  I  construe, 
comes  of  his  Greatness;  it  is  because  there  is  an  Infinite  in  him, 
which  with  all  his  cunning  he  cannot  quite  bury  under  the 
Finite.  Will  the  whole  Finance  Ministers  and  Upholsterers 
and  Confectioners  of  modern  Europe  undertake,  in  jointstock 
company,  to  make  one  Shoeblack  HAPPY?  They  cannot  accom-  • 
plish  it,  above  an  hour  or  two;  for  the  Shoeblack  also  has  a  Soul 
quite  other  than  his  Stomach;  and  would  require,  if  you  con- 
sider it,  for  his  permanent  satisfaction  and  saturation,  simply 
this  allotment,  no  more,  and  no  less:  God's  infinite  Universe 

1  These  two  phrases  ar<?  from  Goethe's  Wilhelm  Meister. 
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altogether  to  himself,  therein  to  enjoy  infinitely,  and  fill  every 
wish  as  fast  as  it  rose.  Oceans  of  Hochheimer,  a  Throat  like 
that  of  Ophiuchus:  speak  not  of  them;  to  the  infinite  Shoeblack 
they  are  as  nothing.  No  sooner  is  your  ocean  filled,  than  he 
grumbles  that  it  might  have  been  of  better  vintage.  Try  him 
with  half  of  a  Universe,  of  an  Omnipotence,  he  sets  to  quarrel- 
ling with  the  proprietor  of  the  other  half,  and  declares  himself 
the  most  maltreated  of  men.  —  Always  there  is  a  black  spot  in  , 
our  sunshine:  it  is  even  as  I  said,  the  Shadow  of  Ourselves. 

"But  the  whim  we  have  of  Happiness  is  somewhat  thus. 
By  certain  valuations,  and  averages,  of  our  own  striking,  we 
come  upon  some  sort  of  average  terrestrial  lot;  this  we  fancy 
belongs  to  us  by  nature,  and  of  indefeasible  right.  It  is  simple 
payment  of  our  wages,  of  our  deserts;  requires  neither  thanks 
nor  complaint;  only  such  overplus  as  there  may  be  do  we  ac- 
count Happiness;  any  deficit  again  is  Misery.  Now  consider 
that  we  have  the  valuation  of  our  own  deserts  ourselves,  and 
what  a  fund  of  Self-conceit  there  is  in  each  of  us,  —  do  you 
wonder  that  the  balance  should  so  often  dip  the  wrong  way, 
and  many  a  Blockhead  cry:  See  there,  what  a  payment;  was 
ever  worthy  gentleman  so  used!  —  I  tell  thee,  Blockhead,  it  |< 
all  comes  of  thy  Vanity;  of  what  thou  fanciest  those  same  de-  , 
serts  of  thine  to  be.  Fancy  that  thou  deservest  to  be  hanged  r 
(as  is  most  likely),  thou  wilt  feel  it  happiness  to  be  only  shot: 
fancy  that  thou  deservest  to  be  hanged  in  a  hair-halter,  it  will 
be  a  luxury  to  die  in  hemp. 

"So  true  is  it,  what  I  then  say,  that  the  Fraction  of  Life  can 
be  increased  in  value  not  so  much  by  increasing  your  Numerator 
as  by  lessening  your  Denominator.    Nay,  unless  my  Algebra 
deceive  me,  Unity  itself  divided  by  Zero  will  give  Infinity. 
Make  thy  claim  of  wages  a  zero,  then;  thou  hast  the  world 
under  thy  feet.  Well  did  the  Wisest  of  our  time  l  write:  'It  is  / 
only  with  Renunciation  (Entsagen)  that  Life,  properly  speak-  ( 
ing,  can  be  said  to  begin. ' 

"  I  asked  myself:  What  is  this  that,  ever  since  earliest  years, 
thou  hast  been  fretting  and  fuming,  and  lamenting  and  self- 
tormenting,  on  account  of?  Say  it  in  a  word :  is  it  not  because 
thou  art  not  HAPPY?  Because  the  THOU  (sweet  gentleman)  is 

1  Goethe. 
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not  sufficiently  honoured,  nourished,  soft-bedded,  and  lovingly 
cared  for?  Foolish  soul!  What  Act  of  Legislature  was  there 
that  thou  shouldst  be  Happy?  A  little  while  ago  thou  hadst 
no  right  to  be  at  all.  What  if  thou  wert  born  and  predestined 
not  to  be  Happy,  but  to  be  Unhappy !  Art  thou  nothing  other 
than  a  Vulture,  then,  that  fliest  through  the  Universe  seeking 
after  somewhat  to  eat;  and  shrieking  dolefully  because  car- 
rion enough  is  not  given  thee?  Close  thy  Byron;  open  thy 
Goethe." 

"Es  leuchtet  mir  ein,  I  see  a  glimpse  of  it!"  cries  he  else- 
where: " there  is  in  man  a  HIGHER  than  Love  of  Happiness: 
he  can  do  without  Happiness,  and  instead  thereof  find  Blessed- 
ness !  Was  it  not  to  preach  forth  this  same  HIGHER  that  sages 
and  martyrs,  the  Poet  and  the  Priest,  in  all  times,  have  spoken 
and  suffered;  bearing  testimony,  through  life  and  through 
death,  of  the  Godlike  that  is  in  Man,  and  how  in  the  Godlike 
only  has  he  Strength  and  Freedom?  Which  God-inspired  Doc- 
trine art  thou  also  honoured  to  be  taught;  O  Heavens!  and 
broken  with  manifold  merciful  Afflictions,  even  till  thou  be- 
come contrite,  and  learn  it!  O,  thank  thy  Destiny  for  these; 
thankfully  bear  what  yet  remain:  thou  hadst  need  of  them; 
the  Self  in  thee  needed  to  be  annihilated.  By  benignant  fever- 
paroxysms  is  Life  rooting  out  the  deep-seated  chronic  Disease, 
and  triumphs  over  Death.  On  the  roaring  billows  of  Time 
thou  art  not  engulfed,  but  borne  aloft  into  the  azure  of  Eter- 
nity. Love  not  Pleasure;  love  God.  This  is  the  EVERLASTING 
YEA,  wherein  all  contradiction  is  solved :  wherein  whoso  walk65 
and  works,  it  is  well  with  him."  .  .  . 

NATURAL   SUPERNATURALISM 

It  is  in  his  stupendous  Section,  headed  Natural  Supernatu- 
ralism,  that  the  Professor  first  becomes  a  Seer;  and,  after  long 
effort,  such  as  we  have  witnessed,  finally  subdues  under  his 
feet  this  refractory  Clothes-Philosophy,  and  takes  victorious 
possession  thereof.  Phantasms  enough  he  has  had  to  struggle 
with; "  Cloth-webs  and  Cob-webs,"  of  Imperial  Mantles,  Super- 
annuated Symbols,  and  what  not:  yet  still  did  he  courageously 
pierce  through.  Nay,  worst  of  all,  two  quite  mysterious,  world- 
embracing  Phantasms,  TIME  and  SPACE,  have  ever  hovered 


SARTOR   RESARTUS  365 

round  him,  perplexing  and  bewildering:  but  with  these  also 
he  now  resolutely  grapples,  these  also  he  victoriously  rends 
asunder.  In  a  word,  he  has  looked  fixedly  on  Existence,  till, 
one  after  the  other,  its  earthly  hulls  and  garnitures  have  all 
melted  away;  and  now,  to  his  rapt  vision,  the  interior  celestial 
Holy  of  Holies  lies  disclosed. 

Here,  therefore,  properly  it  is  that  the  Philosophy  of  Clothes 
attains  to  Transcendentalism;  this  last  leap,  can  we  but  clear 
it,  takes  us  safe  into  the  promised  land,  where  Palingenesia,1 
in  all  senses,  may  be  considered  as  beginning.  "  Courage,  then ! " 
may  our  Diogenes  exclaim,  with  better  right  than  Diogenes  the 
First  once  did.  This  stupendous  Section  we,  after  long  painful 
meditation,  have  found  not  to  be  unintelligible;  but,  on  the 
contrary,  to  grow  clear,  nay  radiant,  and  all-illuminating.  Let 
the  reader,  turning  on  it  v.  nat  utmost  force  of  speculative  in- 
tellect is  in  him,  do  his  part;  as  we,  by  judicious  selection  and 
adjustment,  shall  study  to  do  ours:  — 

"Deep  has  been,  and  is,  the  significance  of  Miracles,"  thus 
quietly  begins  the  Professor;  "far  deeper  perhaps  than  we  imag- 
ine. Meanwhile,  the  question  of  questions  were:  What  spe- 
cially is  a  Miracle?  To  that  Dutch  King  of  Siam,  an  icicle  had 
been  a  miracle;  whoso  had  carried  with  him  an  air-pump,  and 
vial  of  vitriolic  ether,  might  have  worked  a  miracle.  To  my 
Horse,  again,  who  unhappily  is  still  more  unscientific,  do  not 
I  work  a  miracle,  and  magical  'Open  sesame!1  every  time  I 
please  to  pay  twopence,  and  open  for  him  an  impassable 
Schlagbaum,  or  shut  Turnpike? 

"'But  is  not  a  real  Miracle  simply  a  violation  of  the  Laws 
of  Nature? '  ask  several.  Whom  I  answer  by  this  new  question : 
What  are  the  Laws  of  Nature?  To  me  perhaps  the  rising  of  \ 
one  from  the  dead  were  no  violation  of  these  Laws,  but  a  con- 
firmation; were  some  far  deeper  Law,  now  first  penetrated  into, 
and  by  Spiritual  Force,  even  as  the  rest  have  all  been,  brought 
to  bear  on  us  with  its  Material  Force. 

"Here  too  may  some  inquire,  not  without  astonishment: 
On  what  ground  shall  one,  that  can  make  Iron  swim,  come  and  | 
declare  that  therefore  he  can  teach  Religion?  To  us,  truly,  of 
the  Nineteenth  Century,  such  declaration  were  inept  enough; 

1  Rebirth. 
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which  nevertheless  to  our  fathers,  of  the  First  Century,  was 
full  of  meaning. 

"  'But  is  it  not  the  deepest  Law  of  Nature  that  she  be  con- 
stant?' cries  an  illuminated  class:  'Is  not  the  Machine  of  the 
Universe  fixed  to  move  by  unalterable  rules?'  Probable 
enough,  good  friends:  nay  I,  too,  must  believe  that  the  God, 
whom  ancient  inspired  men  assert  to  be  'without  variableness 
or  shadow  of  turning,'  does  indeed  never  change;  that  Nature, 
that  the  Universe,  which  no  one  whom  it  so  pleases  can  be  pre- 
vented from  calling  a  Machine,  does  move  by  the  most  unalter- 
able rules.  And  now  of  you,  too,  I  make  the  old  inquiry:  What 
those  same  unalterable  rules,  forming  the  complete  Statute- 
Book  of  Nature,  may  possibly  be? 

"  They  stand  written  in  our  Works  of  Science,  say  you;  in  the 
accumulated  records  of  Man's  Experience?  —  Was  Man  with 
his  Experience  present  at  the  Creation,  then,  to  see  how  it  all 
went  on?  Have  any  deepest  scientific  individuals  yet  dived 
down  to  the  foundations  of  the  Universe,  and  gauged  every- 
thing there?  Did  the  Maker  take  them  into  His  counsel;  that 
they  read  His  groundplan  of  the  incomprehensible  All;  and  can 
say,  This  stands  marked  therein,  and  no  more  than  this?  Alas, 
not  in"anywise !  These  scientific  individuals  have  been  nowhere 
but  where  we  also  are;  have  seen  some  handbreadths  deeper 
than  we  see  into  the  Deep  that  is  infinite,  without  bottom  as 
without  shore. 

"Laplace's  Book  on  the  Stars,  wherein  he  exhibits  that  cer- 
tain Planets,  with  their  Satellites,  gyrate  round  our  worthy 
Sun,  at  a  rate  and  in  a  course,  which,  by  greatest  good  fortune, 
he  and  the  like  of  him  have  succeeded  in  detecting,  —  is  to  me 
as  precious  as  to  another.  But  is  this  what  thou  names t  'Me- 
chanism of  the  Heavens,'  and  'System  of  the  World';  this, 
wherein  Sirius  and  the  Pleiades,  and  all  Herschel's  Fifteen- 
thousand  Suns  per  minute,  being  left  out,  some  paltry  handful 
of  Moons,  and  inert  Balls,  had  been  —  looked  at,  nicknamed, 
and  marked  in  the  Zodiacal  Way-bill;  so  that  we  can  now  prate 
of  their  Whereabout;  their  How,  their  Why,  their  What,  being 
hid  from  us,  as  in  the  signless  Inane? 

"  System  of  Nature !  To  the  wisest  man,  wide  as  is  his  vision, 
Nature  remains  of  quite  infinite  depth,  of  quite  infinite  expan- 
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sion;  and  all  Experience  thereof  limits  itself  to  some  few  com- 
puted centuries  and  measured  square-miles.  The  course  of 
Nature's  phases,  on  this  our  little  fraction  of  a  Planet,  is  par- 
tially known  to  us :  but  who  knows  what  deeper  courses  these 
depend  on;  what  infinitely  larger  Cycle  (of  causes)  our  little 
Epicycle  revolves  on?  To  the  Minnow  every  cranny  and 
pebble,  and  quality  and  accident,  of  its  little  native  Creek 
may  have  become  familiar:  but  does  the  Minnow  understand 
the  Ocean  Tides  and  periodic  Currents,  the  Trade-winds,  and 
Monsoons,  and  Moon's  Eclipses;  by  all  which  the  condition  of 
its  little  Creek  is  regulated,  and  may,  from  time  to  time  (un- 
miraculously  enough),  be  quite  overset  and  reversed?  Such  a 
Minnow  is  Man;  his  Creek  this  Planet  Earth;  his  Ocean  the 
immeasurable  All;  his  Monsoons  and  periodic  Currents  the 
mysterious  Course  of  Providence  through  ^Eons  of  ^Eons. 

"We  speak  of  the  Volume  of  Nature:  and  truly  a  Volume  it 
is,  —  whose  Author  and  Writer  is  God.  To  read  it!  Dost  thou, 
does  man,  so  much  as  well  know  the  Alphabet  thereof?  With  its 
Words,  Sentences,  and  grand  descriptive  Pages,  poetical  and 
philosophical,  spread  out  through  Solar  Systems,  and  Thou- 
sands of  Years,  we  shall  not  try  thee.  It  is  a  Volume  written 
in  celestial  hieroglyphs,  in  the  true  Sacred-writing;  of  which 
even  Prophets  are  happy  that  they  can  read  here  a  line  and 
there  a  line.  As  for  your  Institutes,  and  Academies  of  Science, 
they  strive  bravely;  and,  from  amid  the  thick-crowded,  inex- 
tricably intertwisted  hieroglyphic  writing,  pick-out,  by  dex- 
trous combination,  some  Letters  in  the  vulgar  Character,  and 
therefrom  put  together  this  and  the  other  economic  Recipe,  of 
high  avail  in  Practice.  That  Nature  is  more  than  some  bound- 
less Volume  of  such  Recipes,  or  huge,  well-nigh  inexhaustible 
Domestic-Cookery  Book,  of  which  the  whole  secret  will  in  this 
manner  one  day  evolve  itself,  the  fewest  dream. 

"Custom,"  continues  the  Professor,  "doth  make  dotards  of 
us  all.  Consider  well,  thou  wilt  find  that  Custom  is  the  greatest 
of  Weavers;  and  weaves  air-raiment  for  all  the  Spirits  of  the 
Universe;  whereby  indeed  these  dwell  with  us  visibly,  as  min- 
istering servants,  in  our  houses  and  workshops;  but  their  spirit- 
ual nature  becomes,  to  the  most,  forever  hidden.  Philosophy 
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complains  that  Custom  has  hoodwinked  us,  from  the  first;  that 
we  do  everything  by  Custom,  even  Believe  by  it;  that  our  very 
Axioms,  let  us  boast  of  Free-thinking  as  we  may,  are  oftenest 
simply  such  Beliefs  as  we  have  never  heard  questioned.  Nay, 
what  is  Philosophy  throughout  but  a  continual  battle  against 
Custom ;  an  ever-renewed  effort  to  transcend  the  sphere  of  blind 
Custom,  and  so  become  Transcendental? 

"Innumerable  are  the  illusions  and  legerdemain- tricks  of 
Custom:  but  of  all  these,  perhaps  the  cleverest  is  her  knack  of 
persuading  us  that  the  Miraculous,  by  simple  repetition,  ceases 
to  be  Miraculous.  True,  it  is  by  this  means  we  live;  for  man 
must  work  as  well  as  wonder:  and  herein  is  Custom  so  far  a 
kind  nurse,  guiding  him  to  his  true  benefit.  But  she  is  a  fond 
foolish  nurse,  or  rather  we  are  false  foolish  nurselings,  when,  in 
our  resting  and  reflecting  hours,  we  prolong  the  same  deception. 
]  Am  I  to  view  the  Stupendous  with  stupid  indifference,  because 
I  have  seen  it  twice,  or  two-hundred,  or  two-million  times? 
There  is  no  reason  in  Nature  or  in  Art  why  I  should:  unless, 
indeed,  I  am  a  mere  Work-Machine,  for  whom  the  divine  gift 
of  Thought  were  no  other  than  the  terrestrial  gift  of  Steam  is 
to  the  Steam-engine;  a  power  whereby  Cotton  might  be  spun, 
and  money  and  money's  worth  realized. 

"Notable  enough  too,  here  as  elsewhere,  wilt  thou  find  the 
potency  of  Names;  which  indeed  are  but  one  kind  of  such 
custom-woven,  wonder-hiding  Garments.  Witchcraft,  and 
all  manner  of  Spectre-work,  and  Demonology,  we  have  now 
named  Madness  and  Diseases  of  the  Nerves.  Seldom  reflecting 
that  still  the  new  question  conies  upon  us:  What  is  Madness, 
what  are  Nerves?  Ever,  as  before,  does  Madness  remain  a 
mysterious-terrific,  altogether  infernal  boiling-up  of  the  Nether 
Chaotic  Deep,  through  this  fair-painted  Vision  of  Creation, 
which  swims  thereon,  which  we  name  the  Real.  Was  Luther's 
Picture  of  the  Devil  less  a  Reality,  whether  it  were  formed 
within  the  bodily  eye,  or  without  it?  In  every  the  wisest  Soul 
lies  a  whole  world  of  internal  Madness,  an  authentic  Demon- 
Empire;  out  of  which,  indeed,  his  world  of  Wisdom  has  been 
creatively  built  together,  and  now  rests  there,  as  on  its  dark 
foundations  does  a  habitable  flowery  Earth-rind. 
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'•  But  deepest  of  all  illusory  Appearances,  for  hiding  Wonder, 
as  for  many  other  ends,  are  your  two  grand  fundamental  world- 
enveloping  Appearances,  SPACE  and  TIME.  These,  as  spun  and 
woven  for  us  from  before  Birth  itself,  to  clothe  our  celestial  ME 
for  dwelling  here,  and  yet  to  blind  it,  —  lie  all  embracing,  as  the 
universal  canvas,  or  warp  and  woof,  whereby  all  minor  Illu- 
sions, in  this  Phantasm  Existence,  weave  and  paint  themselves. 
In  vain,  while  here  on  Earth,  shall  you  endeavour  to  strip  them 
off ;  you  can,  at  best,  but  rend  them  asunder  for  moments,  and 
look  through. 

"  Fortunatus  had  a  wishing  Hat,  which  when  he  put  on,  and 
mshed  himself  Anywhere,  behold  he  was  There.  By  this 
means  had  Fortunatus  triumphed  over  Space,  he  had  annihi- 
lated Space;  for  him  there  was  no  Where,  but  all  was  Here. 
Were  a  Hatter  to  establish  himself,  in  the  Wahngasse  of  Weiss- 
nichtwo,1  and  make  felts  of  this  sort  for  all  mankind,  what  a 
world  we  should  have  of  it!  Still  stranger,  should,  on  the  oppo- 
site side  of  the  street,  another  Hatter  establish  himself;  and  as 
his  fellow-craftsman  made  Space-annihilating  Hats,  make 
Time-annihilating!  Of  both  would  I  purchase,  were  it  with  my 
last  groschen;  but  chiefly  of  this  latter.  To  clap  on  your  felt, 
and,  simply  by  wishing  that  you  were  Anywhere,  straightway  to 
be  There !  Next  to  clap  on  your  other  felt,  and,  simply  by  wish- 
ing that  you  were  Anywhen,  straightway  to  be  Then!  This 
were  indeed  the  grander:  shooting  at  will  from  the  Fire-Crea- 
tion of  the  World  to  its  Fire-consummation;  here  historically 
present  in  the  First  Century,  conversing  face  to  face  with  Paul 
and  Seneca;  there  prophetically  in  the  Thirty-first,  conversing 
also  face  to  face  with  other  Pauls  and  Senecas,  who  as  yet 
stand  hidden  in  the  depth  of  that  late  Time! 

"Or  thinkest  thou  it  were  impossible,  unimaginable?  Is  the 
Past  annihilated,  then,  or  only  past;  is  the  Future  non-extant, 
or  only  Future?  Those  mystic  faculties  of  thine,  Memory  and 
Hoge,  already  answer:  already  through  those  mystic  avenues, 
thou  the  Earth-blinded  summonest  both  Past  and  Future,  and 
communest  with  them,  though  as  yet  darkly,  and  with  mute 
beckonings.  The  curtains  of  Yesterday  drop  down,  the  cur- 
tains of  To-morrow  roll  up ;  but  Yesterday  and  To-morrow  both 

1  Mud-Street  of  Don't-Knov-Whcre. 
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are.  Pierce  through  the  Time-element,  glance  into  the  Eternal. 
Believe  what  thou  findest  written  in  the  sanctuaries  of  Man's 
Soul,  even  as  all  Thinkers,  in  all  ages,  have  devoutly  read  it 
there:  that  Time  and  Space  are  not  God,  but  creations  of  God; 
that  with  God  as  it  is  a  universal  HERE,  so  is  it  an  everlasting 
Now. 

"  And  seest  thou  therein  any  glimpse  of  IMMORTALITY?  —  O 
Heaven !  Is  the  white  Tomb  of  our  Loved  One,  who  died  from 
our  arms,  and  had  to  be  left  behind  us  there,  which  rises  in  the 
distance,  like  a  pale,  mournfully  receding  Milestone,  to  tell 
how  many  toilsome  uncheered  miles  we  have  journeyed  on 
alone,  —  but  a  pale  spectral  Illusion!  Is  the  lost  Friend  still 
mysteriously  Here,  even  as  we  are  Here  mysteriously,  with 
God!  —  Know  of  a  truth  that  only  the  Time-shadows  have 
perished,  or  are  perishable;  that  the  real  Being  of  whatever 
was,  and  whatever  is,  and  whatever  will  be,  is  even  now  and 
forever.  This,  should  it  unhappily  seem  new,  thou  mayest 
ponder  at  thy  leisure;  for  the  next  twenty  years,  or  the  next 
twenty  centuries:  believe  it  thou  must;  understand  it  thou 
canst  not. 

"That  the  Thought-forms,  Space  and  Time,  wherein,  once 
for  all,  we  are  sent  into  this  Earth  to  live,  should  condition  and 
determine  our  whole  Practical  reasonings,  conceptions,  and 
imagings  or  imaginings,  —  seems  altogether  fit,  just,  and  un- 
avoidable. But  that  they  should,  furthermore,  usurp  such 
sway  over  pure  spiritual  Meditation,  and  blind  us  to  the  won- 
der everywhere  lying  close  on  us,  seems  nowise  so.  Admit 
Space  and  Time  to  their  due  rank  as  Forms  of  Thought;  nay 
even,  if  thou  wilt,  to  their  quite  undue  rank  of  Realities:  and 
consider,  then,  with  thyself  how  their  thin  disguises  hide  front 
us  the  brightest  God-effulgences!  Thus,  were  it  not  miracu- 
lous, could  I  stretch  forth  my  hand  and  clutch  the  Sun?  Yef 
thou  seest  me  daily  stretch  forth  my  hand  and  therewith  clutcl, 
many  a  thing,  and  swing  it  hither  and  thither.  Art  thou  a 
grown  baby,  then,  to  fancy  that  the  Miracle  lies  in  miles  of  dis- 
tance, or  in  pounds  avoirdupois  of  weight;  and  not  to  see  that 
the  true  inexplicable  God-revealing  Miracle  lies  in  this,  that  I 
can  stretch  forth  my  hand  at  all;  that  I  have  free  Force  to 
clutch  aught  therewith?  Innumerable  other  of  this  sort  are 
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the  deceptions,  and  wonder-hiding  stupefactions,  which  Space 
practises  on  us. 

"Still  worse  is  it  with  regard  to  Time.  Your  grand  anti- 
magician,  and  universal  wonder-hider,  is  this  same  lying  Time. 
Had  we  but  the  Time-annihilating  Hat,  to  put  on  for  once  only, 
we  should  see  ourselves  in  a  World  of  Miracles,  wherein  all 
fabled  or  authentic  Thaumaturgy,  and  feats  of  Magic,  were 
outdone.  But  unhappily  we  have  not  such  a  Hat;  and  man, 
poor  fool  that  he  is,  can  seldom  and  scantily  help  himself  with- 
out one. 

"Were  it  not  wonderful,  for  instance,  had  Orpheus,  or  Am- 
phion,  built  the  walls  of  Thebes  by  the  mere  sound  of  his  Lyre? 
Yet  tell  me,  Who  built  these  walls  of  Weissnichtwo;  summon- 
ing out  all  the  sandstone  rocks,  to  dance  along  from  the  Stein- 
bruch  1  (now  a  huge  Troglodyte  Chasm,  with  frightful  green- 
mantled  pools);  and  shape  themselves  into  Doric  and  Ionic 
pillars,  squared  ashlar  houses  and  noble  streets?  Was  it  not 
the  still  higher  Orpheus,  or  Orpheuses,  who,  in  past  centuries, 
by  the  divine  Music  of  Wisdom,  succeeded  hi  civilizing  Man?  2 
Our  highest  Orpheus  walked  in  Judea,  eighteen  hundred  years 
ago:  his  sphere-melody,  flowing  in  wild  native  tones,  took  cap- 
tive the  ravished  souls  of  men;  and,  being  of  a  truth  sphere- 
melody,  still  flows  and  sounds,  though  now  with  thousandfold 
accompaniments,  and  rich  symphonies,  through  all  our  hearts; 
and  modulates,  and  divinely  leads  them.  Is  that  a  wonder, 
which  happens  in  two  hours;  and  does  it  cease  to  be  wonderful 
if  happening  in  two  million?  Not  only  was  Thebes  built  by  the 
music  of  an  Orpheus;  but  without  the  music  of  some  inspired 
Orpheus  was  no  city  ever  built,  no  work  that  man  glories  in 
ever  done. 

"Sweep  away  the  Illusion  of  Time;  glance,  if  thou  hast  eyes, 
from  the  near  moving-cause  to  its  far-distant  Mover:  The 
stroke  that  came  transmitted  through  a  whole  galaxy  of  elastic 
balls,  was  it  less  a  stroke  than  if  the  last  ball  only  had  been 
struck,  and  sent  flying?  O,  could  I  (with  the  Time-annihilating 
Hat)  transport  thee  direct  from  the  Beginnings  to  the  Endings, 
how  were  thy  eyesight  unsealed,  and  thy  heart  set  flaming  in 
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the  Light-sea  of  celestial  wonder!  Then  sawest  thou  that  this 
fair  Universe,  were  it  in  the  meanest  province  thereof,  is  in  very 
deed  the  star-domed  City  of  God;  that  through  every  star, 
through  every  grass-blade,  and  most  through  every  Living 
Soul,  the  glory  of  a  present  God  still  beams.  But  Nature, 
which  is  the  Time- vesture  of  God,  and  reveals  Him  to  the 
wise,  hides  Him  from  the  foolish. 

"Again,  could  anything  be  more  miraculous  than  an  actual 
authentic  Ghost?  The  English  Johnson  longed,  all  his  life,  to 
see  one;  but  could  not,  though  he  went  to  Cock  Lane,1  and 
thence  to  the  church-vaults,  and  tapped  on  coffins.  Foolish 
Doctor!  Did  he  never,  with  the  mind's  eye  as  well  as  with  the 
body's,  look  round  him  into  that  full  tide  of  human  Life  he  so 
I  loved;  did  he  never  so  much  as  look  into  Himself!  The  good 
Doctor  was  a  Ghost,  as  actual  and  authentic  as  heart  could 
wish;  well-nigh  a  million  of  Ghosts  were  travelling  the  streets 
by  his  side.  Once  more  I  say,  sweep  away  the  illusion  of  Time; 
compress  the  threescore  years  into  three  minutes:  what  else 
was  he,  what  else  are  we?  Are  we  not  Spirits,  that  are  shaped 
into  a  body,  into  an  Appearance;  and  that  fade  away  again  into 
air  and  Invisibility?  This  is  no  metaphor,  it  is  a  simple  scien- 
tific fact :  we  start  out  of  Nothingness,  take  figure,  and  are  Ap- 
paritions; round  us,  as  round  the  veriest  spectre,  is  Eternity; 
and  to  Eternity  minutes  are  as  years  and  aeons.  Come  there 
not  tones  of  Love  and  Faith,  as  from  celestial  harp-strings,  like 
the  Song  of  beautified  Souls?  And  again,  do  not  we  squeak  and 
jibber  (in  our  discordant,  screech-owlish  debatings  and  recrim- 
inations); and  glide  bodeful,  and  feeble,  and  fearful;  or  uproar 
(poltern),  and  revel  in  our  mad  Dance  of  the  Dead,  —  till  th( 
scent  of  the  morning  air  summons  us  to  our  still  Home;  and 
dreamy  Night  becomes  awake  and  Day?  -  Where  now  is  Alex- 
ander of  Macedon:  does  the  steel  Host,  that  yelled  in  fierce 
battle-shouts  at  Issus  and  Arbela,  remain  behind  him;  or  have 
they  all  vanished  utterly,  even  as  perturbed  Goblins  must? 
Napoleon  too,  and  his  Moscow  Retreats  and  Austerlitz  Cam- 
paigns! Was  it  all  other  than  the  veriest  Spectre-hunt;  which 
has  now,  with  its  howling  tumult  that  made  Night  hideous, 
flitted  away?  —  Ghosts !  There  are  nigh  a  thousand-million 

1  Where  there  was  a  famous  reputed  ghost  in  Johnson's  time. 
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walking  the  Earth  openly  at  noontide;  some  half-hundred  have 
vanished  from  it,  some  half-hundred  have  arisen  in  it,  ere  thy 
watch  ticks  once. 

"O  Heaven,  it  is  mysterious,  it  is  awful  to  consider  that  we 
not  only  carry  each  a  future  Ghost  within  him;  but  are,  in 
very  deed,  Ghosts!  These  Limbs,  whence  had  we  them;  this 
stormy  Force;  this  life-blood  with  its  burning  Passion?  They 
are  dust  and  shadow;  a  Shadow-system  gathered  round  our 
ME;  wherein,  through  some  moments  or  years,  the  Divine 
Essence  is  to  be  revealed  in  the  Flesh.  That  warrior  on  his 
strong  war-horse,  fire  flashes  through  his  eyes;  force  dwells  in 
his  arm  and  heart:  but  warrior  and  war-horse  are  a  vision;  a 
revealed  Force,  nothing  more.  Stately  they  tread  the  Earth, 
as  if  it  were  a  firm  substance:  fool!  the  Earth  is  but  a  film;  it 
cracks  in  twain,  and  warrior  and  war-horse  sink  beyond  plum- 
met's sounding.  Plummet's?  Fantasy  herself  will  not  follow 
them.  A  little  while  ago,  they  were  not;  a  little  while,  and  they 
are  not,  their  very  ashes  are  not. 

"So  has  it  been  from  the  beginning,  so  will  it  be  to  the  end. 
Generation  after  generation  takes  to  itself  the  Form  of  a  Body; 
and  forth-issuing  from  Cimmerian l  Night,  on  Heaven's  mis- 
sion APPEARS.  What  Force  and  Fire  is  in  each  he  expends :  one 
grinding  in  the  mill  of  Industry;  one  hunter-like  climbing  the 
giddy  Alpine  heights  of  Science;  one  madly  dashed  in  pieces 
on  the  rocks  of  Strife,  in  war  with  his  fellow:  —  and  then  the 
Heaven-sent  is  recalled;  his  earthly  Vesture  falls  away,  and 
soon  even  to  Sense  becomes  a  vanished  Shadow.  Thus,  like 
some  wild-flaming,  wild-thundering  train  of  Heaven's  Artillery, 
does  this  mysterious  MANKIND  thunder  and  flame,  in  long- 
drawn,  quick-succeeding  grandeur,  through  the  unknown 
Deep.  Thus,  like  a  God-created,  fire-breathing  Spirit-host,  we 
emerge  from  the  Inane;  haste  stormfully  across  the  astonished 
Earth;  then  plunge  again  into  the  Inane.  Earth's  mountains 
are  levelled,  and  her  seas  filled  up,  in  our  passage:  can  the 
Earth,  which  is  but  dead  and  a  vision,  resist  Spirits  which  have 
reality  and  are  alive?  On  the  hardest  adamant  some  footprint 
of  us  is  stamped  in;  the  last  Rear  of  the  host  will  read  traces  of 
the  earliest  Van.  But  whence?  —  O  Heaven,  whither?  Sense 

1  As  in  the  Homeric  land  of  the  Cimmerii,  where  the  sun  never  shone. 


374  THOMAS   CARLYLE 

knows  not;  Faith  knows  not;  only  that  It  is  through  Mystery 
to  Mystery,  from  God  and  to  God. 

We  are  such  stuff 

As  Dreams  are  made  of,  and  our  little  Life 
Is  rounded  with  a  sleep! " 


THE  HERO  AS  DIVINITY 
1841 

[This  is  the  major  part  of  the  opening  lecture  in  the  series  called 
Heroes,  Hero-Worship,  and  the  Heroic  in  History;  it  presents  a  conspicuous 
tenet  of  Carlyle's  philosophy,  as  a  basis  for  the  biographical  studies  which 
followed.  The  lectures  were  delivered  in  May,  1840,  and  published  in  the 
following  year.] 

WE  have  undertaken  to  discourse  here  for  a  little  on  Great 
Men,  their  manner  of  appearance  in  our  world's  business,  how 
they  have  shaped  themselves  in  the  world's  history,  what 
ideas  men  formed  of  them,  what  work  they  did;  —  on  Heroes, 
namely,  and  on  their  reception  and  performance;  what  I  call 
Hero-worship  and  the  Heroic  in  human  affairs.  Too  evidently 
this  is  a  large  topic,  deserving  quite  other  treatment  than  we 
can  expect  to  give  it  at  present.  A  large  topic;  indeed,  an 
illimitable  one;  wide  as  Universal  History  itself.  For,  as  I  take 
it,  Universal  History,  the  history  of  what  man  has  accom- 
plished in  this  world,  is  at  bottom  the  History  of  the  Great 
Men  who  have  worked  here.  They  were  the  leaders  of  men, 
these  great  ones;  the  modellers,  patterns,  and  in  a  wide  sense 
creators,  of  whatsoever  the  general  mass  of  men  contrived  to 
do  or  to  attain;  all  things  that  we  see  standing  accomplished 
in  the  world  are  properly  the  outer  material  result,  the  prac- 
tical realization  and  embodiment,  of  Thoughts  that  dwelt  in 
tha  Great  Men  sent  into  the  world :  the  soul  of  the  whole  world's 
history,  it  may  justly  be  considered,  were  the  history  of  these. 
Too  clearly  it  is  a  topic  we  shall  do  no  justice  to  in  this  place! 

One  comfort  is,  that  Great  Men,  taken  up  in  any  way,  are 
profitable  company.  We  cannot  look,  however  imperfectly, 
upon  a  great  man,  without  gaining  something  by  him.  He  is 
the  living  light-fountain,  which  it  is  good  and  pleasant  to  be 
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near.  The  light  which  enlightens,  which  has  enlightened  the 
darkness  of  the  world;  and  this  not  as  a  kindled  lamp  only, 
but  rather  as  a  natural  luminary  shining  by  the  gift  of  Heaven ; 
a  flowing  light-fountain,  as  I  say,  of  native  original  insight,  of 
manhood  and  heroic  nobleness;  —  in  whose  radiance  all  souls 
feel  that  it  is  well  with  them.  On  any  terms  whatsoever,  you 
will  not  grudge  to  wander  in  such  neighbourhood  for  a  while. 
These  Six  classes  of  Heroes,  chosen  out  of  widely-distant  coun- 
tries and  epochs,  and  in  mere  external  figure  differing  alto- 
gether, ought,  if  we  look  faithfully  at  them,  to  illustrate  several 
things  for  us.  Could  we  see  them  well,  we  should  get  some 
glimpses  into  the  very  marrow  of  the  world's  history.  How 
happy  could  I  but,  in  any  measure,  in  such  times  as  these, 
make  manifest  to  you  the  meanings  of  Heroism;  the  divine 
relation  (for  I  may  well  call  it  such)  which  in  all  times  unites  a 
Great  Man  to  other  men;  and  thus,  as  it  were,  not  exhaust  my 
subject,  but  so  much  as  break  ground  on  it!  At  all  events,  I 
must  make  the  attempt. 

It  is  well  said,  in  every  sense,  that  a  man's  religion  is  the 
chief  fact  with  regard  to  him.  A  man's,  or  a  nation  of  men's. 
By  religion  I  do  not  mean  here  the  church-creed  which  he  pro- 
fesses, the  articles  of  faith  which  he  will  sign  and,  in  words  or 
otherwise,  assert;  not  this  wholly,  in  many  cases  not  this  at  all. 
We  see  men  of  all  kinds  of  professed  creeds  attain  to  almost  all 
degrees  of  worth  or  worthlessness  under  each  or  any  of  them. 
This  is  not  what  I  call  religion,  this  profession  and  assertion; 
which  is  often  only  a  profession  and  assertion  from  the  out- 
works of  the  man,  from  the  mere  argumentative  region  of  him, 
if  even  so  deep  as  that.  But  the  thing  a  man  does  practically 
believe  (and  this  is  often  enough  without  asserting  it  even  to 
himself ,  much  less  to  others) ;  the  thing  a  man  does  practically 
lay  to  heart,  and  know  for  certain,  concerning  his  vital  rela- 
tions to  this  mysterious  Universe,  and  his  duty  and  destiny 
there,  that  is  in  all  cases  the  primary  thing  for  him,  and  crea- 
tively determines  all  the  rest.  That  is  his  religion;  or  it  may  be, 
his  mere  scepticism  and  no-religion:  the  manner  it  is  in  which 
he  feels  himself  to  be  spiritually  related  to  the  Unseen  World  or 
No- World ;  and  I  say,  if  you  tell  me  what  that  is,  you  tell 


376  THOMAS   CARLYLE 

me  to  a  very  great  extent  what  the  man  is,  what  the  kind 
of  things  he  will  do  is.  Of  a  man  or  of  a  nation  we  inquire, 
therefore,  first  of  all,  What  religion  they  had?  Was  it  Heathen- 
ism, —  plurality  of  gods,  mere  sensuous  representation  of  this 
Mystery  of  Life,  and  for  chief  recognized  element  therein 
Physical  Force?  Was  it  Christianism;  faith  in  an  Invisible, 
not  as  real  only,  but  as  the  only  reality;  Time,  through  every 
meanest  moment  of  it,  resting  on  Eternity;  Pagan  empire  of 
Force  displaced  by  a  nobler  supremacy,  that  of  Holiness?  Was 
it  Scepticism,  uncertainty  and  inquiry  whether  there  was  an 
ijnseen  World,  any  Mystery  of  Life  except  a  mad  one;  — • 
loubt  as  to  all  this,  or  perhaps  unbelief  and  flat  denial?  An- 
swering of  this  question  is  giving  us  the  soul  of  the  history  of 
the  man  or  nation.  The  thoughts  they  had  were  the  parents 
of  the  actions  they  did;  their  feelings  were  parents  of  their 
thoughts:  it  was  the  unseen  and  spiritual  in  them  that  deter- 
mined the  outward  and  actual;  —  their  religion,  as  I  say,  was 
the  great  fact  about  them.  In  these  Discourses,  limited  as  we 
are,  it  will  be  good  to  direct  our  survey  chiefly  to  that  religious 
phasis  of  the  matter.  That  once  known  well,  all  is  known.  We 
have  chosen  as  the  first  Hero  in  our  series,  Odin  the  central 
figure  of  Scandinavian  Paganism;  an  emblem  to  us  of  a  most 
extensive  province  of  things.  Let  us  look  for  a  little  at  the 
Hero  as  Divinity,  the  oldest  primary  form  of  Heroism. 

Surely  it  seems  a  very  strange-looking  thing  this  Paganism ; 
almost  inconceivable  to  us  in  these  days.  A  bewildering,  inex- 
tricable jungle  of  delusions,  confusions,  falsehoods  and  absurd- 
ities, covering  the  whole  field  of  Life !  A  thing  that  fills  us  with 
astonishment,  almost,  if  it  were  possible,  with  incredulity,  - 
for  truly  it  is  not  easy  to  understand  that  sane  men  could  ever 
calmly,  with  their  eyes  open,  believe  and  live  by  such  a  set  of 
doctrines.  That  men  should  have  worshipped  their  poor  fellow- 
man  as  a  God,  and  not  him  only,  but  stocks  and  stones,  and  all 
manner  of  animate  and  inanimate  objects;  and  fashioned  for 
themselves  such  a  distracted  chaos  of  hallucinations  by  way  of 
Theory  of  the  Universe:  all  this  looks  like  an  incredible  fable. 
Nevertheless  it  is  a  clear  fact  that  they  did  it.  Such  hideous 
inextricable  jungle  of  misworships,  misbeliefs,  men,  made  as 
we  are,  did  actually  hold  by,  and  live  at  home  in.  This  is 
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strange.  Yes,  we  may  pause  in  sorrow  and  silence  over  the 
depths  of  darkness  that  are  in  man;  if  we  rejoice  in  the  heights 
of  purer  vision  he  has  attained  to.  Such  things  were  and  are  ir 
man;  in  all  men;  in  us  too. 

Some  speculators  have  a  short  way  of  accounting  for  the 
Pagan  religion:  mere  quackery,  priestcraft,  and  dupery,  say 
they;  no  sane  man  ever  did  believe  it,  —  merely  contrived  to 
persuade  other  men,  not  worthy  of  the  name  of  sane,  to  believe 
it!  It  will  be  often  our  duty  to  protest  against  this  sort  of 
hypothesis  about  men's  doings  and  history;  and  I  here,  on  the 
very  threshold,  protest  against  it  in  reference  to  Paganism, 
and  to  all  other  isms  by  which  man  has  ever  for  a  length  of 
time  striven  to  walk  in  this  world.  They  have  all  had  a  truth 
in  them,  or  men  would  not  have  taken  them  up.  Quackery  and 
dupery  do  abound ;  in  religions,  above  all  in  the  more  advanced 
decaying  stages  of  religions,  they  have  fearfully  abounded :  but 
quackery  was  never  the  originating  influence  in  such  things;  it 
was  not  the  health  and  life  of  such  things,  but  their  disease, 
the  sure  precursor  of  their  being  about  to  die!  Let  us  never 
forget  this.  It  seems  to  me  a  most  mournful  hypothesis,  that 
of  quackery  giving  birth  to  any  faith  even  in  savage  men. 
Quackery  gives  birth  to  nothing;  gives  death  to  all  things.  We 
shall  not  see  into  the  true  heart  of  anything,  if  we  look  merely 
at  the  quackeries  of  it;  if  we  do  not  reject  the  quackeries  alto- 
gether; as  mere  diseases,  corruptions,  with  which  our  and  all 
men's  sole  duty  is  to  have  done  with  them,  to  sweep  them  out 
of  our  thoughts  as  out  of  our  practice.  Man  everywhere  is  th* 
born  enemy  of  lies.  I  find  Grand  Lamaism  l  itself  to  have  H 
kind  of  truth  in  it.  Read  the  candid,  clear-sighted,  rather  seep 
tical  Mr.  Turner's  Account  of  his  Embassy  to  that  country,  anc 
see.  They  have  their  belief,  these  poor  Thibet  people,  that 
Providence  sends  down  always  an  Incarnation  of  Himself  into 
every  generation.  At  bottom  some  belief  in  a  kind  of  Pope! 
At  bottom  still  better,  belief  that  there  is  a  Greatest  Man;  that 
he  is  discoverable;  that,  once  discovered,  we  ought  to  treat 
him  with  an  obedience  which  knows  no  bounds!  This  is  the 
truth  of  Grand  Lamaism;  the  "discoverability"  is  the  only 
error  here.  The  Thibet  priests  have  methods  of  their  own  of 

»  The  religion  of  Thibet,  centring  in  the  personage  of  the  chief  priest  or  Lama. 


378  THOMAS   CARLYLE 

discovering  what  Man  is  Greatest,  fit  to  be  supreme  over  them. 
Bad  methods:  but  are  they  so  much  worse  than  our  methods, 
—  of  understanding  him  to  be  always  the  eldest  born  of  a  cer- 
tain genealogy?  Alas,  it  is  a  difficult  thing  to  find  good  meth- 
ods for!  —  We  shall  begin  to  have  a  chance  of  understanding 
Paganism,  when  we  first  admit  that  to  its  followers  it  was,  at 
one  time,  earnestly  true.  Let  us  consider  it  very  certain  that 
men  did  believe  in  Paganism ;  men  with  open  eyes,  sound  senses, 
men  made  altogether  like  ourselves;  that  we,  had  we  been  there, 
should  have  believed  in  it.  Ask  now,  What  Paganism  could 
have  been? 

Another  theory,  somewhat  more  respectable,  attributes  such 
things  to  Allegory.  It  was  a  play  of  poetic  minds,  say  these 
theorists;  a  shadowing-forth,  in  allegorical  fable,  in  personifica- 
tion and  visual  form,  of  what  such  poetic  minds  had  known  and 
felt  of  this  Universe.  Which  agrees,  add  they,  with  a  primary 
law  of  human  nature,  still  everywhere  observably  at  work, 
though  in  less  important  things,  That  what  a  man  feels  in- 
tensely, he  struggles  to  speak  out  of  him,  to  see  represented 
before  him  in  visual  shape,  and  as  if  with  a  kind  of  life  and  his- 
torical reality  in  it.  Now  doubtless  there  is  such  a  law,  and  it  is 
one  of  the  deepest  in  human  nature;  neither  need  we  doubt 
that  it  did  operate  fundamentally  in  this  business.  The  hypoth- 
esis which  ascribes  Paganism  wholly  or  mostly  to  this  agency, 
I  call  a  little  more  respectable;  but  I  cannot  yet  call  it  the  true 
hypothesis.  Think,  would  we  believe,  and  take  with  us  as  our 
life-guidance,  an  allegory,  a  poetic  sport?  Not  sport  but  earn- 
est is  what  we  should  require.  It  is  a  most  earnest  thing  to  be 
alive  in  this  world;  to  die  is  not  sport  for  a  man.  Man's  life 
never  was  a  sport  to  him;  it  was  a  stern  reality,  altogether  a 
serious  matter  to  be  alive! 

I  find,  therefore,  that  though  these  Allegory  theorists  are  on 
the  way  towards  truth  in  this  matter,  they  have  not  reached  it 
either.  Pagan  Religion  is  indeed  an  Allegory,  a  Symbol  of 
what  men  felt  and  knew  about  the  Universe;  and  all  Religions 
are  Symbols  of  that,  altering  always  as  that  alters:  but  it  seems 
to  me  a  radical  perversion,  and  even  Aversion,  of  the  business, 
to  put  that  forward  as  the  origin  and  moving  cause,  when  it 
was  rather  the  result  and  termination.  To  get  beautiful  alle- 
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gories,  a  perfect  poetic  symbol,  was  not  the  want  of  men;  but 
to  know  what  they  were  to  believe  about  this  Universe,  what 
course  they  were  to  steer  in  it;  what,  in  this  mysterious  Life 
of  theirs,  they  had  to  hope  and  to  fear,  to  do  and  to  forbear 
doing.  The  Pilgrim's  Progress  is  an  Allegory,  and  a  beautiful, 
just  and  serious  one:  but  consider  whether  Bunyan's  Allegory 
could  have  preceded  the  Faith  it  symbolizes!  The  Faith  had  to 
be  already  there,  standing  believed  by  everybody;  —  of  which 
the  Allegory  could  then  become  a  shadow;  and,  with  all  its  seri- 
ousness, we  may  say  a  sportful  shadow,  a  mere  play  of  the 
Fancy,  in  comparison  with  that  awful  Fact  and  scientific  cer- 
tainty which  it  poetically  strives  to  emblem.  The  Allegory  is 
the  product  of  the  certainty,  not  the  producer  of  it;  not  in 
Bunyan's  nor  in  any  other  case.  For  Paganism,  therefore,  we 
have  still  to  inquire,  Whence  came  that  scientific  certainty, 
the  parent  of  such  a  bewildered  heap  of  allegories,  errors  and 
confusions?  How  was  it,  what  was  it? 

Surely  it  were  a  foolish  attempt  to  pretend  "  explaining,"  in 
this  place,  or  in  any  place,  such  a  phenomenon  as  that  far- 
distant  distracted  cloudy  imbroglio  of  Paganism,  —  more  like 
a  cloudfield  than  a  distant  continent  of  firm  land  and  facts! 
It  is  no  longer  a  reality,  yet  it  was  one.  We  ought  to  understand 
that  this  seeming  cloudfield  was  once  a  reality;  that  not  poetic 
allegory,  least  of  all  that  dupery  and  deception  was  the  origin 
of  it.  Men,  I  say,  never  did  believe  idle  songs,  never  risked 
their  soul's  life  on  allegories;  men  in  all  times,  especially  in 
early  earnest  times,  have  had  an  instinct  for  detecting  quacks, 
for  detesting  quacks.  Let  us  try  if ,  leaving  out  both  the  quack 
theory  and  the  allegory  one,  and  listening  with  affectionate 
attention  to  that  far-off  confused  rumour  of  the  Pagan  ages, 
we  cannot  ascertain  so  much  as  this  at  least,  That  there  was  a, 
kind  of  fact  at  the  heart  of  them;  that  they  too  were  not  men- 
dacious and  distracted,  but  in  their  own  poor  way  true  and 
sane! 

You  remember  that  fancy  of  Plato's,  of  a  man  who  had 
grown  to  maturity  in  some  dark  distance,  and  was  brought  on 
a  sudden  into  the  upper  air  to  see  the  sun  rise.  What  would 
his  wonder  be,  his  rapt  astonishment  at  the  sight  we  daily  wit- 
ness with  indifference!  With  the  free  open  sense  of  a  child, 
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yet  with  the  ripe  faculty  of  a  man,  his  whole  heart  would  be 
kindled  by  that  sight,  he  would  discern  it  well  to  be  Godlike, 
his  soul  would  fall  down  in  worship  before  it.  Now,  just  such 
a*childlike  greatness  was  in  the  primitive  nations.  The  first 
Pagan  Thinker  among  rude  men,  the  first  man  that  began  to 
think,  was  precisely  this  child-man  of  Plato's.  Simple,  open 
as  a  child,  yet  with  the  depth  and  strength  of  a  man.  Nature 
had  as  yet  no  name  to  him;  he  had  not  yet  united  under  a 
name  the  infinite  variety  of  sights,  sounds,  shapes  and  motions, 
which  we  now  collectively  name  Universe,  Nature,  or  the  like, 
•—  and  so  with  a  name  dismiss  it  from  us.  To  the  wild  deep- 
hearted  man  all  was  yet  new,  not  veiled  under  names  or  for- 
mulas; it  stood  naked,  flashing  in  on  him  there,  beautiful, 
awful,  unspeakable.  Nature  was  to  this  man,  what  to  the 
Thinker  and  Prophet  it  forever  is,  preternatural.  This  green 
flowery  rock-built  earth,  the  trees,  the  mountains,  rivers, 
many-sounding  seas ;  —  that  great  deep  sea  of  azure  that  swims 
overhead;  the  winds  sweeping  through  it;  the  black  cloud 
fashioning  itself  together,  now  pouring  out  fire,  now  hail  and 
rain;  what  is  it?  Ay,  what?  At  bottom  we  do  not  yet  know; 
we  can  never  know  at  all.  It  is  not  by  our  superior  insight  that 
we  escape  the  difficulty;  it  is  by  our  superior  levity,  our  inatten- 
tion, our  want  of  insight.  It  is  by  not  thinking  that  we  cease 
to  wonder  at  it.  Hardened  round  us,  encasing  wholly  every 
notion  we  form,  is  a  wrappage  of  traditions,  hearsays,  mere 
words.  We  call  that  fire  of  the  black  thunder-cloud  "  electri- 
city," and  lecture  learnedly  about  it,  and  grind  the  like  of  it  out 
of  glass  and  silk:  but  what  is  it?  What  made  it?  Whence  comes 
it?  Whither  goes  it?  Science  has  done  much  for  us;  but  it  is  a 
poor  science  that  would  hide  from  us  the  great  deep  sacred 
infinitude  of  Nescience,  whither  we  can  never  penetrate,  on 
which  all  science  swims  as  a  mere  superficial  film.  This  world, 
after  all  our  science  and  sciences,  is  still  a  miracle;  wonderful, 
inscrutable,  magical  and  more,  to  whosoever  will  think  of  it. 

That  great  mystery  of  TIME,  were  there  no  other:  the  illimit- 
able, silent,  never-resting  thing  called  Time,  rolling,  rushing 
on,  swift,  silent,  like  an  all-embracing  ocean-tide,  on  which  we 
and  all  the  Universe  swim  like  exhalations,  like  apparitions, 
which  are,  and  then  are  not:  this  is  forever  very  literally  a  mi- 
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racle ;  a  thing  to  strike  us  dumb,  —  for  we  have  no  word  to  speak 
about  it.  This  Universe,  ah  me  —  what  could  the  wild  man 
know  of  it;  what  can  we  yet  know?  That  it  is  a  Force,  and 
thousandfold  Complexity  of  Forces;  a  Force  which  is  not  we. 
That  is  all;  it  is  not  we,  it  is  altogether  different  from  us 
Force,  Force,  everywhere  Force;  we  ourselves  a  mysterious 
Force  in  the  centre  of  that.  "There  is  not  a  leaf  rotting  on  the 
highway  but  has  Force  in  it:  how  else  could  it  rot?"  l  Nay 
surely,  to  the  Atheistic  Thinker,  if  such  a  one  were  possible,  it 
must  be  a  miracle  too,  this  huge  illimitable  whirlwind  of  Force, 
which  envelops  us  here;  never-resting  whirlwind,  high  as  Im- 
mensity, old  as  Eternity.  What  is  it?  God's  creation,  the  reli- 
gious people  answer;  it  is  the  Almighty  God's!  Atheistic  science 
babbles  poorly  of  it,  with  scientific  nomenclatures,  experiments 
and  what-not,  as  if  it  were  a  poor  dead  thing,  to  be  bottled 
up  in  Leyden  jars  2  and  sold  over  counters:  but  the  natural 
sense  of  man,  in  all  times,  if  he  will  honestly  apply  his  sense, 
proclaims  it  to  be  a  living  thing,  —  ah,  an  unspeakable,  god- 
like thing;  towards  which  the  best  attitude  for  us,  after  never 
so  much  science,  is  awe,  devout  prostration  and  humility  of 
soul;  worship  if  not  in  words,  then  in  silence. 

But  now  I  remark  farther :  What  in  such  a  time  as  ours  it  re- 
quires a  Prophet  or  Poet  to  teach  us,  namely,  the  stripping-off 
of  those  poor  undevout  wrappages,  nomenclatures  and  scien- 
tific hearsays,  —  this,  the  ancient  earnest  soul,  as  yet  unencum- 
bered with  these  things,  did  for  itself.  The  world,  which  is  now 
divine  only  to  the  gifted,  was  then  divine  to  whosoever  would 
turn  his  eye  upon  it.  He  stood  bare  before  it  face  to  face.  "All 
was  Godlike  or  God":  —  Jean  Paul 3  still  finds  it  so;  the  giant 
Jean  Paul,  who  has  power  to  escape  out  of  hearsays:  but  there 
then  were  no  hearsays.  Canopus  shining  down  over  the  desert, 
with  its  blue  diamond  brightness  (that  wild  blue  spirit-like 
brightness,  far  brighter  than  we  ever  witness  here),  would 
pierce  into  the  heart  of  the  wild  Ishmaelitish  man,  whom  it 
was  guiding  through  the  solitary  waste  there.  To  his  wild  heart, 
with  all  feelings  in  it,  with  no  speech  for  any  feeling,  it  may  seem 
a  little  eye,  that  Canopus,  glancing  out  on  him  from  the  great 

1  Quoted  freely  from  Sartor  Rrsartus. 

f  Electric  batteries.  »  Jean  Paul  Richter. 
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deep  Eternity ;  revealing  the  inner  Splendour  to  him.  Cannot  we 
understand  how  these  men  worshipped  Canopus;  became  what 
we  call  Sabeans,1  worshipping  the  stars?  Such  is  to  me  the 
secret  of  all  forms  of  Paganism.  Worship  is  transcendent  won- 
der; wonder  for  which  there  is  now  no  limit  or  measure;  that  is 
worship.  To  these  primeval  men,  all  things  and  everything 
they  saw  exist  beside  them  were  an  emblem  of  the  Godlike,  of 
some  God. 

And  look  what  perennial  fibre  of  truth  was  in  that.  To  us 
also,  through  every  star,  through  every  blade  of  grass,  is  not  a 
God  made  visible,  if  we  will  open  our  minds  and  eyes?  We  do 
not  worship  in  that  way  now:  but  is  it  not  reckoned  still  a 
merit,  proof  of  what  we  call  a  "poetic  nature,"  that  we  recog- 
nize how  every  object  has  a  divine  beauty  in  it;  how  every  ob- 
ject still  verily  is  "a  window  through  which  we  may  look  into 
Infinitude  itself  "?  He  that  can  discern  the  loveliness  of  things, 
we  call  him  Poet,  Painter,  Man  of  Genius,  gifted,  lovable. 
These  poor  Sabeans  did  even  what  he  does,  —  in  their  own 
fashion.  That  they  did  it,  in  what  fashion  soever,  was  a  merit : 
better  than  what  the  entirely  stupid  man  did,  what  the  horse 
and  camel  did,  —  namely,  nothing! 

But  now  if  all  things  whatsoever  that  we  look  upon  are  em- 
blems to  us  of  the  Highest  God,  I  add  that  more  so  than  any  of 
them  is  man  such  an  emblem.  You  have  heard  of  St.  Chrysos- 
tom's  celebrated  saying  in  reference  to  the  Shekinah,  or  Ark  of 
Testimony,  visible  Revelation  of  God,  among  the  Hebrews: 
"The  true  Shekinah  is  Man ! "  Yes,  it  is  even  so :  this  is  no  vain 
phrase ;  it  is  veritably  so.  The  essence  of  our  being,  the  mystery 
in  us  that  calls  itself  "I,"  -  ah,  what  words  have  we  for  such 
things?  —  is  a  breath  of  Heaven;  the  Highest  Being  reveals 
himself  in  man.  This  body,  these  faculties,  this  life  of  ours,  is  it 
not  all  as  a  vesture  for  that  Unnamed?  "There  is  but  one 
Temple  in  the  Universe,"  says  the  devout  Novalis,  "and  that 
is  the  Body  of  Man.  Nothing  is  holier  than  that  high  form. 
Bending  before  men  is  a  reverence  done  to  this  Revelation  in 
the  Flesh.  We  touch  Heaven  when  we  lay  our  hand  on  a  hu- 
man body ! "  This  sounds  much  like  a  mere  flourish  of  rhetoric; 
but  it  is  not  so.  If  well  meditated,  it  will  turn  out  to  be  a  scien- 

1  Ancient  Oriental  star-worshippers. 
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tific  fact;  the  expression,  in  such  words  as  can  be  had,  of  the 
actual  truth  of  the  thing.    We  are  the  miracle  of  miracles,  - 
the  great  inscrutable  mystery  of  God.  We  cannot  understand 
it,  we  know  not  how  to  speak  of  it;  but  we  may  feel  and  know, 
if  we  like,  that  it  is  verily  so. 

Well;  these  truths  were  once  more  readily  felt  than  now. 
The  young  generations  of  the  world,  who  had  in  them  the 
freshness  of  young  children,  and  yet  the  depth  of  earnest  men, 
who  did  not  think  that  they  had  finished  off  all  things  in 
Heaven  and  Earth  by  merely  giving  them  scientific  names, 
but  had  to  gaze  direct  at  them  there,  with  awe  and  wonder: 
they  felt  better  what  of  divinity  is  in  man  and  Nature;  — 
they,  without  being  mad,  could  worship  Nature,  and  man  more 
than  anything  else  in  Nature.  Worship,  that  is,  as  I  said  above, 
admire  without  limit:  this,  in  the  full  use  of  their  faculties, 
with  all  sincerity  of  heart,  they  could  do.  I  consider  Hero- 
worship  to  be  the  grand  modifying  element  in  that  ancient 
system  of  thought.  What  I  called  the  perplexed  jungle  of 
Paganism  sprang,  we  may  say,  out  of  many  roots:  every  ad- 
miration, adoration  of  a  star  or  natural  object,  was  a  root  or 
fibre  of  a  root;  but  Hero-worship  is  the  deepest  root  of  all;  the 
tap-root,  from  which  in  a  great  degree  all  the  rest  were  nour- 
ished and  grown. 

And  now  if  worship  even  of  a  star  had  some  meaning  in  it, 
how  much  more  might  that  of  a  Hero!  Worship  of  a  Hero  is 
transcendent  admiration  of  a  Great  Man.  I  say  great  men  are 
still  admirable;  I  say  there  is,  at  bottom,  nothing  else  admir- 
able! No  nobler  feeling  than  this  of  admiration  for  one  higher 
than  himself  dwells  in  the  breast  of  man.  It  is  to  this  hour,  and 
at  all  hours,  the  vivifying  influence  in  man's  life.  Religions  I 
find  stand  upon  it;  not  Paganism  only,  but  far  higher  and  truer 
religions,  —  all  religion  hitherto  known.  Hero-worship,  heart- 
felt prostrate  admiration,  submission,  burning,  boundless,  for 
a  noblest  godlike  Form  of  Man,  —  is  not  that  the  germ  of 
Christianity  itself  ?  The  greatest  of  all  Heroes  is  One  —  whom 
we  do  not  name  here!  Let  sacred  silence  meditate  that  sacred 
matter;  you  will  find  it  the  ultimate  perfection  of  a  principle 
extant  throughout  man's  whole  history  on  earth. 

Or  coming  into  lower,  less  wnspeakable  provinces,  is  not  all 
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Loyalty  akin  to  religious  Faith  also?  Faith  is  loyalty  to  some 
inspired  Teacher,  some  spiritual  Hero.  And  what  therefore  is 
loyalty  proper,  the  life-breath  of  all  society,  but  an  effluence 
of  Hero-worship,  submissive  admiration  for  the  truly  great? 
Society  is  founded  on  Hero-worship.  All  dignities  of  rank,  on 
which  human  association  rests,  are  what  we  may  call  a  Hero- 
archy  (Government  of  Heroes),  —  or  a  Hierarchy,  for  it  is 
"  sacred  "  enough  withal !  The  Duke  means  Dux,  Leader ;  King 
is  Kon-ning,  Kan-ning,  Man  that  knows  or  cans.  Society  every- 
where is  some  representation,  not  msupportably  inaccurate,  of 
a  graduated  Worship  of  Heroes;  —  reverence  and  obedience 
done  to  men  really  great  and  wise.  Not  ^supportably  inac- 
curate, I  say!  They  are  all  as  bank-notes,  these  social  digni- 
taries, all  representing  gold;  —  and  several  of  them,  alas,  al- 
ways are  forged  notes.  We  can  do  with  some  forged  false  notes; 
with  a  good  many  even;  but  not  with  all,  or  the  most  of  them 
forged!  No:  there  have  to  come  revolutions  then;  cries  of 
Democracy,  Liberty,  and  Equality,  and  I  know  not  what:  - 
the  notes  being  all  false,  and  no  gold  to  be  had  for  them,  people 
take  to  crying  in  their  despair  that  there  is  no  gold,  that  there 
never  was  any!  —  "Gold,"  Hero-worship,  is  nevertheless,  as 
it  was  always  and  everywhere,  and  cannot  cease  till  man  him- 
self ceases. 

I  am  well  aware  that  in  these  days  Hero-worship,  the  thing 
I  call  Hero-worship,  professes  to  have  gone  out,  and  finally 
ceased.  This,  for  reasons  which  it  will  be  worth  while  some 
time  to  enquire  into,  is  an  age  that  as  it  were  denies  the  exist- 
ence of  great  men;  denies  the  desirableness  of  great  men. 
Show  our  critics  a  great  man,  a  Luther  for  example,  they  begin 
to  what  they  call  "account"  for  him;  not  to  worship  him,  but 
take  the  dimensions  of  him,  —  and  bring  him  out  to  be  a  little 
kind  of  man!  He  was  the  "creature  of  the  Time,"  they  say; 
the  Time  called  him  forth,  the  Time  did  everything,  he  noth- 
ing —  but  what  we  the  little  critic  could  have  done  too !  This 
seems  to  me  but  melancholy  work.  The  Time  call  forth?  Alas, 
we  have  known  Times  call  loudly  enough  for  their  great  man; 
but  not  find  him  when  they  called!  He  was  not  there;  Provi- 
dence had  not  sent  him;  the  Time,  calling  its  loudest,  had  to  go 
down  to  confusion  and  wreck  because  he  would  not  come  when 
called. 
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For  if  we  will  think  of  it,  no  Time  need  have  gone  to  ruin, 
could  it  have  found  a  man  great  enough,  a  man  wise  and  good 
enough:  wisdom  to  discern  truly  what  the  Time  wanted,  valour 
to  lead  it  on  the  right  road  thither;  these  are  the  salvation  of 
any  Time.  But  I  liken  common  languid  Times,  with  their  un- 
belief, distress,  perplexity,  with  their  languid  doubting  char- 
acters and  embarrassed  circumstances,  impotently  crumbling 
down  into  ever  worse  distress  towards  final  ruin;  —  all  this  I 
liken  to  dry  dead  fuel,  waiting  for  the  lightning  out  of  Heaven 
that  shall  kindle  it.  The  great  man,  with  his  free  force  direct 
out  of  God's  own  hand,  is  the  lightning.  His  word  is  the  wise 
healing  word  which  all  can  believe  in.  All  blazes  round  him 
now,  when  he  has  once  struck  on  it,  into  fire  like  his  own. 
The  dry  mouldering  sticks  are  thought  to  have  called  him 
forth.  They  did  want  him  greatly;  but  as  to  calling  him  forth 

-  !  —  Those  are  critics  of  small  vision,  I  think,  who  cry:  "  See, 
is  it  not  the  sticks  that  made  the  fire?"   No  sadder  proof  can 
be  given  by  a  man  of  his  own  littleness  than  disbelief  in  great 
men.   There  is  no  sadder  symptom  of  a  generation  than  such 
general  blindness  to  the  spiritual  lightning,  with  faith  only  in 
the  heap  of  barren  dead  fuel.   It  is  the  last  consummation  of 
unbelief.  In  all  epochs  of  the  world's  history,  we  shall  find  the 
Great  Man  to  have  been  the  indispensable  saviour  of  his  epoch; 

-  the  lightning,  without  which  the  fuel  never  would  have 
burnt.    The  History  of  the  World,  I  said  already,  was  the 
Biography  of  Great  Men. 

Such  small  critics  do  what  they  can  to  promote  unbelief  and 
universal  spiritual  paralysis;  but  happily  they  cannot  always 
completely  succeed.  In  all  tunes  it  is  possible  for  a  man  to 
arise  great  enough  to  feel  that  they  and  their  doctrines  are 
chimeras  and  cobwebs.  And  what  is  notable,  in  no  time  what- 
ever can  they  entirely  eradicate  out  of  living  men's  hearts  a 
certain  altogether  peculiar  reverence  for  Great  Men;  genuine 
admiration,  loyalty,  adoration,  however  dim  and  perverted  it 
may  be.  Hero-worship  endures  for  ever  while  man  endures. 
Boswell  venerates  his  Johnson,  right  truly  even  in  the  eight- 
eenth century.  The  unbelieving  French  believe  in  their  Vol- 
taire; and  burst  out  round  him  into  very  curious  Hero-wor- 
ship, in  that  last  act  of  his  life  when  they  "stifle  him  under 
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roses."  1  It  has  always  seemed  to  me  extremely  curious  this  of 
Voltaire.  Truly,  if  Christianity  be  the  highest  instance  of  Hero- 
worship,  then  we  may  find  here  in  Voltaireism  one  of  the  lowest ! 
He  whose  life  was  that  of  a  kind  of  Antichrist,  does  again  on  this 
side  exhibit  a  curious  contrast.  No  people  ever  were  so  little 
prone  to  admire  at  all  as  those  French  of  Voltaire.  Persiflage 
was  the  character  of  their  whole  mind;  adoration  had  nowhere 
a  place  in  it.  Yet  see!  The  old  man  of  Ferney  comes  up  to 
Paris;  an  old,  tottering,  infirm  man  of  eighty-four  years.  They 
feel  that  he  too  is  a  kind  of  Hero;  that  he  has  spent  his  life  in 
opposing  error  and  injustice,  delivering  Calases,2  unmasking 
hypocrites'  in  high  places;  —  in  short  that  he  too,  though  in  a 
strange  way,  has  fought  like  a  valiant  man.  They  feel  withal 
that,  if  persiflage  be  the  great  thing,  there  never  was  such  a 
persifleur*  He  is  the  realized  ideal  of  every  one  of  them;  the 
thing  they  are  all  wanting  to  be;  of  all  Frenchmen  the  most 
French.  He  is  properly  their  god,  —  such  god  as  they  are  fit 
for.  Accordingly  all  persons,  from  the  Queen  Antoinette  to  the 
Douanier  4  at  the  Porte  St.  Denis,  do  they  not  worship  him? 
People  of  quality  disguise  themselves  as  tavern- waiters.  The 
Maitre  de  Poste,5  with  a  broad  oath,  orders  his  Postillion, 
"  Va  Ion  train;  6  thou  art  driving  M.  de  Voltaire."  At  Paris 
his  carriage  is  "the  nucleus  of  a  comet,  whose  train  fills  whole 
streets."  The  ladies  pluck  a  hair  or  two  from  his  fur,  to  keep 
it  as  a  sacred  relic.  There  was  nothing  highest,  beautifulest, 
noblest  in  all  France,  that  did  not  feel  this  man  to  be  higher, 
beautifuler,  nobler. 

Yes,  from  Norse  Odin  to  English  Samuel  Johnson,  from  the 
divine  Founder  of  Christianity  to  the  withered  Pontiff  of 
Encyclopedism,7  in  all  times  and  places,  the  Hero  has  been 
worshipped.  It  will  ever  be  so.  We  all  love  great  men;  love, 
venerate,  and  bow  down  submissive  before  great  men:  nay  can 
we  honestly  bow  down  to  anything  else?  Ah,  does  not  every 
true  man  feel  that  he  is  himself  made  higher  by  doing  rever- 

1  On  Voltaire's  return  to  Paris  in  1778,  after  an  exile  of  more  than  twenty -five  years. 

2  Galas  was  a  French  Protestant,  fanatically  put  to  death  in  1762. 

3  In  his  essay  on  Voltaire  Carlyle  denned  a  persifleur  as  a  man  who  meets  the  difficul- 
Jes  of  life  "not  with  earnest  force,  but  with  gay  agility." 

4  Customs  officer.  6  "Go  at  a  good  pace." 
6  Proprietor  of  the  post-horses.  7  Voltaire. 
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ence  to  what  is  really  above  him?  No  nobler  or  more  blessed 
feeling  dwells  in  man's  heart.  And  to  me  it  is  very  cheering  to 
consider  that  no  sceptical  logic,  or  general  triviality,  insin- 
cerity and  aridity  of  any  Time  and  its  influences  can  destroy 
this  noble  inborn  loyalty  and  worship  that  is  in  man.  In  times 
of  unbelief,  which  soon  have  to  become  times  of  revolution, 
much  downrushing,  sorrowful  decay  and  ruin  is  visible  to 
everybody.  For  myself  in  these  days,  I  seem  to  see  in  this 
indestructibility  of  Hero-worship  the  everlasting  adamant 
lower  than  which  the  confused  wreck  of  revolutionary  things 
cannot  fall.  The  confused  wreck  of  things  crumbling  and  even 
crashing  and  tumbling  all  round  us  in  these  revolutionary  ages, 
will  get  down  so  far;  no  farther.  It  is  an  eternal  corner-stone, 
from  which  they  can  begin  to  build  themselves  up  again.  That 
man,  hi  some  sense  or  other,  worships  Heroes;  that  we  all  of 
us  reverence  and  must  ever  reverence  Great  Men:  this  is,  to 
me,  the  living  rock  amid  all  rushings-down  whatsoever;  —  the 
one  fixed  point  in  modern  revolutionary  history,  otherwise  as 
if  bottomless  and  shoreless. 
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1843 

[This  selection  is  from  chapters  1 1  and  1 2  of  the  third  book  of  Past  and 
Present.  The  work  represents  Carlyle  in  the  early  period  of  his  career  as 
a  pamphleteer  on  public  questions,  having  its  origin  in  the  economic  dis- 
cussions, centering  in  the  labor  problem,  which  accompanied  and  followed 
the  "Chartist  riots"  of  1842.  His  chief  objects  were  to  show  manufac- 
turers and  laborers  a  common  system  of  thought  as  a  basis  for  friendship, 
and  to  oppose  the  then  dominant  "laissez  Jairc"  economic  philosophy.] 

THERE  is  a  perennial  nobleness,  and  even  sacredness,  in 
work.  Were  he  never  so  benighted,  forgetful  of  his  high  calling, 
there  is  always  hope  in  a  man  that  actually  and  earnestly 
works:  in  Idleness  alone  is  there  perpetual  despair.  Work, 
never  so  Mammonish,  mean,  is  in  communication  with  Nature; 
the  real  desire  to  get  Work  done  will  itself  lead  one  more  and 
more  to  truth,  to  Nature's  appointments  and  regulations, 
which  are  truth. 
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The  latest  Gospel  in  this  world  is,  Know  thy  work  and  do  it. 
"Know  thyself":  long  enough  has  that  poor  "self"  of  thine 
tormented  thee;  thou  wilt  never  get  to  "know"  it,  I  believe! 
Think  it  not  thy  business,  this  of  knowing  thyself;  thou  art 
an  unknowable  individual:  know  what  thou  canst  work  at; 
and  work  at  it,  like  a  Hercules  1  That  will  be  thy  better  plan. 

It  has  been  written,  "an  endless  significance  lies  in  Work"; 
a  man  perfects  himself  by  working.  Foul  jungles  are  cleared 
away,  fair  seedfields  rise  instead,  and  stately  cities;  and  withal 
the  man  himself  first  ceases  to  be  a  jungle  and  foul  unwhole- 
some desert  thereby.  Consider  how,  even  in  the  meanest  sorts 
of  Labour,  the  whole  soul  of  a  man  is  composed  into  a  kind  of 
real  harmony,  the  instant  he  sets  himself  to  work!  Doubt, 
Desire,  Sorrow,  Remorse,  Indignation,  Despair  itself,  all  these 
like  hell-dogs  lie  beleaguering  the  soul  of  the  poor  day-worker, 
as  of  every  man;  but  he  bends  himself  with  free  valour  against 
his  task,  and  all  these  are  stilled,  all  these  shrink  murmuring 
far  off  into  their  caves.  The  man  is  now  a  man.  The  blessed 
glow  of  Labour  in  him,  is  it  not  as  purifying  fire,  wherein  all 
poison  is  burnt  up,  and  of  sour  smoke  itself  there  is  made 
bright  blessed  flame ! 

Destiny,  on  the  whole,  has  no  other  way  of  cultivating  us.  A 
formless  Chaos,  once  set  it  revolving,  grows  round  and  ever 
rounder;  ranges  itself,  by  mere  force  of  gravity,  into  strata, 
spherical  courses;  is  no  longer  a  Chaos,  but  a  round  compacted 
World.  What  would  become  of  the  Earth,  did  she  cease  to  re- 
volve? In  the  poor  old  Earth,  so  long  as  she  revolves,  all  in- 
equalities, irregularities  disperse  themselves;  all  irregularities 
are  incessantly  becoming  regular.  Hast  thou  looked  on  the 
Potter's  wheel,  —  one  of  the  venerablest  objects;  old  as  the 
Prophet  Ezekiel  and  far  older?  Rude  lumps  of  clay,  how  they 
spin  themselves  up,  by  mere  quick  whirling,  into  beautiful 
circular  dishes.  And  fancy  the  most  assiduous  Potter,  but 
without  his  wheel;  reduced  to  make  dishes  or  rather  amorphous 
botches,  by  mere  kneading  and  baking!  Even  such  a  Potter 
were  Destiny,  with  a  human  soul  that  would  rest  and  lie  at 
ease,  that  would  not  work  and  spin!  Of  an  idle  unrevolving 
man  the  kindest  Destiny,  like  the  most  assiduous  Potter  with- 
out wheel,  can  bake  and  knead  nothing  other  than  a  botch; 
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let  her  spend  on  him  what  expensive  colouring,  what  gilding 
and  enamelling  she  will,  he  is  but  a  botch.  Not  a  dish;  no,  a 
bulging,  kneaded,  crooked,  shambling,  squint-cornered,  amor- 
phous botch,  —  a  mere  enamelled  vessel  of  dishonour!  Let  the 
idle  think  of  this. 

Blessed  is  he  who  has  found  his  work;  let  him  ask  no  othei 
blessedness.  He  has  a  work,  a  life-purpose;  he  has  found  it,  and 
will  follow  it!  How,  as  a  free-flowing  channel,  dug  and  torn  by 
noble  force  through  the  sour  mud-swamp  of  one's  existence, 
like  an  ever-deepening  river  there,  it  runs  and  flows;  —  drain- 
ing off  the  sour  festering  water,  gradually  from  the  root  of  the 
remotest  grass-blade;  making,  instead  of  pestilential  swamp,  a 
green  fruitful  meadow  with  its  clear-flowing  stream.  How 
blessed  for  the  meadow  itself,  let  the  stream  and  its  value  be 
great  or  small!  Labour  is  Life:  from  the  inmost  heart  of  the 
Worker  rises  his  god-given  Force,  the  sacred  celestial  Life- 
essence  breathed  into  him  by  Almighty  God ;  from  his  inmost 
heart  awakens  him  to  all  nobleness,  —  to  all  knowledge,  "self- 
knowledge"  and  much  else,  so  soon  as  Work  fitly  begins. 
Knowledge?  The  knowledge  that  will  hold  good  in  working, 
cleave  thou  to  that;  for  Nature  herself  accredits  that,  says  Yea 
to  that.  Properly  thou  hast  no  other  knowledge  but  what  thou 
hast  got  by  working:  the  rest  is  yet  all  a  hypothesis  of  knowl- 
edge; a  thing  to  be  argued  of  in  schools,  a  thing  floating  in  the 
clouds,  in  endless  logic-vortices,  till  we  try  it  and  fix  it.  "  Doubt, 
of  whatever  kind,  can  be  ended  by  Action  alone." 

And  again,  hast  thou  valued  Patience,  Courage,  Persever- 
ance, Openness  to  light;  readiness  to  own  thyself  mistaken,  to 
do  better  next  time?  All  these,  all  virtues,  in  wrestling  with 
the  dim  brute  Powers  of  Fact,  in  ordering  of  thy  fellows  in 
such  wrestle,  there  and  elsewhere  not  at  all,  thou  wilt  continu- 
ally learn.  Set  down  a  brave  Sir  Christopher l  in  the  middle  of 
black  ruined  Stone-heaps,  of  foolish  unarchitectural  Bishops, 
red-tape  Officials,  idle  Nell  Gwyn  Defenders  of  the  Faith;2  and 
see  whether  he  will  ever  raise  a  Paul's  Cathedral  out  of  all  that, 
yea  or  no!  Rough,  rude,  contradictory  are  all  things  and  per- 

1  Sir  Christopher  Wren,  architect  of  the  new  St.  Paul's  Cathedral,  in  the  reign  of 
Charles  II. 

1  The  Ring  was  " Defender  of  the  Faith";  but  Charles  was  notoriously  immoral,  Nell 
Gwyn  being  one  of  his  mistresses. 
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sons,  from  the  mutinous  masons  and  Irish  hodmen,  up  to  the 
idle  Nell  Gwyn  Defenders,  to  blustering  red-tape  Officials, 
foolish  unarchitectural  Bishops.  All  these  things  and  persons 
are  there  not  for  Christopher's  sake  and  his  Cathedral's;  they 
are  there  for  their  own  sake  mainly!  Christopher  will  have  to 
conquer  and  constrain  all  these,  —  if  he  be  able.  All  these  are 
against  him.  Equitable  Nature  herself,  who  carries  her  mathe- 
matics -and  architectonics  not  on  the  face  of  her,  but  deep  in 
the  hidden  heart  of  her,  —  Nature  herself  is  but  partially  for 
him;  will  be  wholly  against  him,  if  he  constrain  her  notl  His 
very  money,  where  is  it  to  come  from?  The  pious  munificence 
of  England  lies  far-scattered,  distant,  unable  to  speak,  and 
say,  "I  am  here";  —  must  be  spoken  to  before  it  can  speak. 
Pious  munificence,  and  all  help,  is  so  silent,  invisible,  like  the 
gods;  impediment,  contradictions  manifold  are  so  loud  and 
near!  O  brave  Sir  Christopher,  trust  thou  in  those  notwith- 
standing, and  front  all  these;  understand  all  these;  by  valiant 
patience,  noble  effort,  insight,  by  man's-strength,  vanquish 
and  compel  all  these,  —  and,  on  the  whole,  strike  down  victori- 
ously the  last  topstone  of  that  Paul's  Edifice;  thy  monument 
for  certain  centuries,  the  stamp  "  Great  Man"  impressed  very 
legibly  on  Portland-stone  there! 

Yes,  all  manner  of  help,  and  pious  response  from  Men  or 
Nature,  is  always  what  we  call  silent;  cannot  speak  or  come  to 
light,  till  it  be  seen,  till  it  be  spoken  to.  Every  noble  work  is  at 
first  "impossible."  In  very  truth,  for  every  noble  work  the 
possibilities  will  lie  diffused  through  Immensity;  inarticulate, 
undiscoverable  except  to  faith.  Like  Gideon  thou  shalt  spread 
out  thy  fleece  at  the  door  of  thy  tent;  see  whether  under  the 
wide  arch  of  Heaven  there  be  any  bounteous  moisture,  or  none. 
Thy  heart  and  life-purpose  shall  be  as  a  miraculous  Gideon's 
fleece,  spread  out  in  silent  appeal  to  Heaven:  and  from  the 
kind  Immensities,  what  from  the  poor  unkind  Localities  and 
town  and  country  Parishes  there  never  could,  blessed  dew- 
moisture  to  suffice  thee  shall  have  fallen! 

Work  is  of  a  religious  nature:  —  work  is  of  a  brave  nature; 
which  it  is  the  aim  of  all  religion  to  be.  All  work  of  man  is  as 
the  swimmer's:  a  waste  ocean  threatens  to  devour  him;  if  he 
front  it  not  bravely,  it  will  keep  its  word.  By  incessant  wise 
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defiance  of  it,  lusty  rebuke  and  buffet  of  it,  behold  how  it  loy- 
ally supports  him,  bears  him  as  its  conqueror  along.  "  It  is  so," 
says  Goethe,  "with  all  things  that  man  undertakes  in  this 
world." 

Brave  Sea-captain,  Norse  Sea-king,  —  Columbus,  my  hero, 
royalest  Sea-king  of  all!  it  is  no  friendly  environment  this  of 
thine,  in  the  waste  deep  waters;  around  thee  mutinous  dis- 
couraged souls,  behind  thee  disgrace  and  ruin,  before  thee  the 
unpenetrated  veil  of  Night.  Brother,  these  wild  water-moun- 
tains, bounding  from  their  deep  bases  (ten  miles  deep,  I  am 
told)  are  not  entirely  there  on  thy  behalf!  Meseems  they  have 
other  work  than  floating  thee  forward:  —  and  the  huge  Winds, 
that  sweep  from  Ursa  Major  to  the  Tropics  and  Equators, 
dancing  their  giant-waltz  through  the  kingdoms  of  Chaos  and 
Immensity,  they  care  little  about  filling  rightly  or  filling 
wrongly  the  small  shoulder-of-mutton  sails  in  this  cockle-skiff 
of  thine!  Thou  art  not  among  articulate-speaking  friends,  my 
brother;  thou  art  among  immeasurable  dumb  monsters,  tum- 
bling, howling  wide  as  the  world  here.  Secret,  far  off,  invisible 
to  all  hearts  but  thine,  there  lies  a  help  in  them:  see  how  thou 
wilt  get  at  that.  Patiently  thou  wilt  wait  till  the  mad  South- 
wester  spend  itself,  saving  thyself  by  dextrous  science  of  de- 
fence, the  while:  valiantly,  with  swift  decision,  wilt  thou  strike 
in,  when  the  favouring  East,  the  Possible,  springs  up.  Mutiny 
of  men  thou' wilt  sternly  repress;  weakness,  despondency,  thou 
wilt  cheerily  encourage:  thou  wilt  swallow  down  complaint, 
unreason,  weariness,  weakness  of  others  and  thyself;  —  how 
much  wilt  thou  swallow  down!  There  shall  be  a  depth  of 
Silence  in  thee,  deeper  than  this  Sea,  which  is  but  ten  miles 
deep:  a  Silence  unsoundable;  known  to  God  only.  Thou  shalt 
be  a  Great  Man.  Yes,  my  World-Soldier,  thou  of  the  World 
Marine-service,  —  thou  wilt  have  to  be  greater  than  this'tumul- 
tuous  unmeasured  World  here  round  thee  is;  thou,  in  thy 
strong  soul,  as  with  wrestler's  arms,  shalt  embrace  it,  harness 
it  down;  and  make  it  bear  thee  on,  —  to  new  Americas,  or 
whither  God  wills! 

"Religion,"  I  said;  for,  properly  speaking,  all  true  Work  is 
Religion:  and  whatsoever  Religion  is  not  Work  may  go  and 
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dwell  among  the  Brahmins,  Antinomians,  Spinning  Dervishes, 
or  where  it  will;  with  me  it  shall  have  no  harbour.  Admirable 
was  that  of  the  old  Monks,  "Laborare  est  Orare,  Work  is 
Worship." 

Older  than  all  preached  Gospels  was  this  unpr cached,  in- 
articulate,  but  ineradicable,  forever-enduring  Gospel:  Work, 
and  therein  have  well-being.  Man,  Son  of  Earth  and  Son  of 
Heaven,  lies  there  not,  in  the  innermost  heart  of  thee,  a  Spirit 
of  active  Method,  a  Force  for  Work;  —  and  burns  like  a  pain- 
fully-smouldering fire,  giving  thee  no  rest  till  thou  unfold  it, 
till  thou  write  it  down  in  beneficent  Facts  around  thee !  What 
is  immethodic,  waste,  thou  shalt  make  methodic,  regulated, 
arable;  obedient  and  productive  to  thee.  Wheresoever  thou 
findest  Disorder,  there  is  thy  eternal  enemy;  attack  him  swiftly, 
subdue  him;  make  Order  of  him,  the  subject  not  of  Chaos,  but 
of  Intelligence,  Divinity  and  Thee!  The  thistle  that  grows  in 
thy  path,  dig  it  out,  that  a  blade  of  useful  grass,  a  drop  of 
nourishing  milk,  may  grow  there  instead.  The  waste  cotton- 
shrub,  gather  its  waste  white  down,  spin  it,  weave  it;  that,  in 
place  of  idle  litter,  there  may  be  folded  webs,  and  the  naked 
skin  of  man  be  covered. 

But  above  all,  where  thou  findest  Ignorance,  Stupidity, 
Brute-mindedness,  —  yes,  there,  with  or  without  Church- 
tithes  and  Shovel-hat,1  with  or  without  Talfourd-Mahon 
Copyrights,2  or  were  it  with  mere  dungeons  and  gibbets  and 
crosses,  attack  it,  I  say;  smite  it  wisely,  unweariedly,  and  rest 
not  while  thou  livest  and  it  lives;  but  smite,  smite,  in  the  name 
of  God!  The  Highest  God,  as  I  understand  it,  does  audibly  so 
command  thee;  still  audibly,  if  thou  have  ears  to  hear.  He, 
even  He,  with  his  wwspoken  voice,  awfuler  than  any  Sinai 
thunders  or  syllabled  speech  of  Whirlwinds;  for  the  SILENCE  of 
deep  Eternities,  of  Worlds  from  beyond  the  morning-stars, 
does  it  not  speak  to  thee?  The  unborn  Ages;  the  old  Graves, 
with  their  long-mouldering  dust,  the  very  tears  that  wetted  it 
now  all  dry,  —  do  not  these  speak  to  thee,  what  ear  hath  not 
heard?  The  deep  Death-kingdoms,  the  Stars  in  their  never- 
resting  courses,  all  Space  and  all  Time,  proclaim  it  to  thee  in 

1  The  sign  of  a  cleric. 

2  Talfourd  and  Lord  Mahon  were  leading  authors  of  the  new  copyright  laws. 
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continual  silent  admonition.  Thou  too,  if  ever  man  should, 
shalt  work  while  it  is  called  To-day.  For  the  Night  cometh, 
wherein  no  man  can  work. 

All  true  Work  is  sacred;  in  all  true  Work,  were  it  but  true 
hand-labour,  there  is  something  of  divineness.  Labour,  wide 
as  the  Earth,  has  its  summit  in  Heaven.  Sweat  of  the  brow; 
and  up  from  that  to  sweat  of  the  brain,  sweat  of  the  heart; 
which  includes  all  Kepler  calculations,  Newton  meditations, 
all  Sciences,  all  spoken  Epics,  all  acted  Heroisms,  Martyrdoms, 
—  up  to  that  "Agony  of  bloody  sweat,"  which  all  men  have 
called  divine!  O  brother,  if  this  is  not  "worship,"  then  I  say, 
the  more  pity  for  worship;  for  this  is  the  noblest  thing  yet  dis- 
covered under  God's  sky.  Who  art  thou  that  complainest  of 
thy  life  of  toil?  Complain  not.  Look  up,  my  wearied  brother; 
see  thy  fellow  Workmen  there,  in  God's  Eternity;  surviving 
there,  they  alone  surviving:  sacred  Band  of  the  Immortals, 
celestial  Bodyguard  of  the  Empire  of  Mankind.  Even  in  the 
weak  Human  Memory  they  survive  so  long,  as  saints,  as  heroes, 
as  gods;  they  alone  surviving;  peopling,  they  alone,  the  un- 
measured solitudes  of  Time!  To  thee  Heaven,  though  severe, 
is  not  unkind;  Heaven  is  kind*  —  as  a  noble  Mother;  as  that 
Spartan  Mother,  saying  while  she  gave  her  son  his  shield, 
"with  it,  my  son,  or  upon  it!"  Thou  too  shalt  return  home  in 
honour;  doubt  it  not,  —  if  in  the  battle  thou  keep  thy  shield! 
Thou,  in  the  Eternities  and  deepest  Death-kingdoms,  art  not 
an  alien;  thou  everywhere  art  a  denizen!  Complain  not;  the 
very  Spartans  did  not  complain. 

And  who  art  thou  that  braggest  of  thy  life  of  Idleness;  com- 
placently showest  thy  bright  gilt  equipages;  sumptuous  cush- 
ions; appliances  for  folding  of  the  hands  to  mere  sleep?  Look- 
ing up,  looking  down,  around,  behind  or  before,  discernest 
thou,  if  it  be  not  in  Mayfair l  alone,  any  idle  hero,  saint,  god, 
or  even  devil?  Not  a  vestige  of  one.  In  the  Heavens,  in  the 
Earth,  in  the  Waters  under  the  Earth,  is  none  like  unto  thee. 
Thou  art  an  original  figure  in  this  Creation;  a  denizen  in  May- 
fair  alone,  in  this  extraordinary  Century  or  Half -Century  alone! 
One  monster  there  is  in  the  world:  the  idle  man.  What  is  his 
"Religion"?  That  Nature  is  a  Phantasm,  where  cunning 

'  The  most  fashionable  district  in  London. 
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beggary  or  thievery  may  sometimes  find  good  victual.  That 
God  is  a  lie;  and  that  Man  and  his  Life  are  a  lie.  Alas,  alas, 
who  of  us  is  there  that  can  say,  I  have  worked?  The  faithfulest 
of  us  are  unprofitable  servants;  the  faithfulest  of  us  know  that 
best.  The  faithfulest  of  us  may  say,  with  sad  and  true  old 
Samuel,  "Much  of  my  life  has  been  trifled  away!"  But  he 
that  has,  and  except /'on  public  occasions"  professes  to  have, 
no  function  but  that  of  going  idle  in  a  graceful  or  graceless 
manner;  and  of  begetting  sons  to  go  idle;  and  to  address  Chief 
Spinners  and  Diggers,  who  at  least  are  spinning  and  digging, 
"  Ye  scandalous  persons  who  produce  too  much"  -  My  Corn- 
Law  friends,1  on  what  imaginary  still  richer  Eldorados,  and 
true  iron-spikes  with  law  of  gravitation,  are  ye  rushing! 

As  to  the  Wages  of  Work  there  might  innumerable  things  be 
said;  there  will  and  must  yet  innumerable  things  be  said  and 
spoken,  in  St.  Stephen's2  and  out  of  St.  Stephen's;  and  gradu- 
ally not  a  few  things  be  ascertained  and  written,  on  Law- 
parchment,  concerning  this  very  matter:  —  "Fair  day's-wages 
for  a  fair  day's-work  "  is  the  most  unref usable  demand !  Money- 
wages  "  to  the  extent  of  keeping  your  worker  alive  that  he  may 
work  more";  these,  unless  you  mean  to  dismiss  him  straight- 
way out  of  this  world,  are  indispensable  alike  to  the  noblest 
Worker  and  to  the  least  noble! 

One  thing  only  I  will  say  here,  in  special  reference  to  the 
former  class,  the  noble  and  noblest;  but  throwing  light  on  all 
the  other  classes  and  their  arrangements  of  this  difficult  mat- 
ter: The  "wages"  of  every  noble  Work  do  yet  lie  in  Heaven  or 
else  nowhere.  Not  in  Bank-of -England  bills,  in  Owen's  Labour 
Bank,  or  any  the  most  improved  establishment  of  banking  and 
money-changing,  needest  thou,  heroicsoul,  present  thy  account 
of  earnings.  Human  banks  and  labour  banks  know  thee  not; 
or  know  thee  after  generations  and  centuries  have  passed 
away,  and  thou  art  clean  gone  from  "rewarding,"  —  all  man- 
ner of  bank  drafts,  shop-tills,  and  Downing  Street  Exchequers 
lying  very  invisible,  so  far  from  thee!  Nay,  at  bottom,  dost 

1  That  is,  those  who  favored  "Corn  Laws,"  controlling  or  restricting  the  production 
and  exportation  of  grain. 

2  See  note  on  p.  351. 
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thou  need  any  reward?  Was  it  thy  aim  and  life-purpose  to  be 
filled  with  good  things  for  thy  heroism ;  to  have  a  iif e  of  pomp 
and  ease,  and  be  what  men  call  "happy,"  in  this  world,  or  any 
other  world?  I  answer  for  thee  deliberately.  No.  The  whole 
spiritual  secret  of  the  new  epoch  lies  in  this,  that  thou  canst 
answer  for^thyself ,  with  thy  whole  clearness  of  head  and  heart, 
deliberately,  No! 

My  brother,  the  brave  man  has  to  give  his  Life  away.  Give 
it,  I  advise  thee;  —  thou  dost  not  expect  to  sell  thy  Life  in  an 
adequate  manner?  What  price,  for  example,  would  content 
thee?  The  just  price  of  thy  LIFE  to  thee,  —  why,  God's  entire 
Creation  to  thyself,  the  whole  Universe  of  Space,  the  whole 
Eternity  of  Time,  and  what  they  hold :  that  is  the  price  which 
would  content  thee;  that,  and  if  thou  wilt  be  candid,  nothing 
short  of  that!  It  is  thy  all;  and  for  it  thou  wouldst  have  all. 
Thou  art  an  unreasonable  mortal;  —  or  rather  thou  art  a  poor 
infinite  mortal,  who,  in  thy  narrow  clay-prison  here,  seemest 
so  unreasonable!  Thou  wilt  never  sell  thy  Life,  or  any  part  of 
thy  Life,  in  a  satisfactory  manner.  Give  it,  like  a  royal  heart; 
let  the  price  be  Nothing:  thou  hast  then,  in  a  certain  sense,  got 
All  for  it!  The  heroic  man,  —  and  is  not  every  man,  God  be 
thanked,  a  potential  hero?  —  has  to  do  so,  in  all  times  and 
circumstances.  In  the  most  heroic  age,  as  in  the  most  unheroic, 
he  will  have  to  say,  as  Burns  said  proudly  and  humbly  of  his 
little  Scottish  songs,  little  dewdrops  of  Celestial  Melody  in  an 
age  when  so  much  was  unmelodious:  "By  Heaven,  they  shall 
either  be  invaluable  or  of  no  value;  I  do  not  need  your  guineas 
for  them."  It  is  an  element  which  should,  and  must,  enter 
deeply  into  all  settlements  of  wages  here  below.  They  will 
never  be  "satisfactory"  otherwise;  they  cannot,  O  Mammon 
Gospel,  they  never  can!  Money  for  my  little  piece  of  work  "  to 
the  extent  that  will  allow  me  to  keep  working";  yes,  this,  - 
unless  you  mean  that  I  shall  go  my  ways  before  the  work  is  all 
taken  out  of  me:  but  as  to  "wages"  — ! . . . 
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[From  the  first  of  the  Latter-Day  Pamphlets,  in  which  Carlyle  set  forth 
his  criticism  of  the  new  English  democracy  and  of  democracy  in  general. 
"  The  denunciations,"  says  Leslie  Stephen,  "  were  too  indiscriminate  to  be 
biting,  and  the  only  satisfactory  reform  suggested,  the  miraculous  advent 
of  a  hero  and  conversion  of  the  people,  was  hardly  capable  of  application 
to  facts."  Hence  "the  pamphlets  were  neglected  as  stupendous  growls  from 
a  misanthropic  recluse."  (Diet.  Nat.  Biog.,  article  on  Carlyle.)] 

WHAT  is  Democracy;  this  huge  inevitable  Product  of 
the  Destinies,  which  is  everywhere  the  portion  of  our  Europe 
in  these  latter  days?  There  lies  the  question  for  us.  Whence 
comes  it,  this  universal  big  black  Democracy;  whither  tends  it; 
what  is  the  meaning  of  it?  A  meaning  it  must  have,  or  it  would 
not  be  here.  If  we  can  find  the  right  meaning  of  it,  we  may, 
wisely  submitting  or  wisely  resisting  and  controlling,  still 
hope  to  live  in  the  midst  of  it;  if  we  cannot  find  the  right 
meaning,  if  we  find  only  the  wrong  or  no  meaning  in  it,  to  live 
will  not  be  possible!  The  whole  social  wisdom  of  the  Present 
Time  is  summoned,  in  the  name  of  the  Giver  of  Wisdom,  to 
make  clear  to  itself,  and  lay  deeply  to  heart  with  an  eye  to 
strenuous  valiant  practice  and  effort,  what  the  meaning  of  this 
universal  revolt  of  the  European  populations,  which  calls  itself 
Democracy,  and  decides  to  continue  permanent,  may  be. 

Certainly  it  is  a  drama  full  of  action,  event  fast  following 
event;  in  which  curiosity  finds  endless  scope,  and  there  are 
interests  at  stake,  enough  to  rivet  the  attention  of  all  men, 
simple  and  wise.  Whereat  the  idle  multitude  lift  up  their  voices, 
gratulating,  celebrating  sky-high;  in  rhyme  and  prose  announce- 
ment, more  than  plentiful,  that  now  the  New  Era,  and  long- 
expected  Year  One  of  Perfect  Human  Felicity  has  come. 
Glorious  and  immortal  people,  sublime  French  citizens,  heroic 
barricades;  triumph  of  civil  and  religious  liberty  —  O  Heaven! 
one  of  the  inevitablest  private  miseries,  to  an  earnest  man  in 
such  circumstances,  is  this  multitudinous  efflux  of  oratory  and 
psalmody,  from  the  universal  foolish  human  throat;  drown- 
ing for  the  moment  all  reflection  whatsoever,  except  the  sorrow- 
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ful  one  that  you  are  fallen  in  an  evil,  heavy-laden,  long-eared 
age,  and  must  resignedly  bear  your  part  in  the  same.  The 
front  wall  of  your  wretched  old  crazy  dwelling,  long  denounced 
by  you  to  no  purpose,  having  at  last  fairly  folded  itself  over, 
and  fallen  prostrate  into  the  street,  the  floors,  as  may  happen, 
will  still  hang  on  by  the  mere  beam-ends,  and  coherency  of  old 
carpentry,  though  in  a  sloping  direction,  and  depend  there  till 
certain  poor  rusty  nails  and  worm-eaten  dove  tailings  give  way: 
-but  is  it  cheering,  in  such  circumstances,  that  the  whole 
household  burst  forth  into  celebrating  the  new  joys  of  light 
and  ventilation,  liberty  and  picturesqueness  of  position,  and 
thank  God  that  now  they  have  got  a  house  to  their  mind?  My 
dear  household,  cease  singing  and  psalmodying;  lay  aside  your 
fiddles,  take  out  your  work-implements,  if  you  have  any;  for 
I  can  say  with  confidence  the  laws  of  gravitation  are  still  ac- 
tive, and  rusty  nails,  worm-eaten  dovetailings,  and  secret 
coherency  of  old  carpentry,  are  not  the  best  basis  for  a  house- 
hold !  In  the  lanes  of  Irish  cities,  I  have  heard  say,  the  wretched 
people  are  sometimes  found  living,  and  perilously  boiling  their 
potatoes,  on  such  swing-floors  and  inclined  planes  hanging  on 
by  the  joist-ends;  but  I  did  not  hear  that  they  sang  very  much 
in  celebration  of  such  lodging.  No,  they  slid  gently  about,  sat 
near  the  back  wall,  and  perilously  boiled  their  potatoes,  in 
silence  for  most  part! 

High  shouts  of  exultation,  in  every  dialect,  by  every  vehicle 
of  speech  and  writing,  rise  from  far  and  near  over  this  last 
avatar  l  of  Democracy  in  1848:  and  yet,  to  wise  minds,  thf 
first  aspect  it  presents  seems  rather  to  be  one  of  boundless  mis- 
ery and  sorrow.  What  can  be  more  miserable  than  this  uni- 
versal hunting  out  of  the  high  dignitaries,  solemn  function- 
aries, and  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  signiors  of  the  world; 
this  stormful  rising  up  of  the  inarticulate  dumb  masses  every- 
where, against  those  who  pretended  to  be  speaking  for  them 
and  guiding  them?  These  guides,  then,  were  mere  blind  men 
only  pretending  to  see?  These  rulers  were  not  ruling  at  all; 
they  had  merely  got  on  the  attributes  and  clothes  of  rulers, 
and  were  surreptitiously  drawing  the  wages,  while  the  work 
remained  undone?  The  Kings  were  Sham-Kings,  play-acting 

1  Extraordinary  appearance. 
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as  at  Drury  Lane;  —  and  what  were  the  people  withal  that 
took  them  for  real?  .  .  . 

Democracy,  once  modelled  into  suffrages,  furnished  with 
ballot-boxes  and  such-like,  will  itself  accomplish  the  salutary 
universal  change  from  Delusive  to  Real,  and  make  a  new 
blessed  world  of  us  by  and  by?  To  the  great  mass  of  men,  I 
am  aware,  the  matter  presents  itself  quite  on  this  hopeful  side. 
Democracy  they  consider  to  be  a  kind  of  "  Government."  The 
old  model,  formed  long  since,  and  brought  to  perfection  in 
England  now  two  hundred  years  ago,  has  proclaimed  itself  to 
all  Nations  as  the  new  healing  for  every  woe:  "  Set  up  a  Parlia- 
ment," the  Nations  everywhere  say,  when  the  old  King  is  de- 
tected to  be  a  Sham-King,  and  hunted  out  or  not;  "set  up  a 
Parliament;  let  us  have  suffrages,  universal  suffrages;  and  all 
either  at  once  or  by  due  degrees  will  be  right,  and  a  real  Millen- 
nium come."  Such  is  their  way  of  construing  the  matter. 

Such,  alas,  is  by  no  means  my  way  of  construing  the  matter; 
if  it  were,  I  should  have  had  the  happiness  of  remaining  silent, 
and  been  without  call  to  speak  here.  It  is  because  the  contrary 
j  of  all  this  is  deeply  manifest  to  me,  and  appears  to  be  forgotten 
;  by  multitudes  of  my  contemporaries,  that  I  have  had  to  under- 
take addressing  a  word  to  them.  The  contrary  of  all  this;  — 
and  the  farther  I  look  into  the  roots  of  all  this,  the  more  hate- 
ful, ruinous,  and  dismal  does  the  state  of  mind  all  this  could 
have  originated  in  appear  to  me.  To  examine  this  recipe  of 
a  Parliament,  how  fit  it  is  for  governing  Nations,  nay  how  fit 
it  may  now  be,  in  these  new  times,  for  governing  England  itself 
where  we  are  used  to  it  so  long:  this,  too,  is  an  alarming  in- 
quiry, to  which  all  thinking  men,  and  good  citizens  of  their 
country,  who  have  an  ear  for  the  small  still  voices  and  eternal 
intimations,  across  the  temporary  clamours  and  loud  blaring 
proclamations,  are  now  solemnly  invited.  Invited  by  the  rigor- 
ous fact  itself;  which  will  one  day,  and  that  perhaps  soon,  de- 
mand practical  decision  or  redecision  of  it  from  us,  —  with 
enormous  penalty  if  we  decide  it  wrong!  I  think  we  shall  all 
have  to  consider  this  question,  one  day;  better  perhaps  now, 
than  later,  when  the  leisure  may  be  less.  If  a  Parliament,  with 
suffrages  and  universal  or  any  conceivable  kind  of  suffrages, 
is  the  method,  then  certainly  let  us  set  about  discovering  the 
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kind  of  suffrages,  and  rest  no  moment  till  we  have  got  them. 
But  it  is  possible  a  Parliament  may  not  be  the  method !  Possi- 
ble the  inveterate  notions  of  the  English  People  may  have 
settled  it  as  the  method,  and  the  Everlasting  Laws  of  Nature 
may  have  settled  it  as  not  the  method !  Not  the  whole  method ; 
not  the  method  at  all,  if  taken  as  the  whole  ?  If  a  Parliament 
with  never  such  suffrages  is  not  the  method  settled  by  this 
latter  authority,  then  it  will  urgently  behove  us  to  become 
aware  of  that  fact,  and  to  quit  such  methods;  —  we  may  de- 
pend upon  it,  however  unanimous  we  be,  every  step  taken 
in  that  direction  will,  by  the  Eternal  Law  of  things,  be  a  step 
from  improvement,  not  towards  it. 

Not  towards  it,  I  say,  if  so!  Unanimity  of  voting,  —  that 
will  do  nothing  for  us  if  so.  Your  ship  cannot  double  Cape  Horn 
by  its  excellent  plans  of  voting.  The  ship  may  vote  this  and 
that,  above  decks  and  below,  in  the  most  harmonious  exqui- 
sitely constitutional  manner:  the  ship,  to  get  round  Cape  Horn, 
will  find  a  set  of  conditions  already  voted  for,  and  fixed  with 
adamantine  rigour  by  the  ancient  Elemental  Powers,  who  are 
entirely  careless  how  you  vote.  If  you  can,  by  voting  or  with- 
out voting,  ascertain  these  conditions,  and  valiantly  conform 
to  them,  you  will  get  round  the  Cape:  if  you  cannot,  —  the 
ruffian  Winds  will  blow  you  ever  back  again;  the  inexorable 
Icebergs,  dumb  privy-counselors  from  Chaos,  will  nudge  you 
with  most  chaotic  "admonition";  you  will  be  flung  half-frozen 
on  the  Patagonian  cliffs,  or  admonished  into  shivers  by  your 
iceberg  councilors,  and  sent  sheer  down  to  Davy  Jones,  and 
will  never  get  round  Cape  Horn  at  all!  Unanimity  on  boarc 
ship;  — yes  indeed,  the  ship's  crew  may  be  very  unanimous, 
which  doubtless,  for  the  time  being,  will  be  very  comfortable  to 
the  ship's  crew,  and  to  their  PhantasmL  Captain  ft  they  have 
one:  but  if  the  tack  they  unanimously  steer  upon  is  guiding 
them  into  the  belly  of  the  Abyss,  it  will  not  profit  them  much! 
Ships  accordingly  do  not  use  the  ballot-box  at  all;  and  they 
reject  the  Phantasm  species  of  Captains:  one  wishes  much 
some  other  Entities,  —  since  all  entities  lie  under  the  same 
rigorous  set  of  laws,  —  could  be  brought  to  show  as  much 
wisdom,  and  sense  at  least  of  self-preservation,  the  first  com- 
mand of  Nature.  Phantasm  Captains  with  unanimous  vot- 
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ings:  this  is  considered  to  be  all  the  law  and  all  the  prophets, 
at  present. 

.  A  divine  message,  or  eternal  regulation  of  the  Universe, 
•  there  verily  is,  in  regard  to  every  conceivable  procedure  and 
affair  of  man:  faithfully  following  this,  said  procedure  or  affair 
will  prosper,  and  have  the  whole  Universe  to  second  it,  and 
carry  it,  across  the  fluctuating  contradictions,  towards  a  vic- 
torious goal;  not  following  this,  mistaking  this,  disregarding 
this,  destruction  and  wreck  are  certain  for  every  affair.  How 
find  it?  All  the  world  answers  me, "  Count  heads;  ask  Universal 
Suffrage,  by  the  ballot-boxes,  and  that  will  tell."  Universal 
Suffrage,  ballot-boxes,  count  of  heads?  Well,  —  I  perceive  we 
have  got  into  strange  spiritual  latitudes  indeed.  Within  the 
last  half  century  or  so,  either  the  Universe  or  else  the  heads  of 
men  must  have  altered  very  much.  Half  a  century  ago,  and 
down  from  Father  Adam's  time  till  then,  the  Universe,  wher- 
ever I  could  hear  tell  of  it,  was  wont  to  be  of  somewhat  ab- 
struse nature:  by  no  means  carrying  its  secret  written  on  its 
face,  legible  to  every  passer-by;  on  the  contrary,  obstinately 
hiding  its  secret  from  all  foolish,  slavish,  wicked,  insincere 
persons,  and  partially  disclosing  it  to  the  wise  and  noble- 
minded  alone,  whose  number  was  not  the  majority  in  my 
time!  .  .  . 

Historically  speaking,  I  believe  there  was  no  Nation  that 
could  subsist  upon  Democracy.  Of  ancient  Republics,  and 
Demoi  and  Populi,  we  have  heard  much;  but  it  is  now  pretty 
well  admitted  to  be  nothing  to  our  purpose;  —  a  universal- 
suffrage  republic,  or  a  general-suffrage  one,  or  any  but  a  most- 
limited-suffrage  one,  never  came  to  light,  or  dreamed  of  doing 
so  in  ancient  times.  When  the  mass  of  the  population  were 
slaves,  and  the  voters  intrinsically  a  kind  of  kings,  or  men  born 
to  rule  others;  when  the  voters  were  real  "aristocrats"  and 
manageable  dependents  of  such,  —  then  doubtless  voting,  and 
confused  jumbling  of  talk  and  intrigue,  might,  without  imme- 
diate destruction,  or  the  need  of  a  Cavaignac  to  intervene  with 
cannon  and  sweep  the  streets  clear  of  it,  go  on;  and  beautiful 
developments  of  manhood  might  be  possible  beside  it,  for  a 
season.  Beside  it;  or  even,  if  you  will,  by  means  of  it,  and  in 
virtue  of  it,  though  that  is  by  no  means  so  certain  as  is  often 
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supposed.  Alas,  no :  the  reflective  constitutional  mind  has  mis- 
givings as  to  the  origin  of  old  Greek  and  Roman  nobleness;  and 
indeed  knows  not  how  this  or  any  other  human  nobleness  could 
well  be  "originated,"  or  brought  to  pass,  by  voting  or  without 
voting,  in  this  world,  except  by  the  grace  of  God  very  mainly; 
—  and  remembers,  with  a  sigh,  that  of  the  Seven  Sages  them- 
selves no  fewer  than  three  were  bits  of  Despotic  Kings,  Tvpawoi, 
"Tyrants"  so-called  (such  being  greatly  wanted  there);  and 
that  the  other  four  were  very  far  from  Red  Republicans,  if  of 
any  political  faith  whatever!  We  may  quit  the  Ancient  Clas- 
sical concern,  and  leave  it  to  College  clubs  and  speculative 
debating  societies,  in  these  late  days. 

Of  the  various  French  Republics  that  have  been  tried,  or 
chat  are  still  on  trial,  —  of  these  also  it  is  not  needful  to  say 
any  word.  But  there  is  one  modern  instance  of  Democracy 
nearly  perfect,  the  Republic  of  the  United  States,  which  has 
actually  subsisted  for  threescore  years  or  more,  with  immense 
success  as  is  affirmed;  to  which  many  still  appeal,  as  to  a  sign 
of  hope  for  all  nations,  and  a  "Model  Republic."  Is  not 
America  an  instance  in  point?  Why  should  not  all  Nations 
subsist  and  flourish  on  Democracy,  as  America  does? 

Of  America  it  would  ill  beseem  any  Englishman,  and  me 
perhaps  as  little  as  another,  to  speak  unkindly,  to  speak  un- 
patriotically,  if  any  of  us  even  felt  so.  Sure  enough,  America  is 
a  great,  and  in  many  respects  a  blessed  and  hopeful  phenome- 
non. Sure  enough,  these  hardy  millions  of  Anglo-Saxon  men 
prove  themselves  worthy  of  their  genealogy;  and,  with  the  axe 
and  plough  and  hammer,  if  not  yet  with  any  much  finer  kind 
of  implements,  are  triumphantly  clearing  out  wide  spaces, 
seedfields  for  the  sustenance  and  refuge  of  mankind,  arenas 
for  the  future  history  of  the  world;  doing,  in  their  day  and 
generation,  a  creditable  and  cheering  feat  under  the  sun.  But 
as  to  a  Model  Republic,  or  a  model  anything,  the  wise  among 
themselves  know  too  well  that  there  is  nothing  to  be  said.  Nay 
the  title  hitherto  to  be  a  Commonwealth  or  Nation  at  all, 
among  the  €0vrj  *  of  the  world,  is,  strictly  considered,  still  a 
thing  they  are  but  striving  for,  and  indeed  have  not  yet  done 
much  towards  attaining.  Their  Constitution,  such  ae  it  may 

1  Races. 
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be,  was  made  here,  not  there;  went  over  with  them  from  the 
Old  Puritan  English  workshop  ready-made.  Deduct  what 
they  carried  with  them  from  England  ready-made,  —  their 
common  English  Language,  and  that  same  Constitution,  or 
rather  elixir  of  constitutions,  their  inveterate  and  now,  as  it 
were,  inborn  reverence  for  the  Constable's  Staff;  two  quite 
immense  attainments,  which  England  had  to  spend  much 
blood,  and  valiant  sweat  of  blood  and  brain,  for  centuries  long, 
in  achieving;  —  and  what  new  elements  of  polity  or  nation- 
hood, what  noble  new  phasis  of  human  arrangement,  or  social 
device  worthy  of  Prometheus  or  of  Epimetheus,1  yet  comes  to 
light  in  America?  Cotton-crops  and  Indian  corn  and  dollars 
come  to  light;  and  half  a  world  of  un tilled  land,  where  popula- 
tions that  respect  the  constable  can  live,  for  the  present  without 
Government:  this  comes  to  light;  and  the  profound  sorrow  of  all 
nobler  hearts,  here  uttering  itself  as  silent  patient  unspeakable 
ennui,  there  coming  out  as  vague  elegiac  wailings,  that  there 
is  still  next  to  nothing  more.  "  Anarchy  plus  a  street-consta- 
ble": that  also  is  anarchic  to  me,  and  other  than  quite  lovely! 
I  foresee,  too,  that,  long  before  the  waste  lands  are  full,  the 
very  street-constable,  on  these  poor  terms,  will  have  become 
impossible:  without  the  waste  lands,  as  here  in  our  Europe,  I 
do  not  see  how  he  could  continue  possible  many  weeks.  Cease 
to  brag  to  me  of  America,  and  its  model  institutions  and  con- 
stitutions. To  men  in  their  sleep  there  is  nothing  granted  in 
this  world:  nothing,  or  as  good  as  nothing,  to  men  that  sit  idly 
caucusing  and  ballot-boxing  on  the  graves  of  their  heroic 
ancestors,  saying,  "It  is  well,  it  is  well!"  Corn  and  bacon  are 
granted:  not  a  very  sublime  boon,  on  such  conditions;  a  boon 
moreover  which,  on  such  conditions,  cannot  last!  No:  America 
too  will  have  to  strain  its  energies,  in  quite  other  fashion  than 
this;  to  crack  its  sinews,  and  all  but  break  its  heart,  as  the  rest 
of  us  have  had  to  do,  in  thousandfold  wrestle  with  the  Pythons 
and  mud-demons,  before  it  can  become  a  habitation  for  the 
gods.  America's  battle  is  yet  to  fight;  and  we,  sorrowful  though 
nothing  doubting,  will  wish  her  strength  for  it.  New  Spiritual 
Pythons,  plenty  of  them;  enormous  Mega therions,  as  ugly  as 

1  Brother  of  Prometheus;  Carlyle  perhaps  has  in  mind  the  literal  meaning  of  the  two 
names,  —  "forethought"  and  "after-thought." 
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were  ever  born  of  mud,  loom  huge  and  hideous  out  of  the  twi- 
light Future  on  America;  and  she  will  have  her  own  agony,  and 
her  own  victory,  but  on  other  terms  than  she  is  yet  quite  aware 
of.  Hitherto  she  but  ploughs  and  hammers,  in  a  very  successful 
manner;  hitherto,  in  spite  of  her  "roast-goose  with  apple- 
sauce," she  is  not  much.  "Roast-goose  with  apple-sauce  for 
the  poorest  working-man":  well,  surely  that  is  something,— 
thanks  to  your  respect  for  the  street-constable,  and  to  your 
continents  of  fertile  waste  land;  —  but  that,  even  if  it  could 
continue,  is  by  no  means  enough;  that  is  not  even  an  instal- 
ment towards  what  will  be  required  of  you.  My  friend,  brag 
not  yet  of  our  American  cousins!  Their  quantity  of  cotton, 
dollars,  industry  and  resources,  I  believe  to  be  almost  un- 
speakable; but  I  can  by  no  means  worship  the  like  of  these. 
What  great  human  soul,  what  great  thought,  what  great 
noble  thing  that  one  could  worship,  or  loyally  admire,  has  yet 
been  produced  there?  None:  the  American  cousins  have  yet 
done  none  of  these  things.  "What  have  they  done?"  growls 
Smelfungus,1  tired  of  the  subject:  "They  have  doubled  their 
population  every  twenty  years.  They  have  begotten,  with  a 
rapidity  beyond  recorded  example,  Eighteen  Millions  of  the 
greatest  bores  ever  seen  in  this  world  before,  —  that  hitherto  is 
their  feat  in  History!"  -  And  so  we  leave  them,  for  the  pres- 
ent; and  cannot  predict  the  success  of  Democracy,  on  this  side 
of  the  Atlantic,  from  their  example. 

Alas,  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic  and  on  that,  Democracy, 
we  apprehend,  is  forever  impossible!  So  much,  with  certainty 
of  loud  astonished  contradiction  from  all  manner  of  men  at 
present,  but  with  sure  appeal  to  the  Law  of  Nature  and  the 
ever-abiding  Fact,  may  be  suggested  and  asserted  once  more. 
The  Universe  itself  is  a  Monarchy  and  Hierarchy;  large  lib- 
erty of  "voting"  there,  all  manner  of  choice,  utmost  free- 
will, but  with  conditions  inexorable  and  immeasurable  annexed 
to  every  exercise  of  the  same.  A  most  free  commonwealth  of 
"voters";  but  with  Eternal  Justice  to  preside  over  it,  Eternal 
Justice  enforced  by  Almighty  Power!  This  is  the  model  of 
"constitutions";  this:  nor  in  any  Nation  where  there  has  not 

1  A  nickname  coined  by  Sterne  for  a  pessimistic  grumbler  (originally,  for  Tobias 
Smollett). 
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yet  (in  some  supportable  and  withal  some  constantly  increasing 
degree)  been  confided  to  the  Noblest,  with  his  select  series  of 
Nobler,  the  divine  everlasting  duty  of  directing  and  controlling 
the  Ignoble,  has  the  "  Kingdom  of  God,"1  which  we  all  pray  for., 
"come,"  nor  can  "His  will"  even  tend  to  be  "done  on  Eartfo 
as  it  is  in  Heaven"  till  then.  My  Christian  friends,  and  indeed 
my  Sham-Christian  and  Anti-Christian,  and  all  manner  of  men, 
are  invited  to  reflect  on  this.  They  will  find  it  to  be  the  truth 
of  the  case.  The  Noble  in  the  high  place,  the  Ignoble  in  the 

I;  low;  that  is,  in  all  times  and  in  all  countries,  the  Almighty 
Maker's  Law. 

To  raise  the  Sham-Noblest,  and  solemnly  consecrate  him  by 
whatever  method,  new-devised,  or  slavishly  adhered  to  from 
old  wont,  this,  little  as  we  may  regard  it,  is,  in  all  times  and 
countries,  a  practical  blasphemy,  and  Nature  will  in  no  wise 
forget  it.  Alas,  there  lies  the  origin,  the  fatal  necessity,  of 
modern  Democracy  everywhere.  It  is  the  Noblest,  not  the 
Sham-Noblest;  it  is  God-Almighty's  Noble,  not  the  Court- 
Tailor's  Noble,  nor  the  Able-Editor's  Noble,  that  must  in  some 
approximate  degree  be  raised  to  the  supreme  place;  he  and  not 
a  counterfeit,  —  under  penalties !  Penalties  deep  as  death,  and 
at  length  terrible  as  hell-on-earth,  my  constitutional  friend! 

<  Will  the  ballot-box  raise  the  Noblest  to  the  chief  place;  does 
any  sane  man  deliberately  believe  such  a  thing?  That  never- 
theless is  the  indispensable  result,  attain  it  how  we  may:  if 
that  is  attained,  all  is  attained;  if  not  that,  nothing.  He  that 
cannot  believe  the  ballot-box  to  be  attaining  it,  will  be  com* 
paratively  indifferent  to  the  ballot-box.  Excellent  for  keeping 
the  ship's  crew  at  peace  under  their  Phantasm  Captain;  but 
unserviceable,  under  such,  for  getting  round  Cape  Horn.  Alast 
that  there  should  be  human  beings  requiring  to  have  these 
things  argued  of,  at  this  late  time  of  day! 

I  say,  it  is  the  everlasting  privilege  of  the  foolish  to  be  gov- 
erned by  the  wise;  to  be  guided  in  the  right  path  by  those  who 
know  it  better  than  they.  This  is  the  first  "right  of  man"; 
compared  with  which  all  other  rights  are  as  nothing,  —  mere 
superfluities,  corollaries  which  will  follow  of  their  own  accord 
out  of  this;  if  they  be  not  contradictions  to  this,  and  less  than 
nothing!  .  .  . 
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One  thing  I  do  know,  and  can  again  assert  with  great  con- 
fidence, supported  by  the  whole  Universe,  and  by  some  two 
hundred  generations  of  men,  who  have  left  us  some  record  of 
themselves  there,  That  the  few  Wise  will  have,  by  one  method 
or  another,  to  take  command  of  the  innumerable  Foolish;  that 
they  must  be  got  to  take  it;  —  and  that,  in  fact,  since  Wisdom, 
which  means  also  Valour  and  heroic  Nobleness,  is  alone  strong 
in  this  world,  and  one  wise  man  is  stronger  than  all  men  unwise, 
they  can  be  got.  That  they  must  take  it;  and  having  taken, 
must  keep  it,  and  do  their  God's-Message  in  it,  and  defend  the 
same,  at  their  life's  peril,  against  all  men  and  devils.  This  I  do 
clearly  believe  to  be  the  backbone  of  all  Future  Society,  as  it 
has  been  of  all  Past;  and  that  without  it,  there  is  no  Society 
possible  in  the  world.  And  what  a  business  this  will  be,  before 
it  end  in  some  degree  of  victory  again,  and  whether  the  time  for 
shouts  of  triumph  and  tremendous  cheers  upon  it  is  yet  come, 
or  not  yet  by  a  great  way,  I  perceive  too  well!  A  business  to 
make  us  all  very  serious  indeed.  A  business  not  to  be  accom- 
plished but  by  noble  manhood,  and  devout  all-daring,  all- 
enduring  loyalty  to  Heaven,  such  as  fatally  sleeps  at  present,  — 
such  as  is  not  dead  at  present  either,  unless  the  gods  have  doomed 
this  world  of  theirs  to  die!  ... 


COLERIDGE  AT  HIGHGATE 
1851 

[This  vivid  portrait  of  Coleridge  in  his  last  years,  when  he  made  his 
home  with  his  devoted  friends  the  Gilmans  of  Highgate,  forms  chapter  8 
of  Part  i  of  Carlyle's  Life  of  John  Sterling.  Sterling  had  been  influenced 
by  Coleridge  at  a  time  when  he  was  struggling  with  the  question  whether 
he  could  remain  a  clergyman  of  the  English  Church,  and  Carlyle  viewed 
the  Coleridgean  reconciliation  of  philosophy  and  orthodoxy  with  severity.) 

COLERIDGE  sat  on  the  brow  of  Highgate  Hill,  in  those  years, 
looking  down  on  London  and  its  smoke-tumult,  like  a  sage 
escaped  from  the  inanity  of  life's  battle;  attracting  towards 
him  the  thoughts  of  innumerable  brave  souls  still  engaged 
there.  His  express  contributions  to  poetry,  philosophy,  or  any 
specific  province  of  human  literature  or  enlightenment,  had 
been  small  and  sadly  intermittent;  but  he  had,  especially 
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among  young  inquiring  men,  a  higher  than  literary,  a  kind  of 
prophetic  or  magician  character.  He  was  thought  to  hold,  he 
alone  in  England,  the  key  of  German  and  other  Transcenden- 
talisms; knew  the  sublime  secret  of  believing  by  "the  reason'' 
what  "the  understanding"  had  been  obliged  to  fling  out  as 
incredible;  and  could  still,  after  Hume  and  Voltaire  had  done 
their  best  and  worst  with  him,  profess  himself  an  orthodox 
Christian,  and  say  and  print  to  the  Church  of  England,  with 
its  singular  old  rubrics  and  surplices  at  Allhallowtide,  Esto 
perpetua.1  A  sublime  man;  who,  alone  in  those  dark  days,  had 
saved  his  crown  of  spiritual  manhood;  escaping  from  the  black 
materialisms,  and  revolutionary  deluges,  with  "  God,  Freedom, 
Immortality"  still  his:  a  king  of  men.  The  practical  intellects 
of  the  world  did  not  much  heed  him,  or  carelessly  reckoned 
him  a  metaphysical  dreamer:  but  to  the  rising  spirits  of  the 
young  generation  he  had  this  dusky  sublime  character;  and 
sat  there  as  a  kind  of  Magus?  girt  in  mystery  and  enigma;  his 
Dodona  oak-grove 3  (Mr.  Gillman's  house  at  Highgate)  whis- 
pering strange  things,  uncertain  whether  oracles  or  jargon. 

The  Gillmans  did  not  much  encourage  company,  or  excita- 
tion of  any  sort,  round  their  sage;  nevertheless  access  to  him, 
if  a  youth  did  reverently  wish  it,  was  not  difficult.  He  would 
stroll  about  the  pleasant  garden  with  you,  sit  in  the  pleasant 
rooms  of  the  place,  —  perhaps  take  you  to  his  own  peculiar 
room,  high  up,  with  a  rearward  view,  which  was  the  chief  view 
of  all.  A  really  charming  outlook,  in  fine  weather.  Close  at 
hand,  wide  sweep  of  flowery  leafy  gardens,  their  few  houses 
mostly  hidden,  the  very  chimney-pots  veiled  under  blossomy 
umbrage,  flowed  gloriously  down  hill;  gloriously  issuing  in 
wide-tufted  undulating  plain-country,  rich  in  all  charms  of 
field  and  town.  Waving  blooming  country  of  the  brightest 
green;  dotted  all  over  with  handsome  villas,  handsome  groves; 
crossed  by  roads  and  human  traffic,  here  inaudible  or  heard 
only  as  a  musical  hum:  and  behind  all  swam,  under  olive- 
tinted  haze,  the  illimitable  limitary  ocean  of  London,  with  its 
domes  and  steeples  definite  in  the  sun,  big  Paul's  and  the 
many  memories  attached  to  it  hanging  high  over  all.  Nowhere. 

1  "Be  thou  perpetual!"  *  Oriental  priest. 

3  The  seat  of  the  most  ancient  Greek  oracle. 
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of  its  kind,  could  you  see  a  grander  prospect  on  a  bright  sum- 
mer day,  with  the  set  of  the  air  going  southward,  —  southward, 
and  so  draping  with  the  city-smoke  not  you  but  the  city.  Here 
for  hours  would  Coleridge  talk,  concerning  all  conceivable  or 
inconceivable  things;  and  liked  nothing  better  than  to  have 
an  intelligent,  or  failing  that,  even  a  silent  and  patient  human 
listener.  He  distinguished  himself  to  all  that  ever  heard  him 
as  at  least  the  most  surprising  talker  extant  in  this  world,  — 
and  to  some  small  minority,  by  no  means  to  all,  as  the  most 
excellent. 

The  good  man,  he  was  now  getting  old,  towards  sixty  per- 
haps; and  gave  you  the  idea  of  a  life  that  had  been  full  of  suffer- 
ings; a  life  heavy-laden,  half -vanquished,  still  swimming  pain- 
fully in  seas  of  manifold  physical  and  other  bewilderment. 
Brow  and  head  were  round,  and  of  massive  weight,  but  the 
face  was  flabby  and  irresolute.  The  deep  eyes,  of  a  light  hazel, 
were  as  full  of  sorrow  as  of  inspiration;  confused  pain  looked 
mildly  from  them,  as  in  a  kind  of  mild  astonishment.  The 
whole  figure  and  air,  good  and  amiable  otherwise,  might  be 
called  flabby  and  irresolute;  expressive  of  weakness  under  pos- 
sibility of  strength.  He  hung  loosely  on  his  limbs,  with  knees 
bent,  and  stooping  attitude;  in  walking,  he  rather  shuffled  than 
decisively  stepped;  and  a  lady  once  remarked,  he  never  could 
fix  which  side  of  the  garden  walk  would  suit  him  best,  but  con- 
tinually shifted,  in  corkscrew  fashion,  and  kept  trying  both. 
A  heavy-laden,  high-aspiring  and  surely  much-suffering  man. 
His  voice,  naturally  soft  and  good,  had  contracted  itself  into 
a  plaintive  snuffle  and  singsong;  he  spoke  as  if  preaching,  - 
you  would  have  said,  preaching  earnestly  and  also  hopelessly 
the  weightiest  things.  I  still  recollect  his  "object"  and  " sub- 
ject,' '  terms  of  continual  recurrence  in  the  Kantean  province; 
and  how  he  sang  and  snuffled  them  into  "om-mject"  and 
"sum-m-mject,"  with  a  kind  of  solemn  shake  or  quaver,  as  he 
rolled  along.  No  talk,  in  his  century  or  in  any  other,  could  be 
more  surprising. 

Sterling,  who  assiduously  attended  him,  with  profound 
reverence,  and  was  often  with  him  by  himself,  for  a  good  many 
months,  gives  a  record  of  their  first  colloquy.  Their  colloquies 
were  numerous,  and  he  had  taken  note  of  many;  but  they  are 
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all  gone  to  the  fire,  except  this  first,  which  Mr.  Hare  has 
printed,  —  unluckily  without  date.  It  contains  a  number  of 
ingenious,  true  and  half-true  observations,  and  is  of  course  a 
faithful  epitome  of  the  things  said;  but  it  gives  small  idea  of 
Coleridge's  way  of  talking;  —  this  one  feature  is  perhaps  the 
most  recognizable,  "Our  interview  lasted  for  three  hours,  dur- 
ing which  he  talked  two  hours  and  three  quarters."  Nothing 
could  be  more  copious  than  his  talk;  and  furthermore  it  was 
always,  virtually  or  literally,  of  the  nature  of  a  monologue; 
suffering  no  interruption,  however  reverent;  hastily  putting 
aside  all  foreign  additions,  annotations,  or  most  ingenuous 
desires  for  elucidation,  as  well-meant  superfluities  which  would 
never  do.  Besides,  it  was  talk  not  flowing  anywhither  like  a 
river,  but  spreading  everywhither  in  inextricable  currents  and 
regurgitations  like  a  lake  or  sea;  terribly  deficient  in  goal  or 
aim,  nay  often  in  logical  intelligibility;  what  you  were  to  be- 
lieve or  do,  on  any  earthly  or  heavenly  thing,  obstinately  refus- 
ing to  appear  from  it.  So  that,  most  times,  you  felt  logically 
lost;  swamped  near  to  drowning  in  this  tide  of  ingenious 
vocables,  spreading  out  boundless  as  if  to  submerge  the  world. 
To  sit  as  a  passive  bucket  and  be  pumped  into,  whether  you 
consent  or  not,  can  in  the  long  run  be  exhilarating  to  no  crea- 
ture; how  eloquent  soever  the  flood  of  utterance  that  is  de- 
scending. But  if  it  be  withal  a  confused  unintelligible  flood  of 
utterance,  threatening  to  submerge  all  known  landmarks  of 
thought,  and  drown  the  world  and  you !  —  I  have  heard  Cole- 
ridge talk,  with  eager  musical  energy,  two  stricken  hours,  his 
face  radiant  and  moist,  and  communicate  no  meaning  whatso- 
ever to  any  individual  of  his  hearers,  —  certain  of  whom,  I  for 
one,  still  kept  eagerly  listening  in  hope;  the  most  had  long  be- 
fore given  up,  and  formed  (if  the  room  were  large  enough} 
secondary  humming  groups  of  their  own.  He  began  anywhere: 
you  put  some  question  to  him,  made  some  suggestive  observa- 
tion: instead  of  answering  this,  or  decidedly  setting  out  towards 
answer  of  it,  he  would  accumulate  formidable  apparatus,  log- 
ical swim-bladders,  transcendental  life-preservers  and  other 
precautionary  and  vehiculatory  gear,  for  setting  out;  perhaps 
did  at  last  get  under  way,  —  but  was  swiftly  solicited,  turned 
aside  by  the  glance  of  some  radiant  new  game  on  this  hand  or 
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that,  into  new  courses;  and  ever  into  new;  and  before  long  into 
all  the  Universe,  where  it  was  uncertain  what  game  you  would 
catch,  or  whether  any. 

His  talk,  alas,  was  distinguished,  like  himself,  by  irresolution: 
it  disliked  to  be  troubled  with  conditions,  abstinences,  definite 
fulfilments;  —  loved  to  wander  at  its  own  sweet  will,  and  make 
its  auditor  and  his  claims  and  humble  wishes  a  mere  passive 
bucket  for  itself!  He  had  knowledge  about  many  things  and 
topics,  much  curious  reading;  but  generally  all  topics  led  him, 
after  a  pass  or  two,  into  the  high  seas  of  theosophic  philosophy, 
the  hazy  infinitude  of  Kantean  transcendentalism,  with  its 
" sum-m-mjects "  and  "om-m-mjects."  Sad  enough;  for  with 
such  indolent  impatience  of  the  claims  and  ignorances  of  others, 
he  had  not  the  least  talent  for  explaining  this  or  anything  un- 
known to  them;  and  you  swam  and  fluttered  in  the  mistiest 
wide  unintelligible  deluge  of  things,  for  most  part  in  a  rather 
profitless  uncomfortable  manner. 

Glorious  islets,  too,  I  have  seen  rise  out  of  the  haze;  but  they 
were  few,  and  soon  swallowed  in  the  general  element  again. 
Balmy  sunny  islets,  islets  of  the  blest  and  intelligible:  —  on 
which  occasions  those  secondary  humming  groups  would  all 
cease  humming,  and  hang  breathless  upon  the  eloquent  words; 
till  once  your  islet  got  wrapped  in  the  mist  again,  and  they  could 
recommence  humming.  Eloquent  artistically  expressive  words 
you  always  had;  piercing  radiances  of  a  most  subtle  insight 
came  at  intervals;  tones  of  noble  pious  sympathy,  recognizable 
as  pious  though  strangely  coloured,  were  never  wanting  long: 
but  in  general  you  could  not  call  this  aimless,  cloudcapped, 
cloudbased,  lawlessly  meandering  human  discourse  of  reason 
by  the  name  of  " excellent  talk,"  but  only  of  "surprising " ;  and 
were  reminded  bitterly  of  Hazlitt's  account  of  it:  "Excellent 
talker,  very,  —  if  you  let  him  start  from  no  premises  and  come 
to  no  conclusion."  Coleridge  was  not  without  what  talkers  call 
wit,  and  there  were  touches  of  prickly  sarcasm  in  him,  con- 
temptuous enough  of  the  world  and  its  idols  and  popular 
dignitaries;  he  had  traits  even  of  poetic  humour:  but  in  general 
he  seemed  deficient  in  laughter;  or  indeed  in  sympathy  for 
concrete  human  things  either  on  the  sunny  or  on  the  stormy 
side.  One  right  peal  of  concrete  laughter  at  some  convicted 
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flesh-and-blood  absurdity,  one  burst  of  noble  indignation  at 
some  injustice  or  depravity,  rubbing  elbows  with  us  on  this 
solid  Earth,  how  strange  would  it  have  been  in  that  Kantean 
haze-world,  and  how  infinitely  cheering  amid  its  vacant  air- 
castles  and  dim-melting  ghosts  and  shadows!  None  such  ever 
came.  His  life  had  been  an  abstract  thinking  and  dreaming, 
idealistic,  passed  amid  the  ghosts  of  defunct  bodies  and  of 
unborn  ones.  The  moaning  singsong  of  that  theosophico- 
metaphysical  monotony  left  on  you,  at  last,  a  very  dreary 
feeling.  .  .  . 

Let  me  not  be  unjust  to  this  memorable  man.  Surely  there 
was  here,  in  his  pious,  ever-labouring,  subtle  mind,  a  precious 
truth,  or  prefigurement  of  truth;  and  yet  a  fatal  delusion 
withal.  Prefigurement  that,  in  spite  of  beaver  sciences  and 
temporary  spiritual  hebetude  and  cecity,  man  and  his  Uni- 
verse were  eternally  divine;  and  that  no  past  nobleness,  or 
revelation  of  the  divine,  could  or  would  ever  be  lost  to  him. 
Most  true,  surely,  and  worthy  of  all  acceptance.  Good  also  to 
do  what  you  can  with  old  Churches  and  practical  Symbols  of 
the  Noble :  nay  quit  not  the  burnt  ruins  of  them  while  you  find 
there  is  still  gold  to  be  dug  there.  But,  on  the  whole  do  not 
think  you  can,  by  logical  alchemy,  distil  astral  spirits  from 
them;  or  if  you  could,  that  said  astral  spirits,  or  defunct  logical 
phantasms,  could  serve  you  in  anything.  What  the  light  of 
your  mind,  which  is  the  direct  inspiration  of  the  Almighty, 
pronounces  incredible,  —  that,  in  God's  name,  leave  uncred- 
ited ;  at  your  peril  do  not  try  believing  that.  No  subtlest  hocus- 
pocus  of. "reason"  versus  "understanding"  will  avail  for  that 
feat;  —  and  it  is  terribly  perilous  to  try  it  in  these  provinces! 

The  truth  is,  I  now  see,  Coleridge's  talk  and  speculation  was 
the  emblem  of  himself:  in  it  as  in  him,  a  ray  of  heavenly  inspi- 
ration struggled,  in  a  tragically  ineffectual  degree,  with  the 
weakness  of  flesh  and  blood.  He  says  once,  he  "had  skirted 
the  howling  deserts  of  Infidelity";  this  was  evident  enough: 
but  he  had  not  had  the  courage,  in  defiance  of  pain  and  terror, 
to  press  resolutely  across  said  deserts  to  the  new  firm  lands  of 
Faith  beyond;  he  preferred  to  create  logical  fatamorganas  l 

1  Mirages.   (The  mirage  of  Fata  Morgana  was  supposed  to  have  been  produced  by 
the  fairy  Morgana,  sister  of  King  Arthur.) 
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for  himself  on  this  hither  side,  and  laboriously  solace  himself 
with  these. 

To  the  man  himself  Nature  had  given,  in  high  measure,  the 
seeds  of  a  noble  endowment;  and  to  unfold  it  had  been  for- 
bidden him.  A  subtle  lynx-eyed  intellect,  tremulous  pious  sen- 
sibility to  all  good  and  all  beautiful;  truly  a  ray  of  empyrean 
light;  —  but  imbedded  in  such  weak  laxity  of  character,  in 
such  indolences  and  esuriences  as  had  made  strange  work  with 
it.  Once  more,  the  tragic  story  of  a  high  endowment  with  an 
insufficient  will.  An  eye  to  discern  the  divineness  of  the  Hea- 
ven's splendours  and  lightnings,  the  insatiable  wish  to  revel 
in  their  godlike  radiances  and  brilliances;  but  no  heart  to  front 
the  scathing  terrors  of  them,  which  is  the  first  condition  of 
your  conquering  an  abiding  place  there.  The  courage  neces- 
sary for  him,  above  all  things,  had  been  denied  this  man.  His 
lif e,  with  such  ray  of  the  empyrean  in  it,  was  great  and  terrible 
to  him;  and  he  had  not  valiantly  grappled  with  it,  he  had  fled 
from  it;  sought  refuge  in  vague  day-dreams,  hollow  compro- 
mises, in  opium,  in  theosophic  metaphysics.  Harsh  pain,  danger, 
necessity,  slavish  harnessed  toil,  were  of  all  things  abhorrent 
to  him.  And  so  the  empyrean  element,  lying  smothered  under 
the  terrene,  and  yet  inextinguishable  there,  made  sad  writhings. 
For  pain,  danger,  difficulty,  steady  slaving  toil,  and  other 
highly  disagreeable  behests  of  destiny,  shall  in  no  wise  be 
shirked  by  any  brightest  mortal  that  will  approve  himself 
loyal  to  his  mission  in  this  world;  nay,  precisely  the  higher  he 
is,  the  deeper  will  be  the  disagreeableness,  and  the  detestabil- 
ity  to  flesh  and  blood,  of  the  tasks  laid  on  him,  and  the  heavier 
too,  and  more  tragic,  his  penalties,  if  he  neglect  them.  . .  . 
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KNOWLEDGE  AND   FAITH 
1841 

[From  The  Tamworth  Reading  Room,  a  series  of  letters  written  to  the 
Times  in  reply  to  an  address  delivered  by  Sir  Robert  Peel  in  connection 
with  the  opening  of  a  people's  institution  at  Tamworth.  The  sections 
from  which  the  present  selection  is  taken  are  entitled  by  Newman  "  Secu- 
lar knowledge  not  a  principle  of  action"  and  " Secular  knowledge  with- 
out personal  religion  tends  to  unbelief."  The  letters  were  reprinted  in  the 
volume  called  Discourses  and  Arguments} 

PEOPLE  say  to  me  that  it  is  but  a  dream  to  suppose  that 
Christianity  should  regain  the  organic  power  in  human  society 
which  once  it  possessed.  I  cannot  help  that;  I  never  said  it 
could.  I  am  not  a  politician;  I  am  proposing  no  measures,  but 
exposing  a  fallacy,  and  resisting  a  pretence.  Let  Benthamism l 
reign,  if  men  have  no  aspirations;  but  do  not  tell  them  to  be 
romantic,  and  then  solace  them  with  glory;  do  not  attempt  by 
philosophy  what  once  was  done  by  religion.  The  ascendancy 
of  Faith  may  be  impracticable,  but  the  reign  of  Knowledge  is 
incomprehensible.  The  problem  for  statesmen  of  this  age  is 
how  to  educate  the  masses,  and  literature  and  science  cannot 
give  the  solution. 

Not  so  deems  Sir  Robert  Peel;  his  firm  belief  and  hope  is, 
"that  an  increased  sagacity  will  administer  to  an  exalted  faith; 
that  it  will  make  men  not  merely  believe  in  the  cold  doctrines 
of  Natural  Religion,  but  that  it  will  so  prepare  and  temper  the 
spirit  and  understanding,  that  they  will  be  better  qualified  to 
comprehend  the  great  scheme  of  human  redemption."  He 
certainly  thinks  that  scientific  pursuits  have  some  considerable 
power  of  impressing  religion  upon  the  mind  of  the  multitude. 
I  think  not,  and  will  now  say  why. 

Science  gives  us  the  grounds  of  premises  from  which  religious 
truths  are  to  be  inferred;  but  it  does  not  set  about  inferring 

1  Utilitarianism. 
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them,  much  less  does  it  reach  the  inference;  —  that  is  not  its 
province.  It  brings  before  us  phenomena,  and  it  leaves  us,  if  we 
will,  to  call  them  works  of  design,  wisdom,  or  benevolence;  and 
further  still,  if  we  will,  to  proceed  to  confess  an  Intelligent  Cre- 
ator. We  have  to  take  its  facts,  and  to  give  them  a  meaning, 
and  to  draw  our  own  conclusions  from  them.  First  comes 
Knowledge,  then  a  view,  then  reasoning,  and  then  belief.  This 
is  why  Science  has  so  little  of  a  religious  tendency;  deductions 
have  no  power  of  persuasion.  The  heart  is  commonly  reached, 
not  through  the  reason,  but  through  the  imagination,  by  means 
of  direct  impressions,  by  the  testimony  of  facts  and  events,  by 
history,  by  description.  Persons  influence  us,  voices  melt  us, 
looks  subdue  us,  deeds  inflame  us.  Many  a  man  will  live  and 
die  upon  a  dogma:  no  man  will  be  a  martyr  for  a  conclusion. 
A  conclusion  is  but  an  opinion;  it  is  not  a  thing  which  is,  but 
which  we  are  "certain  about";  and  it  has  often  been  observed, 
that  we  never  say  we  are  certain  without  implying  that  we 
doubt.  To  say  that  a  thing  must  be,  is  to  admit  that  it  may 
not  be.  No  one,  I  say,  will  die  for  his  own  calculations;  he  dies 
for  realities.  This  is  why  a  literary  religion  is  so  little  to  be  de- 
pended upon;  it  looks  well  in  fair  weather,  but  its  doctrines  are 
opinions,  and,  when  called  to  suffer  for  them,  it  slips  them  be- 
tween its  folios,  or  burns  them  at  its  hearth.  And  this  again  is 
the  secret  of  the  distrust  and  raillery  with  which  moralists  have 
been  so  commonly  visited.  They  say  and  do  not.  Why?  Be- 
cause they  are  contemplating  the  fitness  of  things,  and  they  live 
by  the  square,  when  they  should  be  realizing  their  high  maxims 
in  the  concrete.  Now  Sir  Robert  thinks  better  of  natural  his- 
tory, chemistry,  and  astronomy,  than  of  such  ethics;  but  the> 
too,  what  are  they  more  than  divinity  in  posse?  l  He  protests 
against  " controversial  divinity":  is  inferential  much  better? 

I  have  no  confidence,  then,  in  philosophers  who  cannot  help 
being  religious,  and  are  Christians  by  implication.  They  sit 
at  home,  and  reach  forward  to  distances  which  astonish  us; 
but  they  hit  without  grasping,  and  are  sometimes  as  confident 
about  shadows  as  about  realities.  They  have  worked  out  by  a 
calculation  the  lie  of  a  country  which  they  never  saw,  and 
mapped  it  by  means  of  a  gazetteer;  and  like  blind  men,  though 

i  Potential 
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they  can  put  a  stranger  on  his  way,  they  cannot  walk  straight 
themselves,  and  do  not  feel  it  quite  their  business  to  walk  at 

all. 

Logic  makes  but  a  sorry  rhetoric  with  the  multitude;  first 
shoot  round  corners,  and  you  may  not  despair  of  converting 
by  a  syllogism.  Tell  men  to  gain  notions  of  a  Creator  from  His 
works,  and,  if  they  were  to  set  about  it  (which  nobody  does), 
they  would  be  jaded  and  wearied  by  the  labyrinth  they  were 
tracing.  Their  minds  would  be  gorged  and  surfeited  by  the 
logical  operation.  Logicians  are  more  set  upon  concluding 
rightly,  than  on  right  conclusions.  They  cannot  see  the  end 
for  the  process.  Few  men  have  that  power  of  mind  which  may 
hold  fast  and  firmly  a  variety  of  thoughts.  We  ridicule  "men 
of  one  idea";  but  a  great  many  of  us  are  born  to  be  such,  and 
we  should  be  happier  if  we  knew  it.  To  most  men  argument 
makes  the  point  in  hand  only  more  doubtful,  and  considerably 
less  impressive.  After  all,  man  is  not  a  reasoning  animal;  he  is 
a  seeing,  feeling,  contemplating,  acting  animal.  He  is  influ- 
enced by  what  is  direct  and  precise.  It  is  very  well  to  freshen 
our  impressions  and  convictions  from  physics,  but  to  create 
them  we  must  go  elsewhere.  Sir  Robert  Peel  "never  can  think 
it  possible  that  a  mind  can  be  so  constituted,  that,  after  being 
familiarized  with  the  wonderful  discoveries  which  have  been 
made  in  every  part  of  experimental  science,  it  can  retire  from 
such  contemplations  without  more  enlarged  conceptions  of 
God's  providence,  and  a  higher  reverence  for  His  name."  If 
he  speaks  of  religious  minds,  he  perpetrates  a  truism;  if  of  irre- 
ligious, he  insinuates  a  paradox. 

Life  is  not  long  enough  for  a  religion  of  inferences;  we  shall 

never  have  done  beginning,  if  we  determine  to  begin  with 

proof.   We  shall  ever  be  laying  our  foundations;  we  shall  turn 

theology  into  evidences,  and  divines  into  textuaries.   We  shall 

never  get  at  our  first  principles.    Resolve  to  believe  nothing, 

and  you  must  prove  your  proofs  and  analyze  your  elements, 

sinking  further  and  further,  and  finding  "in  the  lowest  depth  a 

lower  deep,"  till  you  come  to  the  broad  bosom  of  skepticism. 

j  I  would  rather  be  bound  to  defend  the  reasonableness  of  assum- 

|  ing  that  Christianity  is  true,  than  to  demonstrate  a  moral 

I  governance  from  the  physical  world.  Life  is  for  action.  If  we 
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insist  on  proofs  for  everything,  we  shall  never  come  to  action: 
to  act  you  must  assume,  and  that  assumption  is  faith. 

Let  no  one  suppose  that  in  saying  this  I  am  maintaining  that 
all  proofs  are  equally  difficult,  and  all  propositions  equally 
debatable.  Some  assumptions  are  greater  than  others,  and 
some  doctrines  involve  postulates  larger  than  others,  and  more 
numerous.  I  only  say  that  impressions  lead  to  action,  and  that 
reasonings  lead  from  it.  Knowledge  of  premises,  and  infer- 
ences upon  them,  —  this  is  not  to  live.  It  is  very  well  as  a  mat- 
ter of  liberal  curiosity  and  of  philosophy  to  analyze  our  modes 
of  thought;  but  let  this  come  second,  and  when  there  is  leisure 
for  it,  and  then  our  examinations  will  in  many  ways  even  be 
subservient  to  action.  But  if  we  commence  with  scientific 
knowledge  and  argumentative  proof,  or  lay  any  great  stress 
upon  it  as  the  basis  of  personal  Christianity,  or  attempt  to  make 
man  moral  and  religious  by  Libraries  and  Museums,  let  us  in 
consistency  take  chemists  for  our  cooks,  and  mineralogists  for 
our  masons. 

Now  I  wish  to  state  all  this  as  matter  of  fact,  to  be  judged  by 
the  candid  testimony  of  any  persons  whatever.  Why  we  are  so 
constituted  that  Eajth,  not  Knowledge  or  Argument,  is  our 
principle  of  action,  is  a  question  with  which  I  have  nothing  to 
do;  but  I  think  it  is  a  fact,  and  if  it  be  such,  we  must  resign 
ourselves  to  it  as  best  we  may,  unless  we  take  refuge  in  the 
intolerable  paradox  that  the  mass  of  men  are  created  for  noth- 
ing, and  are  meant  to  leave  life  as  they  entered  it.  So  well  has 
this  practically  been  understood  in  all  ages  of  the  world,  that 
no  Religion  has  yet  been  a  Religion  of  physics  or  of  philosophy. 
It  has  ever  been  synonymous  with  Revelation.  It  never  has 
been  a  deduction  from  what  we  know :  it  has  ever  been  an  asser- 
tion of  what  we  are  to  believe.  It  has  never  lived  in  a  conclu- 
sion; it  has  ever  been  a  message,  or  a  history,  or  a  vision.  No 
legislator  or  priest  ever  dreamed  of  educating  our  moral  na- 
ture by  science  or  by  argument.  There  is  no  difference  here 
between  true  religions  and  pretended.  Moses  was  instructed, 
not  to  reason  from  the  creation,  but  to  work  miracles.  Chris- 
tianity is  a  history,  supernatural,  and  almost  scenic:  it  tells  us 
what  its  Author  is,  by  telling  us  what  He  has  done.  .  .  . 

When  Sir  Robert  Peel  assures  us  from  the  Town  Hall  at 
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Tamworth  that  physical  science  must  lead  to  religion,  it  is  no 
bad  compliment  to  him  to  say  that  he  is  unreal.  He  speaks  of 
what  he  knows  nothing  about.  To  a  religious  man  like  him, 
Science  has  ever  suggested  religious  thoughts;  he  colours  the 
phenomena  of  physics  with  the  hues  of  his  own  mind,  and  mis- 
takes an  interpretation  for  a  deduction.  "  I  am  sanguine  enough 
to  believe/'  he  says,  "that  that  superior  sagacity  which  is  most 
conversant  with  the  course  and  constitution  of  Nature  will  be 
first  to  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  objections  and  presumptions  against 
revealed  religion,  and  to  acknowledge  the  harmony  of  the 
Christian  dispensation  with  all  that  reason,  assisted  by  revela- 
tion, tells  us  of  the  course  and  constitution  of  Nature."  Now, 
considering  that  we  are  all  of  us  educated  as  Christians  from 
infancy,  it  is  not  easy  to  decide  at  this  day  whether  science 
creates  faith,  or  only  confirms  it;  but  we  have  this  remarkable 
fact  in  the  history  of  heathen  Greece  against  the  former  sup- 
position, that  her  most  eminent  empirical  philosophers  were 
atheists,  and  that  it  was  their  atheism  which  was  the  cause  of 
their  eminence.  "The  natural  philosophies  of  Democritus  and 
others,"  says  Lord  Bacon,  "who  allow  no  God  or  mind  in  the 
frame  of  things,  but  attribute  the  structure  of  the  universe  to 
infinite  essays  and  trials  of  nature,  or  what  they  call  fate  or 
fortune,  and  assigned  the  causes  of  particular  things  to  the 
necessity  of  matter,  without  any  intermixture  of  final  causes, 
seem,  as  far  as  we  can  judge  from  the  remains  of  their  phil- 
osophy, much  more  solid,  and  to  have  gone  deeper  into  nature, 
with  regard  to  physical  causes,  than  the  philosophies  of  Aris- 
totle or  Plato:  and  this  only  because  they  never  meddled  with 
final  causes,  which  the  others  were  perpetually  inculcating." 

Lord  Bacon  gives  us  both  the  fact  and  the  reason  for  it. 
Physical  philosophers  are  ever  inquiring  whence  things  are,  not 
why;  referring  them  to  nature,  not  to  mind;  and  thus  they  tend 
to  make  a  system  a  substitute  for  a  God.  Each  pursuit  or  call- 
ing has  its  own  dangers,  and  each  numbers  among  its  professors 
men  who  rise  superior  to  them.  As  the  soldier  is  tempted  to 
dissipation,  and  the  merchant  to  acquisitiveness,  and  the 
lawyer  to  the  sophistical,  and  the  statesman  to  the  expedient, 
and  the  country  clergyman  to  ease  and  comfort,  yet  there 
are  good  clergymen,  statesmen,  lawyers,  merchants,  and  sol- 
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diers,  notwithstanding;  so  there  are  religious  experimentalists, 
though  physics,  taken  by  themselves,  tend  to  infidelity;  but  to 
have  recourse  to  physics  to  make  men  religious  is  like  recom- 
mending a  canonry  as  a  cure  for  the  gout,  or  giving  a  youngster 
a  commission  as  a  penance  for  irregularities. 

The  whole  framework  of  Nature  is  confessedly  a  tissue  of 
antecedents  and  consequents;  we  may  refer  all  things  forwards 
to  design,  or  backwards  on  a  physical  cause.  La  Place  is  said 
to  have  considered  he  had  a  formula  which  solved  all  the  mo- 
tions of  the  solar  system ;  shall  we  say  that  those  motions  came 
from  this  formula  or  from  a  Divine  Fiat?  Shall  we  have  re- 
course for  our  theory  to  physics  or  to  theology?  Shall  we  as- 
sume Matter  and  its  necessary  properties  to  be  eternal,  or 
Mind  with  its  divine  attributes?  Does  the  sun  shine  to  warm 
the  earth,  or  is  the  earth  warmed  because  the  sun  shines?  The 
one  hypothesis  will  solve  the  phenomena  as  well  as  the  other. 
Say  not  it  is  but  a  puzzle  in  argument,  and  that  no  one  ever 
felt  it  in  fact.  So  far  from  it,  I  believe  that  the  study  of  Nature, 
when  religious  feeling  is  away,  leads  the  mind,  rightly  or 
wrongly,  to  acquiesce  in  the  atheistic  theory,  as  the  simplest 
and  easiest.  It  is  but  parallel  to  that  tendency  in  anatomical 
studies,  which  no  one  will  deny,  to  solve  all  the  phenomena  of 
the  human  frame  into  material  elements  and  powers,  and  to 
dispense  with  the  soul.  To  those  who  are  conscious  of  matter, 
but  not  conscious  of  mind,  it  seems  more  rational  to  refer  all 
things  to  one  origin,  such  as  they  know,  than  to  assume  the 
existence  of  a  second  origin  such  as  they  know  not.  It  is  Reli- 
gion, then,  which  suggests  to  Science  its  true  conclusions;  the 
facts  come  from  Knowledge,  but  the  principles  come  of  Faith. 

There  are  two  ways,  then,  of  reading  Nature  —  as  a  machine 
and  as  a  work.  If  we  come  to  it  with  the  assumption  that  it  is  a 
creation,  we  shall  study  it  with  awe;  if  assuming  it  to  be  a 
system,  with  mere  curiosity.  .  .  .  The  truth  is  that  the  system 
of  Nature  is  just  as  much  connected  with  religion,  where  minds 
are  not  religious,  as  a  watch  or  a  steam-carriage.  The  material 
world,  indeed,  is  infinitely  more  wonderful  than  any  human 
contrivance;  but  wonder  is  not  religion,  or  we  should  be  wor- 
shipping our  railroads.  What  the  physical  creation  presents  to 
us  in  itself  is  a  piece  of  machinery,  and  when  men  speak  of  a 
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Divine  Intelligence  as  its  Author,  this  god  of  theirs  is  not  the 
Living  and  True,  unless  the  spring  is  the  god  of  a  watch,  or 
steam  the  creator  of  the  engine.  Their  idol,  taken  at  advantage 
(though  it  is  not  an  idol,  for  they  do  not  worship  it),  is  the  ani- 
mating principle  of  a  vast  and  complicated  system;  it  is  sub- 
jected to  laws,  and  it  is  connatural  and  co-extensive  with 
matter.  Well  does  Lord  Brougham  call  it  "the  great  architect 
of  nature";  it  is  an  instinct,  or  a  soul  of  the  world,  or  a  vital 
power;  it  is  not  the  Almighty  God.  .  .  . 

I  consider,  then,  that  intrinsically  excellent  and  noble  as  are 
scientific  pursuits,  and  worthy  of  a  place  in  a  liberal  education, 
and  fruitful  in  temporal  benefits  to  the  community,  still  they 
are  not,  and  cannot  be,  the  instrument  of  an  ethical  training; 
that  physics  do  not  supply  the  basis,  but  only  materials,  for 
religious  sentiment;  that  knowledge  does  but  occupy,  does  not 
form,  the  mind;  that  apprehension  of  the  unseen  is  the  only 
known  principle  capable  of  subduing  moral  evil,  educating  the 
multitude,  and  organizing  society;  and  that,  whereas  man  is 
born  for  action,  action  flows  not  from  inferences,  but  from 
impressions,  —  not  from  reasonings,  but  from  Faith.  .  .  . 
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[When  it  was  proposed  by  the  Catholic  Church  to  establish  a  Univer- 
sity in  Dublin,  Newman  gave  nine  lectures  in  that  city  which  were  after- 
wards published  with  the  title  The  Idea  of  a  University.  The  following 
selections  are  from  the  sixth  and  seventh  Discourses,  called  respectively 
'" Knowledge  Viewed  in  Relation  to  Learning"  and  "  Knowledge  Viewed 
in  Relation  to  Professional  Skill."  These  two  discourses  have  taken  an 
•established  place  as  representing  the  conservative  view  of  the  nature  of  a 
*'  liberal  education."] 

IT  were  well  if  the  English,  like  the  Greek  language,  pos- 
sessed some  definite  word  to  express,  simply  and  generally, 
intellectual  proficiency  or  perfection,  such  as  "health,"  as 
used  with  reference  to  the  animal  frame,  and  "virtue,"  with 
reference  to  our  moral  nature.  I  am  not  able  to  find  such  a 
term;  —  talent,  ability,  genius,  belong  distinctly  to  the  raw 
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material,  which  is  the  subject-matter,  not  to  that  excellence 
which  is  the  result  of  exercise  and  training.  When  we  turn, 
indeed,  to  the  particular  kinds  of  intellectual  perfection,  words 
are  forthcoming  for  our  purpose,  as,  for  instance,  judgment, 
taste,  and  skill;  yet  even  these  belong,  for  the  most  part,  tc 
powers  or  habits  bearing  upon  practice  or  upon  art,  and  not  to 
any  perfect  condition  of  the  intellect,  considered  in  itself. 
Wisdom,  again,  is  certainly  a  more  comprehensive  word  than 
any  other,  but  it  has  a  direct  relation  to  conduct  and  to  human 
life.  Knowledge,  indeed,  and  Science  express  purely  intellect- 
ual ideas,  but  still  not  a  state  or  quality  of  the  intellect;  for 
knowledge,  in  its  ordinary  sense,  is  but  one  of  its  circumstances, 
denoting  a  possession  or  a  habit;  and  science  has  been  appro- 
priated to  the  subject-matter  of  the  intellect,  instead  of  be- 
longing in  English,  as  it  ought  to  do,  to  the  intellect  itself. 
The  consequence  is  that,  on  an  occasion  like  this,  many  words 
are  necessary,  in  order,  first,  to  bring  out  and  convey  what 
surely  is  no  difficult  idea  in  itself,  —  that  of  the  cultivation  of 
the  intellect  as  an  end;  next,  in  order  to  recommend  what  surely 
is  no  unreasonable  object;  and  lastly,  to  describe  and  make  the 
mind  realize  the  particular  perfection  in  which  that  object  con- 
sists. Every  one  knows  practically  what  are  the  constituents 
of  health  or  of  virtue;  and  every  one  recognizes  health  and 
virtue  as  ends  to  be  pursued;  it  is  otherwise  with  intellectual 
excellence,  and  this  must  be  my  excuse,  if  I  seem  to  any  one  to 
be  bestowing  a  good  deal  of  labour  on  a  preliminary  matter. 
In  default  of  a  recognized  term,  I  have  called  the  perfection 
or  virtue  of  the  intellect  by  the  name  of  philosophy,  philo- 
sophical knowledge,  enlargement  of  mind,  or  illumination; 
terms  which  are  not  uncommonly  given  to  it  by  writers  of  this 
day;  but,  whatever  name  we  bestow  on  it,  it  is,  I  believe,  as  a 
matter  of  history,  the  business  of  a  university  to  make  this 
intellectual  culture  its  direct  scope,  or  to  employ  itself  in  the 
education  of  the  intellect,  —  just  as  the  work  of  a  hospital  lies 
in  healing  the  sick  or  wounded,  of  a  riding  or  fencing  school, 
or  of  a  gymnasium,  in  exercising  the  limbs,  of  an  almshouse  in 
aiding  and  solacing  the  old,  of  an  orphanage  in  protecting  inno- 
cence, of  a  penitentiary  in  restoring  the  guilty.  I  say,  a  uni- 
versity, taken  in  its  bare  idea,  and  before  we  view  it  as  an 
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instrument  of  the  Church,  has  this  object  and  this  mission;  it 
contemplates  neither  moral  impression  nor  mechanical  pro- 
duction; it  professes  to  exercise  the  mind  neither  in  art  nor  in 
duty;  its  function  is  intellectual  culture;  here  it  may  leave  its 
scholars,  and  it  has  done  its  work  when  it  has  done  as  much  as 
this.  It  educates  the  intellect  to  reason  well  in  all  matters,  to 
reach  out  towards  truth,  and  to  grasp  it. 

This,  I  said  in  my  foregoing  Discourse,  was  the  object  of 
a  university,  viewed  in  itself,  and  apart  from  the  Catholic 
Church,  or  from  the  State,  or  from  any  other  power  which  may 
use  it;  and  I  illustrated  this  in  various  ways.  I  said  that  the 
intellect  must  have  an  excellence  of  its  own,  for  there  was 
nothing  which  had  not  its  specific  good;  that  the  word  "edu- 
cate" would  not  be  used  of  intellectual  culture,  as  it  is  used, 
had  not  the  intellect  had  an  end  of  its  own;  that,  had  it  not 
such  an  end,  there  would  be  no  meaning  in  calling  certain  in- 
tellectual exercises  "liberal,"  in  contrast  with  "useful,"  as  is 
commonly  done;  that  the  very  notion  of  a  philosophical  tem- 
per implied  it,  for  it  threw  us  back  upon  research  and  system 
as  ends  in  themselves,  distinct  from  effects  and  works  of  any 
kind;  that  a  philosophical  scheme  of  knowledge,  or  system  of 
sciences,  could  not,  from  the  nature  of  the  case,  issue  in  any 
one  definite  art  or  pursuit,  as  its  end;  and  that,  on  the  other 
hand,  the  discovery  and  contemplation  of  truth,  to  which  re- 
search and  systematizing  led,  were  surely  sufficient  ends, 
though  nothing  beyond  them  were  added,  and  that  they  had 
ever  been  accounted  sufficient  by  mankind. 

Here  then  I  take  up  the  subject;  and,  having  determined 
that  the  cultivation  of  the  intellect  is  an  end  distinct  and  suffi- 
cient in  itself,  and  that,  so  far  as  words  go,  it  is  an  enlargement 
or  illumination,  I  proceed  to  inquire  what  this  mental  breadth, 
or  power,  or  light,  or  philosophy  consists  in.  A  hospital  heals 
a  broken  limb  or  cures  a  fever:  what  does  an  Institution  effect, 
which  professes  the  health,  not  of  the  body,  not  of  the  soul,  but 
of  the  intellect?  What  is  this  good,  which  in  former  times,  as 
well  as  our  own,  has  been  found  worth  the  notice,  the  appro- 
oriation,  of  the  Catholic  Church? 

I  have  then  to  investigate,  in  the  Discourses  which  follow, 
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those  qualities  and  characteristics  of  the  intellect  in  which  its 
cultivation  issues  or  rather  consists;  and,  with  a  view  of  assist- 
ing myself  in  this  undertaking,  I  shall  recur  to  certain  questions 
which  have  already  been  touched  upon.  These  questions  are 
three:  viz.  the  relation  of  intellectual  culture,  first,  to  mere 
knowledge;  secondly,  to  professional  knowledge;  and  thirdly, 
to  religious  knowledge.  In  other  words,  are  acquirements  and 
attainments  the  scope  of  a  university  education?  or  expertness 
in  particular  arts  and  pursuits  ?  or  moral  and  religious  profi- 
ciency? or  something  besides  these  three?  These  questions  I 
shall  examine  in  succession,  with  the  purpose  I  have  mentioned ; 
and  I  hope  to  be  excused,  if,  in  this  anxious  undertaking,  I  am 
led  to  repeat  what,  either  in  these  Discourses  or  elsewhere,  I 
have  already  put  upon  paper.  And  first,  of  Mere  Knowledge, 
or  Learning,  and  its  connection  with  intellectual  illumination 
or  Philosophy. 

I  suppose  the  prima  facie  view  which  the  public  at  large 
would  take  of  a  university,  considering  it  as  a  place  of  educa- 
tion, is  nothing  more  or  less  than  a  place  for  acquiring  a  great 
deal  of  knowledge  on  a  great  many  subjects.  Memory  is  one 
of  the  first  developed  of  the  mental  faculties;  a  boy's  business 
when  he  goes  to  school  is  to  learn,  that  is,  to  store  up  things  in 
his  memory.  For  some  years  his  intellect  is  little  more  than  an 
instrument  for  taking  in  facts,  or  a  receptacle  for  storing  them; 
he  welcomes  them  as  fast  as  they  come  to  him ;  he  lives  on  what 
is  without;  he  has  his  eyes  ever  about  him;  he  has  a  lively  sus- 
ceptibility of  impressions;  he  imbibes  information  of  every 
kind;  and  little  does  he  make  his  own  in  a  true  sense  of  the 
word,  living  rather  upon  his  neighbours  all  around  him.  He 
has  opinions,  religious,  political,  and  literary,  and,  for  a  boy, 
is  very  positive  in  them  and  sure  about  them;  but  he  gets 
them  from  his  schoolfellows,  or  his  masters,  or  his  parents,  as 
the  case  may  be.  Such  as  he  is  in  his  other  relations,  such  also 
is  he  in  his  school  exercises;  his  mind  is  observant,  sharp,  ready, 
retentive;  he  is  almost  passive  in  the  acquisition  of  knowledge. 
I  say  this  in  no  disparagement  of  the  idea  of  a  clever  boy. 
Geography,  chronology,  history,  language,  natural  history,  he 
heaps  up  the  matter  of  these  studies  as  treasures  for  a  future 
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day.  It  is  the  seven  years  of  plenty  with  him;  he  gathers  in  by 
handfuls,  like  the  Egyptians,  without  counting;  and  though, 
as  time  goes  on,  there  is  exercise  for  his  argumentative  powers 
in  the  elements  of  mathematics,  and  for  his  taste  in  the  poets 
and  orators,  still,  while  at  school,  or  at  least  till  quite  the  last 
years  of  his  time,  he  acquires,  and  little  more;  and  when  he  is 
leaving  for  the  university,  he  is  mainly  the  creature  of  foreign 
influences  and  circumstances,  and  made  up  of  accidents,  homo- 
geneous or  not,  as  the  case  may  be.  Moreover,  the  moral  hab- 
its which  are  a  boy's  praise,  encourage  and  assist  this  result; 
that  is,  diligence,  assiduity,  regularity,  despatch,  persevering 
application;  for  these  are  the  direct  conditions  of  acquisition, 
and  naturally  lead  to  it.  Acquirements,  again,  are  emphati- 
cally producible,  and  at  a  moment;  they  are  a  something  to 
show,  both  for  master  and  scholar;  an  audience,  even  though 
ignorant  themselves  of  the  subjects  of  an  examination,  can 
comprehend  when  questions  are  answered  and  when  they  are 
not.  Here  again  is  a  reason  why  mental  culture  is  in  the  minds 
of  men  identified  with  the  acquisition  of  knowledge. 

The  same  notion  possesses  the  public  mind,  when  it  passes 
on  from  the  thought  of  a  school  to  that  of  a  university:  and 
with  the  best  of  reasons  so  far  as  this,  that  there  is  no  true  cul- 
ture without  acquirements,  and  that  philosophy  presupposes 
knowledge.  It  requires  a  great  deal  of  reading,  or  a  wide  range 
of  information,  to  warrant  us  in  putting  forth  our  opinions  on 
any  serious  subject;  and  without  such  learning  the  most  orig- 
inal mind  may  be  able  indeed  to  dazzle,  to  amuse,  to  refute, 
to  perplex,  but  not  to  come  to  any  useful  result  or  any  trust- 
worthy conclusion.  There  are  indeed  persons  who  profess  a 
different  view  of  the  matter,  and  even  act  upon  it.  Every  now 
and  then  you  will  find  a  person  of  vigorous  or  fertile  mind,  who 
relies  upon  his  own  resources,  despises  all  former  authors,  and 
gives  the  world,  with  the  utmost  fearlessness,  his  views  upon 
religion,  or  history,  or  any  other  popular  subject.  And  his  works 
may  sell  for  a  while;  he  may  get  a  name  in  his  day;  but  this  will 
be  all.  His  readers  are  sure  to  find  in  the  long  run  that  his  doc- 
trines are  mere  theories,  and  not  the  expression  of  facts,  that 
they  are  chaff  instead  of  bread,  and  then  his  popularity  drops 
as  suddenly  as  it  rose. 
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Knowledge  then  is  the  indispensable  condition  of  expansion 
of  mind,  and  the  instrument  of  attaining  to  it;  this  cannot  be 
denied,  it  is  ever  to  be  insisted  on;  I  begin  with  it  as  a  first 
principle;  however,  the  very  truth  of  it  carries  men  too  far,  and 
confirms  to  them  the  notion  that  it  is  the  whole  of  the  matter. 
A  narrow  mind  is  thought  to  be  that  which  contains  little 
knowledge;  and  an  enlarged  mind,  that  which  holds  a  great 
deal;  and  what  seems  to  put  the  matter  beyond  dispute  is  the 
fact  of  the  great  number  of  studies  which  are  pursued  in  a  uni- 
versity, by  its  very  profession.  Lectures  are  given  on  every 
kind  of  subject;  examinations  are  held;  prizes  awarded.  There 
are  moral,  metaphysical,  physical  professors;  professors  of 
languages,  of  history,  of  mathematics,  of  experimental  science. 
Lists  of  questions  are  published,  wonderful  for  their  range  and 
depth,  variety  and  difficulty;  treatises  are  written,  which  carry 
upon  their  very  face  the  evidence  of  extensive  reading  or  multi- 
farious information ;  what  then  is  wanting  for  mental  culture 
to  a  person  of  large  reading  and  scientific  attainments?  what 
is  grasp  of  mind  but  acquirement?  where  shall  philosophical 
repose  be  found,  but  in  the  consciousness  and  enjoyment  of 
large  intellectual  possessions? 

And  yet  this  notion  is,  I  conceive,  a  mistake,  and  my  present 
business  is  to  show  that  it  is  one,  and  that  the  end  of  a  liberal 
education  is  not  mere  knowledge,  or  knowledge  considered  in 
its  matter,  and  I  shall  best  attain  my  object,  by  actually  set 
ting  down  some  cases,  which  will  be  generally  granted  to  be 
instances  of  the  process  of  enlightenment  or  enlargement  of 
mind,  and  others  which  are  not,  and  thus,  by  the  comparison, 
you  will  be  able  to  judge  for  yourselves,  Gentlemen,  whether 
knowledge,  that  is,  acquirement,  is  after  all  the  real  principle 
of  the  enlargement,  or  whether  that  principle  is  not  rather 
something  beyond  it. 

For  instance,  let  a  person  whose  experience  has  hitherto  been 
confined  to  the  more  calm  and  unpretending  scenery  of  these 
islands,  whether  here  or  in  England,  go  for  the  first  time  into 
parts  where  physical  nature  puts  on  her  wilder  and  more  awful 
forms,  whether  at  home  or  abroad,  as  into  mountainous  dis- 
tricts; or  let  one  who  has  ever  lived  in  a  quiet  village  go  for  the 
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first  time  to  a  great  metropolis,  —  then  I  suppose  he  will  have 
a  sensation  which  perhaps  he  never  had  before.  He  has  a 
feeling  not  in  addition  or  increase  of  former  feelings,  but  of 
something  different  in  its  nature.  He  will  perhaps  be  borne 
forward,  and  find  for  a  time  that  he  has  lost  his  bearings.  He 
has  made  a  certain  progress,  and  he  has  a  consciousness  of 
mental  enlargement;  he  does  not  stand  where  he  did,  he  has  a 
new  centre,  and  a  range  of  thoughts  to  which  he  was  before  a 
stranger. 

Again,  the  view  of  the  heavens  which  the  telescope  opens 
upon  us,  if  allowed  to  fill  and  possess  the  mind,  may  almost 
whirl  it  round  and  make  it  dizzy.  It  brings  in  a  flood  of  ideas, 
and  is  rightly  called  an  intellectual  enlargement,  whatever  is 
meant  by  the  term. 

And  so  again,  the  sight  of  beasts  of  prey  and  other  foreign 
animals,  their  strangeness,  the  originality  (if  I  may  use  the 
term)  of  their  forms  and  gestures  and  habits  and  their  variety 
and  independence  of  each  other,  throw  us  out  of  ourselves  into 
another  creation,  and  as  if  under  another  Creator,  if  I  may  so 
express  the  temptation  which  may  come  on  the  mind.  We  seem 
to  have  new  faculties,  or  a  new  exercise  for  our  faculties,  by 
this  addition  to  our  knowledge;  like  a  prisoner,  who,  having 
been  accustomed  to  wear  manacles  or  fetters,  suddenly  finds 
his  arms  and  legs  free. 

Hence  physical  science  generally,  in  all  its  departments, 
as  bringing  before  us  the  exuberant  riches  and  resources,  yet 
the  orderly  course,  of  the  universe,  elevates  and  excites 
the  student,  and  at  first,  I  may  say,  almost  takes  away  his 
breath,  while  in  time  it  exercises  a  tranquillizing  influence 
upon  him. 

Again,  the  study  of  history  is  said  to  enlarge  and  enlighten 
the  mind,  and  why?  because,  as  I  conceive,  it  gives  it  a  power 
of  judging  of  passing  events,  and  of  all  events,  and  a  conscious 
superiority  over  them,  which  before  it  did  not  possess. 

And  in  like  manner,  what  is  called  seeing  the  world,  entering 
into  active  life,  going  into  society,  travelling,  gaining  acquain- 
tance with  the  various  classes  of  the  community,  coming  into 
contact  with  the  principles  and  modes  of  thought  of  various 
parties,  interests,  and  races,  their  views,  aims,  habits  and  man- 
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ners,  their  religious  creeds  and  forms  of  worship,  —  gaining  ex- 
perience how  various  yet  how  alike  men  are,  how  low-minded, 
how  bad,  how  opposed,  yet  how  confident  in  their  opinions; 
all  this  exerts  a  perceptible  influence  upon  the  mind,  which  it 
is  impossible  to  mistake,  be  it  good  or  be  it  bad,  and  is  popu- 
larly called  its  enlargement. 

And  then  again,  the  first  time  the  mind  comes  across  the 
arguments  and  speculations  of  unbelievers,  and  feels  what  a 
novel  light  they  cast  upon  what  he  has  hitherto  accounted 
sacred ;  and  still  more,  if  it  gives  in  to  them  and  embraces  them, 
and  throws  off  as  so  much  prejudice  what  it  has  hitherto  held, 
and,  as  if  waking  from  a  dream,  begins  to  realize  to  its  imagin- 
ation that  there  is  now  no  such  thing  as  law  and  the  transgres- 
sion of  law,  that  sin  is  a  phantom,  and  punishment  a  bugbear, 
that  it  is  free  to  sin,  free  to  enjoy  the  world  and  the  flesh;  and 
still  further,  when  it  does  enjoy  them,  and  reflects  that  it  may 
think  and  hold  just  what  it  will,  that "  the  world  is  all  before  it 
where  to  choose,"  and  what  system  to  build  up  as  its  own  pri- 
vate persuasion;  when  this  torrent  of  wilful  thoughts  rushes 
over  and  inundates  it,  who  will  deny  that  the  fruit  of  the  tree 
of  knowledge,  or  what  the  mind  takes  for  knowledge,  has  made 
it  one  of  the  gods,  with  a  sense  of  expansion  and  elevation,  - 
an  intoxication  in  reality,  still,  so  far  as  the  subjective  state  of 
the  mind  goes,  an  illumination?  Hence  the  fanaticism  of  indi- 
viduals or  nations  who  suddenly  cast  off  their  Maker.  Their 
eyes  are  opened;  and,  like  the  judgment-stricken  king  in  the 
tragedy,  they  see  two  suns,  and  a  magic  universe,  out  of  which 
they  look  back  upon  their  former  state  of  faith  and  innocence 
with  a  sort  of  contempt  and  indignation,  as  if  they  were  then 
but  fools,  and  the  dupes  of  imposture. 

On  the  other  hand,  religion  has  its  own  enlargement,  and  an 
enlargement,  not  of  tumult,  but  of  peace.  It  is  often  remarked 
of  uneducated  persons,  who  have  hitherto  thought  little  of  the 
unseen  world,  that,  on  their  turning  to  God,  looking  into  them- 
selves, regulating  their  hearts,  reforming  their  conduct,  and 
meditating  on  death  and  judgment,  heaven  and  hell,  they  seem 
to  become,  hi  point  of  intellect,  different  beings  from  what  they 
were.  Before,  they  took  things  as  they  came,  and  thought  no 
more  of  one  thing  than  another.  But  now  every  event  has  a 
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meaning;  they  have  their  own  estimate  of  whatever  happens 
to  them;  they  are  mindful  of  times  and  seasons,  and  compare 
the  present  with  the  past;  and  the  world,  no  longer  dull,  monofc 
onous,  unprofitable,  and  hopeless,  is  a  various  and  compli- 
cated drama,  with  parts  and  an  object,  and  an  awful  moral. 

Now  from  these  instances,  to  which  many  more  might  be 
added,  it  is  plain,  first,  that  the  communication  of  knowledge 
certainly  is  either  a  condition  or  the  means  of  that  sense  of  en- 
largement or  enlightenment,  of  which  at  this  day  we  hear  so 
much  in  certain  quarters :  this  cannot  be  denied ;  but  next,  it  is 
equally  plain  that  such  communication  is  not  the  whole  of  the 
process.  The  enlargement  consists,  not  merely  in  the  passive 
reception  into  the  mind  of  a  number  of  ideas  hitherto  unknown 
to  it,  but  in  the  mind's  energetic  and  simultaneous  action  upon 
and  towards  and  among  those  new  ideas  which  are  rushing  in 
upon  it.  It  is  the  action  of  a  formative  power,  reducing  to  order 
and  meaning  the  matter  of  our  requirements;  it  is  a  making  the 
objects  of  our  knowledge  subjectively  our  own,  or,  to  use  a 
familiar  word,  it  is  a  digestion  of  what  we  receive  into  the  sub- 
stance of  our  previous  state  of  thought;  and  without  this  no 
enlargement  is  said  to  follow.  There  is  no  enlargement,  unless 
there  be  a  comparison  of  ideas  one  with  another,  as  they  come 
before  the  mind,  and  a  systematizing  of  them.  We  feel  our 
minds  to  be  growing  and  expanding  then,  when  we  not  only  learn, 
but  refer  what  we  learn  to  what  we  know  already.  It  is  not  the 
mere  addition  to  our  knowledge  that  is  the  illumination;  but 
the  locomotion,  the  movement  onwards,  of  that  mental  centre, 
to  which  both  what  we  know  and  what  we  are  learning,  the 
accumulating  mass  of  our  acquirements,  gravitates.  And 
therefore  a  truly  great  intellect,  and  recognized  to  be  such  by 
the  common  opinion  of  mankind,  such  as  the  intellect  of  Aris- 
totle, or  of  St.  Thomas,1  or  of  Newton,  or  of  Goethe  (I  pur- 
posely take  instances  within  and  without  the  Catholic  pale, 
when  I  would  speak  of  the  intellect  as  such),  is  one  which 
takes  a  connected  view  of  old  and  new,  past  and  present,  far 
and  near,  and  which  has  an  insight  into  the  influence  of  all  these 
one  on  another;  without  which  there  is  no  whole,  and  no  centre, 

1  Aquinas. 
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It  possesses  the  knowledge,  not  only  of  things,  but  also  of  their 
mutual  and  true  relations;  knowledge,  not  merely  considered 
as  acquirement,  but  as  philosophy. 

Accordingly,  when  this  analytical,  distributive,  harmoniz- 
ing process  is  away,  the  mind  experiences  no  enlargement,  and 
is  not  reckoned  as  enlightened  or  comprehensive,  whatever  it 
may  add  to  its  knowledge.  For  instance,  a  great  memory,  as  I 
have  already  said,  does  not  make  a  philosopher,  any  more  than 
a  dictionary  can  be  called  a  grammar.  There  are  men  who 
embrace  in  their  minds  a  vast  multitude  of  ideas,  but  with  little 
sensibility  about  their  real  relations  towards  each  other. 
These  may  be  antiquarians,  annalists,  naturalists;  they  may 
be  learned  in  the  law;  they  may  be  versed  in  statistics;  they 
are  most  useful  in  their  own  place;  I  should  shrink  from  speak- 
ing disrespectfully  of  them;  still,  there  is  nothing  in  such  attain- 
ments to  guarantee  the  absence  of  narrowness  of  mind.  If  they 
are  nothing  more  than  well-read  men,  or  men  of  information, 
they  have  not  what  specially  deserves  the  name  of  culture  of 
mind,  or  fulfils  the  type  of  liberal  education. 

In  like  manner,  we  sometimes  fall  in  with  persons  who  have 
seen  much  of  the  world,  and  of  the  men  who,  in  their  day,  have 
played  a  conspicuous  part  in  it,  but  who  generalize  nothing, 
and  have  no  observation,  in  the  true  sense  of  the  word.  They 
abound  in  information  in  detail,  curious  and  entertaining, 
about  men  and  things;  and,  having  lived  under  the  influence  of 
no  very  clear  or  settled  principles,  religious  or  political,  they 
speak  of  every  one  and  everything  only  as  so  many  phenomena 
which  are  complete  in  themselves  and  lead  to  nothing,  not  dis- 
cussing them,  or  teaching  any  truth,  or  instructing  the  hearer, 
but  simply  talking.  No  one  would  say  that  these  persons,  well 
informed  as  they  are,  had  attained  to  any  great  culture  of 
intellect  or  to  philosophy. 

The  case  is  the  same  still  more  strikingly  where  the  persons 
in  question  are  beyond  dispute  men  of  inferior  powers  and  de- 
ficient education.  Perhaps  they  have  been  much  in  foreign 
countries,  and  they  receive,  in  a  passive,  otiose,  unfruitful  way, 
the  various  facts  which  are  forced  upon  them  there.  Seafaring 
men,  for  example,  range  from  one  end  of  the  earth  to  the 
other;  but  the  multiplicity  of  external  objects  which  they  have 
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encountered  forms  no  symmetrical  and  consistent  picture  upon 
their  imagination;  they  see  the  tapestry  of  human  life  as  it 
were  on  the  wrong  side,  and  it  tells  no  story.  They  sleep,  and 
they  rise  up,  and  they  find  themselves  now  in  Europe,  now  in 
Asia;  they  see  visions  of  great  cities  and  wild  regions;  they  are 
in  the  marts  of  commerce,  or  amid  the  islands  of  the  South; 
they  gaze  on  Pompey's  Pillar,  or  on  the  Andes;  and  nothing 
which  meets  them  carries  them  forward  or  backward,  to  any 
idea  beyond  itself.  Nothing  has  a  drift  or  relation;  nothing  has 
a  history  or  a  promise.  Everything  stands  by  itself,  and  comes 
and  goes  in  its  turn,  like  the  shifting  scenes  of  a  show,  which 
leave  the  spectator  where  he  was.  Perhaps  you  are  near  such 
a  man  on  a  particular  occasion,  and  expect  him  to  be  shocked 
or  perplexed  at  something  which  occurs;  but  one  thing  is  much 
the  same  to  him  as  another,  or,  if  he  is  perplexed,  it  is  as  not 
knowing  what  to  say,  whether  it  is  right  to  admire,  or  to  ridi- 
cule, or  to  disapprove,  while  conscious  that  some  expression  of 
opinion  is  expected  from  him ;  for  in  fact  he  has  no  standard  of 
judgment  at  all,  and  no  landmarks  to  guide  him  to  a  conclusion. 
Such  is  mere  acquisition,  and,  I  repeat,  no  one  would  dream 
of  calling  it  philosophy. 

Instances  such  as  these  confirm,  by  the  contrast,  the  conclu- 
sion I  have  already  drawn  from  those  which  preceded  them. 
That  only  is  true  enlargement  of  mind  which  is  the  power  of 
viewing  many  things  at  once  as  one  whole,  of  referring  them 
severally  to  their  true  place  in  the  universal  system,  of  under- 
standing their  respective  values,  and  determining  their  mutual 
dependence.  Thus  is  that  form  of  universal  knowledge,  of 
which  I  have  on  a  former  occasion  spoken,  set  up  in  the  indi- 
vidual intellect,  and  constitutes  its  perfection.  Possessed  of 
this  real  illumination,  the  mind  never  views  any  part  of  the 
extended  subject-matter  of  knowledge  without  recollecting 
that  it  is  but  a  part,  or  without  the  associations  which  spring 
from  this  recollection.  It  makes  everything  in  some  sort  lead 
to  everything  else;  it  would  communicate  the  image  of  the 
whole  to  every  separate  portion,  till  that  whole  becomes  in 
imagination  like  a  spirit,  everywhere  pervading  and  penetrat- 
ing its  component  parts,  and  giving  them  one  definite  meaning. 
Just  as  our  bodily  organs,  when  mentioned,  recall  their  func- 
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tion  in  the  body,  as  the  word  "creation"  suggests  the  Creator, 
and  "  subjects  "  a  sovereign,  so,  in  the  mind  of  the  philosopher, 
as  we  are  abstractedly  conceiving  of  him,  the  elements  of  the 
physical  and  moral  world,  sciences,  arts,  pursuits,  ranks,  offices, 
events,  opinions,  individualities,  are  all  viewed  as  one,  with 
correlative  functions,  and  as  gradually  by  successive  combina- 
tions converging,  one  and  all,  to  the  true  centre. 

To  have  even  a  portion  of  this  illuminative  reason  and  true 
philosophy  is  the  highest  state  to  which  nature  can  aspire,  in 
the  way  of  intellect;  it  puts  the  mind  above  the  influences  of 
chance  and  necessity,  above  anxiety,  suspense,  unsettlement, 
and  superstition,  which  is  the  lot  of  the  many.  Men  whose 
minds  are  possessed  with  some  one  object,  take  exaggerated 
views  of  its  importance,  are  feverish  in  the  pursuit  of  it,  make 
it  the  measure  of  things  which  are  utterly  foreign  to  it,  and  are 
startled  and  despond  if  it  happens  to  fail  them.  They  are  ever 
in  alarm  or  in  transport.  Those,  on  the  other  hand,  who  have 
no  object  or  principle  whatever  to  hold  by,  lose  their  way,  every 
step  they  take.  They  are  thrown  out,  and  do  not  know  what  to 
think  or  say,  at  every  fresh  juncture;  they  have  no  view  of  per- 
sons, or  occurrences,  or  facts,  which  come  suddenly  upon  them, 
and  they  hang  upon  the  opinion  of  others,  for  want  of  internal 
resources.  But  the  intellect  which  has  been  disciplined  to  the 
perfection  of  its  powers,  which  knows,  and  thinks  while  it 
knows,  which  has  learned  to  leaven  the  dense  mass  of  facts  and 
events  with  the  elastic  force  of  reason,  such  an  intellect  cannot 
be  partial,  cannot  be  exclusive,  cannot  be  impetuous,  cannot 
be  at  a  loss,  cannot  but  be  patient,  collected,  and  majestically 
calm,  because  it  discerns  the  end  in  every  beginning,  the  origin 
in  every  end,  the  law  in  every  interruption,  the  limit  in  each 
delay;  because  it  ever  knows  where  it  stands,  and  how  its  path 
lies  from  one  point  to  another.  It  is  the  rcrpdywvos  of  the 
Peripatetic,1  and  has  the  "nil  admirari"2  of  the  Stoic,  — 

Felix  qui  potuit  rerum  cognoscere  causas, 
Atque  metus  omnes,  et  inexorabile  fatum, 
Subjecit  pedibus,  strepitumque  Acherontis  a  van.8 

1  Aristotle  had  described  the  excellent  man  as  "foursquare." 
1  "Be  astonished  by  nothing." 

'  "  Happy  he  who  has  learned  the  causes  of  all  things,  and  tramples  under  his  feet  every 
'car,  inexorable  fate  itself,  and  the  roar  of  hungry  Acheron."  (Vergil,  Georgia,  Bk.  aj 
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There  are  men  who,  when  in  difficulties,  originate  at  the  mo- 
ment vast  ideas  or  dazzling  projects;  who,  under  the  influence 
of  excitement,  are  able  to  cast  a  light,  almost  as  if  from  inspir- 
ation, on  a  subject  or  course  of  action  which  comes  before 
them;  who  have  a  sudden  presence  of  mind  equal  to  any 
emergency,  rising  with  the  occasion,  and  an  undaunted  mag- 
nanimous bearing,  and  an  energy  and  keenness  which  is  but 
made  intense  by  opposition.  This  is  genius,  this  is  heroism; 
I  it  is  the  exhibition  of  a  natural  gift  which  no  culture  can  teach, 
at  which  no  Institution  can  aim;  here,  on  the  contrary,  we  are 
concerned,  not  with  mere  nature,  but  with  training  and  teach- 
ing. That  perfection  of  the  intellect  which  is  the  result  of  edu- 
cation, and  its  beau  ideal,  to  be  imparted  to  individuals  in  their 
respective  measures,  is  the  clear,  calm,  accurate  vision  and 
comprehension  of  all  things,  as  far  as  the  finite  mind  can  em- 
brace them,  each  in  its  place,  and  with  its  own  characteristics 
upon  it.  It  is  almost  prophetic  from  its  knowledge  of  history; 
it  is  almost  heart-searching  from  its  knowledge  of  human 
nature;  it  has  almost  supernatural  charity  from  its  freedom 
from  littleness  and  prejudice;  it  has  almost  the  repose  of  faith, 
because  nothing  can  startle  it;  it  has  almost  the  beauty  and 
harmony  of  heavenly  contemplation,  so  intimate  is  it  with  the 
eternal  order  of  things  and  the  music  of  the  spheres. 

And  now,  if  I  may  take  for  granted  that  the  true  and  ade- 
quate end  of  intellectual  training  and  of  a  university  is  not 
learning  or  acquirement,  but  rather,  is  thought  or  reason  exer- 
cised upon  knowledge,  or  what  may  be  called  philosophy,  I 
shall  be  in  a  position  to  explain  the  various  mistakes  which  at 
the  present  day  beset  the  subject  of  university  education. 

I  say  then,  if  we  would  improve  the  intellect,  first  of  all,  we 
must  ascend;  we  cannot  gain  real  knowledge  on  a  level;  we 
must  generalize,  we  must  reduce  to  method,  we  must  have  a 
grasp  of  principles,  and  group  and  shape  our  acquisitions  by 
means  of  them.  It  matters  not  whether  our  field  of  operation 
be  wide  or  limited;  in  every  case,  to  command  it  is  to  mount 
above  it.  Who  has  not  felt  the  irritation  of  mind  and  impatience 
created  by  a  deep,  rich  country,  visited  for  the  first  time,  with 
winding  lanes,  and  high  hedges,  and  green  steeps,  and  tangled 
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woods,  and  everything  smiling  indeed,  but  in  a  maze?  The 
same  feeling  comes  upon  us  in  a  strange  city,  when  we  have  no 
map  of  its  streets.  Hence  you  hear  of  practised  travellers,  when 
they  first  come  into  a  place,  mounting  some  high  hill  or  church 
tower,  by  way  of  reconnoitring  its  neighbourhood.  In  like 
manner,  you  must  be  above  your  knowledge,  not  under  it,  or 
it  will  oppress  you;  and  the  more  you  have  of  it,  the  greater 
will  be  the  load.  The  learning  of  a  Salmasius  or  a  Burmann,1 
unless  you  are  its  master,  will  be  your  tyrant.  "Imperat  aut 
servit"; 2  if  you  can  wield  it  with  a  strong  arm,  it  is  a  great 
weapon;  otherwise, 

Vis  consili  expers 
Mole  mit  sua.1 

.  .  .  And  in  thus  speaking,  I  am  not  denying  that  a  strong 
and  ready  memory  is  in  itself  a  real  treasure;  I  am  not  disparag- 
ing a  well-stored  mind,  though  it  be  nothing  besides,  provided 
it  be  sober,  any  more  than  I  would  despise  a  bookseller's  shop: 
—  it  is  of  great  value  to  others,  even  when  not  so  to  the  owner. 
Nor  am  I  banishing,  far  from  it,  the  possessors  of  deep  and 
multifarious  learning  from  my  ideal  university;  they  adorn  it 
in  the  eyes  of  men;  I  do  but  say  that  they  constitute  no  type 
of  the  results  at  which  it  aims;  that  it  is  no  great  gain  to  the 
intellect  to  have  enlarged  the  memory  at  the  expense  of  facul- 
ties which  are  indisputably  higher. 

Nor,  indeed,  am  I  supposing  that  there  is  any  great  danger, 
at  least  in  this  day,  of  over-education;  the  danger  is  on  the 
other  side.  I  will  tell  you,  Gentlemen,  what  has  been  the  prac- 
tical error  of  the  last  twenty  years,  —  not  to  load  the  memory 
of  the  student  with  a  mass  of  undigested  knowledge,  but  to 
force  upon  him  so  much  that  he  has  rejected  all.  It  has  been 
the  error  of  distracting  and  enfeebling  the  mind  by  an  unmean- 
ing profusion  of  subjects;  of  implying  that  a  smattering  in  a 
dozen  branches  of  study  is  not  shallowness,  which  it  really  is, 
but  enlargement,  which  it  is  not;  of  considering  an  acquaint- 

1  Philologists,  Salmasius  at   the  University  of  Ley  den  (died  1653),  Burmann  at 
Utrecht  (died  1742). 
*  It  either  commands  or  serves. 
'  Force  without  discretion  falls  by  its  own  weight.   (Horace,  Odes,  HL,  4.) 
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ance  with  the  learned  names  of  things  and  persons,  and  the 
possession  of  clever  duodecimos,  and  attendance  on  eloquent 
lecturers,  and  membership  with  scientific  institutions,  and  the 
sight  of  the  experiments  of  a  platform  and  the  specimens  of  a 
museum,  —  that  all  this  was  not  dissipation  of  mind,  but  prog- 
ress. All  things  now  are  to  be  learned  at  once,  not  first  one 
thing,  then  another,  not  one  well,  but  many  badly.  Learning 
is  to  be  without  exertion,  without  attention,  without  toil; 
without  grounding,  without  advance,  without  finishing.  There 
is  to  be  nothing  individual  in  it;  and  this,  forsooth,  is  the  won- 
der of  the  age.  What  the  steam  engine  does  with  matter,  the 
printing  press  is  to  do  with  mind;  it  is  to  act  mechanically,  and 
the  population  is  to  be  passively,  almost  unconsciously  enlight- 
ened, by  the  mere  multiplication  and  dissemination  of  volumes. 
Whether  it  be  the  school-boy,  or  the  school-girl,  or  the  youth 
at  college,  or  the  mechanic  in  the  town,  or  the  politician  in  the 
senate,  all  have  been  the  victims  in  one  way  or  other  of  this 
most  preposterous  and  pernicious  of  delusions.  Wise  men  have 
lifted  up  their  voices  in  vain;  and  at  length,  lest  their  own 
institutions  should  be  outshone  and  should  disappear  in  the 
folly  of  the  hour,  they  have  been  obliged,  as  far  as  they  could 
with  a  good  conscience,  to  humour  a"  spirit  which  they  could 
not  withstand,  and  make  temporizing  concessions  at  which 
they  could  not  but  inwardly  smile. 

It  must  not  be  supposed  that,  because  I  so  speak,  therefore 
I  have  some  sort  of  fear  of  the  education  of  the  people:  on  the 
contrary,  the  more  education  they  have,  the  better,  so  that  it 
is  really  education.  Nor  am  I  an  enemy  to  the  cheap  publica- 
tion of  scientific  and  literary  works,  which  is  now  in  vogue :  on 
the  contrary,  I  consider  it  a  great  advantage,  convenience,  and 
gain;  that  is,  to  those  to  whom  education  has  given  a  capacity 
for  using  them.  Further,  I  consider  such  innocent  recreations 
as  science  and  literature  are  able  to  furnish  will  be  a  very  fit 
occupation  of  the  thoughts  and  the  leisure  of  young  persons, 
and  may  be  made  the  means  of  keeping  them  from  bad  employ- 
ments and  bad  companions.  Moreover,  as  to  that  superficial 
acquaintance  with  chemistry,  and  geology,  and  astronomy, 
and  political  economy,  and  modern  history,  and  biography, 
and  other  branches  of  knowledge,  which  periodical  litera- 
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ture  and  occasional  lectures  and  scientific  institutions  diffuse 
through  the  community,  I  think  it  a  graceful  accomplishment, 
and  a  suitable,  nay,  in  this  day  a  necessary  accomplishment, 
in  the  case  of  educated  men.  Nor,  lastly,  am  I  disparaging  or 
discouraging  the  thorough  acquisition  of  any  one  of  these 
studies,  or  denying  that,  as  far  as  it  goes,  such  thorough 
acquisition  is  a  real  education  of  the  mind.  All  I  say  is,  call 
things  by  their  right  names,  and  do  not  confuse  together  ideas 
which  are  essentially  different.  A  thorough  knowledge  of  one 
science  and  a  superficial  acquaintance  with  many,  are  not  the 
same  thing;  a  smattering  of  a  hundred  things  or  a  memory  for 
detail,  is  not  a  philosophical  or  comprehensive  view.  Recrea- 
tions are  not  education;  accomplishments  are  not  education. 
Do  not  say,  the  people  must  be  educated,  when,  after  all,  you 
only  mean,  amused,  refreshed,  soothed,  put  into  good  spirits 
and  good  humour,  or  kept  from  vicious  excesses.  I  do  not  say 
that  such  amusements,  such  occupations  of  mind,  are  not  a 
great  gain;  but  they  are  not  education.  You  may  as  well  call 
drawing  and  fencing  education,  as  a  general  knowledge  of  bot- 
any or  conchology.  Stuffing  birds  or  playing  stringed  instru- 
ments is  an  elegant  pastime,  and  a  resource  to  the  idle,  but  it 
is  not  education;  it  does  not  form  or  cultivate  the  intellect. 
Education  is  a  high  word ;  it  is  the  preparation  for  knowledge, 
and  it  is  the  imparting  of  knowledge  in  proportion  to  that 
preparation.  We  require  intellectual  eyes  to  know  withal,  as 
bodily  eyes  for  sight.  We  need  both  objects  and  organs  intel- 
lectual; we  cannot  gain  them  without  setting  about  it;  we  can- 
not gain  them  in  our  sleep,  or  by  hap-hazard.  The  best  tele- 
scope does  not  dispense  with  eyes;  the  printing  press  or  the 
lecture  room  will  assist  us  greatly,  but  we  must  be  true  to 
ourselves,  we  must  be  parties  in  the  work.  A  university  is, 
according  to  the  usual  designation,  an  Alma  Mater,  know- 
ing her  children  one  by  one,  not  a  foundry,  or  a  mint,  or  aj 
treadmill. 

.  .  .  This  process  of  training,  by  which  the  intellect,  instead 
of  being  formed  or  sacrificed  to  some  particular  or  accidental 
purpose,  some  specific  trade  or  profession,  or  study  or  science, 
is  disciplined  for  its  own  sake,  for  the  perception  of  its  own 
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proper  object,  and  for  its  own  highest  culture,  is  called  Liberal 
Education;  and  though  there  is  no  one  in  whom  it  is  carried 
as  far  as  is  conceivable,  or  whose  intellect  would  be  a  pattern 
of  what  intellects  should  be  made,  yet  there  is  scarcely  any  one 
but  may  gain  an  idea  of  what  real  training  is,  and  at  least  look 
towards  it,  and  make  its  true  scope  and  result,  not  something 
else,  his  standard  of  excellence;  and  numbers  there  are  who 
may  submit  themselves  to  it,  and  secure  it  to  themselves  in 
good  measure.  And  to  set  forth  the  right  standard,  and  to 
train  according  to  it,  and  to  help  forward  all  students  towards 
it  according  to  their  various  capacities,  this  I  conceive  to  be 
the  business  of  a  university. 

Now  this  is  what  some  great  men  are  very  slow  to  allow; 
they  insist  that  education  should  be  confined  to  some  par- 
ticular and  narrow  end,  and  should  issue  in  some  definite  work, 
which  can  be  weighed  and  measured.  They  argue  as  if  every- 
thing, as  well  as  every  person,  had  its  price;  and  that  where 
there  has  been  a  great  outlay,  they  have  a  right  to  expect  a 
return  in  kind.  This  they  call  making  education  and  instruc- 
tion "useful,"  and  Utility  becomes  their  watchword.  With  a 
fundamental  principle  of  this  nature,  they  very  naturally  go  on 
to  ask,  what  there  is  to  show  for  the  expense  of  a  university; 
what  is  the  real  worth  in  the  market  of  the  article  called  "a 
liberal  education,"  on  the  supposition  that  it  does  not  teach  us 
definitely  how  to  advance  our  manufactures,  or  to  improve  our 
lands,  or  to  better  our  civil  economy;  or  again,  if  it  does  not  at 
once  make  this  man  a  lawyer,  that  an  engineer,  and  that  a  sur- 
geon ;  or  at  least  if  it  does  not  lead  to  discoveries  in  chemistry, 
astronomy,  geology,  magnetism,  and  science  of  every  kind.  .  .  . 

You  will  see  what  I  mean  by  the  parallel  of  bodily  health. 
Health  is  a  good  in  itself,  though  nothing  came  of  it,  and  is 
especially  worth  seeking  and  cherishing;  yet,  after  all,  the  bless- 
ings which  attend  its  presence  are  so  great,  while  they  are 
so  close  to  it  and  so  redound  back  upon  it  and  encircle  it,  that 
we  never  think  of  it  except  as  useful  as  well  as  good,  and  praise 
and  prize  it  for  what  it  does,  as  well  as  for  what  it  is,  though  at 
the  same  time  we  cannot  point  out  any  definite  and  distinct 
work  or  production  which  it  can  be  said  to  effect.  And  so  as  re- 
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gards  intellectual  culture,  I  am  far  from  denying  utility  in  this 
large  sense  as  the  end  of  education,  when  I  lay  it  down,  that 
the  culture  of  the  intellect  is  a  good  in  itself  and  its  own  end; 
I  do  not  exclude  from  the  idea  of  intellectual  culture  what  it 
cannot  but  be,  from  the  very  nature  of  things;  I  only  deny  that 
we  must  be  able  to  point  out,  before  we  have  any  right  to  call 
it  useful,  some  art,  or  business,  or  profession,  or  trade,  or  work, 
as  resulting  from  it,  and  as  its  real  and  complete  end.  The  par- 
allel is  exact:  As  the  body  may  be  sacrificed  to  some  manual  ot 
other  toil,  whether  moderate  or  oppressive,  so  may  the  intel- 
lect be  devoted  to  some  specific  profession ;  and  I  do  not  call 
this  the  culture  of  the  intellect.  Again,  as  some  member  or  organ 
of  the  body  may  be  so  inordinately  used  and  developed,  so  may 
memory,  or  imagination,  or  the  reasoning  faculty;  and  this 
again  is  not  intellectual  culture.  On  the  other  hand,  as  the 
body  may  be  tended,  cherished,  and  exercised  with  a  simple 
view  to  its  general  health,  so  may  the  intellect  also  be  gener- 
ally exercised  in  order  to  its  perfect  state;  and  this  is  its  culti- 
vation. 

Again,  as  health  ought  to  precede  labour  of  the  body,  and  as 
a  man  in  health  can  do  what  an  unhealthy  man  cannot  do,  and 
as  of  this  health  the  properties  are  strength,  energy,  agility, 
graceful  carriage  and  action,  manual  dexterity,  and  endurance 
of  fatigue,  so  in  like  manner  general  culture  of  mind  is  the  best 
aid  to  professional  and  scientific  study,  and  educated  men  can 
do  what  illiterate  cannot;  and  the  man  who  has  learned  to  think 
and  to  reason  and  to  compare  and  to  discriminate  and  to  ana- 
lyze, who  has  refined  his  taste,  and  formed  his  judgment,  and 
sharpened  his  mental  vision,  will  not  indeed  at  once  be  a  law- 
yer, or  a  pleader,  or  an  orator,  or  a  statesman,  or  a  physician, 
or  a  good  landlord,  or  a  man  of  business,  or  a  soldier,  or  an 
engineer,  or  chemist,  or  a  geologist,  or  an  antiquarian,  but  he 
will  be  placed  in  that  state  of  intellect  in  which  he  can  take  up 
any  one  of  the  sciences  or  callings  I  have  referred  to,  or  any 
other  for  which  he  has  a  taste  or  special  talent,  with  an  ease, 
a  grace,  a  versatility,  and  a  success,  to  which  another  is  a 
stranger.  In  this  sense  then,  and  as  yet  I  have  said  but  a  very 
few  words  on  a  large  subject,  mental  culture  is  emphatically 
useful. 
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If  then  I  am  arguing,  and  shall  argue,  against  professional 
or  scientific  knowledge  as  the  sufficient  end  of  a  university 
education,  let  me  not  be  supposed,  Gentlemen,  to  be  disre- 
spectful towards  particular  studies,  or  arts,  or  vocations,  and 
those  who  are  engaged  in  them.  In  saying  that  law  or  medicine 
is  not  the  end  of  a  university  course,  I  do  not  mean  to  imply 
that  the  university  does  not  teach  law  or  medicine.  What  in- 
deed can  it  teach  at  all,  if  it  does  not  teach  something  particular? 
i  It  teaches  all  knowledge  by  teaching  all  branches  of  knowledge, 
!  and  in  no  other  way.  I  do  but  say  that  there  will  be  this  dis- 
tinction as  regards  a  Professor  of  Law,  or  of  Medicine,  or  of 
Geology,  or  of  Political  Economy,  in  a  university  and  out  of  it, 
that  out  of  a  university  he  is  in  danger  of  being  absorbed  and 
narrowed  by  his  pursuit,  and  of  giving  lectures  which  are  the 
lectures  of  nothing  more  than  a  lawyer,  physician,  geologist,  or 
political  economist;  whereas  in  a  university  he  will  just  know 
where  he  and  his  science  stand,  —  he  has  come  to  it,  as  it  were, 
from  a  height,  he  has  taken  a  survey  of  all  knowledge,  he  is  kept 
from  extravagance  by  the  very  rivalry  of  other  studies,  he  has 
gained  from  them  a  special  illumination  and  largeness  of  mind 
and  freedom  and  self-possession,  and  he  treats  his  own,  in  con- 
sequence, with  a  philosophy  and  a  resource  which  belongs  not 
to  the  study  itself  but  to  his  liberal  education. 

This,  then,  is  how  I  should  solve  the  fallacy,  for  so  I  must 
call  it,  by  which  Locke  and  his  disciples  would  frighten  us  from 
cultivating  the  intellect,  under  the  notion  that  no  education  is 
useful  which  does  not  teach  us  some  temporal  calling,  or  some 
mechanical  art,  or  some  physical  secret.  I  say  that  a  cultivated 
;  intellect,  because  it  is  a  good  in  itself,  brings  with  it  a  power  and 
j  a  grace  to  every  work  and  occupation  which  it  undertakes,  and 
enables  us  to  be  more  useful,  and  to  a  greater  number.  There  is 
a  duty  we  owe  to  human  society  as  such,  to  the  state  to  which 
we  belong,  to  the  sphere  in  which  we  move,  to  the  individuals 
towards  whom  we  are  variously  related,  and  whom  we  suc- 
cessively encounter  in  life;  and  that  philosophical  or  liberal 
education,  as  I  have  called  it,  which  is  the  proper  function  of  a 
university,  if  it  refuses  the  foremost  place  to  professional  inter- 
ests, does  but  postpone  them  to  the  formation  of  the  citizen, 
and,  while  it  subserves  the  larger  interests  of  philanthropy, 
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prepares  also  for  the  successful  prosecution  of  those  merely  per- 
sonal objects  which  at  first  sight  it  seems  to»disparage.  .  .  . 

To-day  I  have  confined  myself  to  saying  that  that  training 
of  the  intellect  which  is  best  for  the  individual  himself,  best  en- 
ables him  to  discharge  his  duties  to  society.  The  philosopher, 
indeed,  and  the  man  of  the  world  differ  in  their  very  notion,  but 
the  methods  by  which  they  are  respectively  formed  are  pretty 
much  the  same.  The  philosopher  has  the  same  command  of 
matters  of  thought,  which  the  true  citizen  and  gentleman  has  of 
matters  of  business  and  conduct.  If  then  a  practical  end  must 
be  assigned  to  a  university  course,  I  say  it  is  that  of  training 
good  members  of  society.  Its  art  is  the  art  of  social  life,  and  its 
end  is  «fitness  for  the  world.  It  neither  confines  its  views  to 
particular  professions  on  the  one  hand,  nor  creates  heroes  or 
inspires  genius  on  the  other.  Works,  indeed,  of  genius  fall  un- 
der no  art;  heroic  minds  come  under  no  rule;  a  university  is 
not  a  birthplace  of  poets  or  of  immortal  authors,  of  founders 
of  schools,  leaders  of  colonies,  or  conquerors  of  nations.  It  does 
not  promise  a  generation  of  Aristotles  or  Newtons,  of  Napo- 
leons or  Washingtons,  of  Raphaels  or  Shakespeares,  though 
such  miracles  of  nature  it  has  before  now  contained  within  its 
precincts.  Nor  is  it  content  on  the  other  hand  with  forming 
the  critic  or  the  experimentalist,  the  economist  or  the  engineer, 
though  such  too  it  includes  within  its  scope.  But  a  university 
training  is  the  great  ordinary  means  to  a  great  but  ordinary 
end;  it  aims  at  raising  the  intellectual  tone  of  society,  at 
cultivating  the  public  mind,  at  purifying  the  national  taste, 
at  supplying  true  principles  to  popular  enthusiasm  and  fixed 
aims  to  popular  aspiration,  at  giving  enlargement  and  sobriety 
to  the  ideas  of  the  age,  at  facilitating  the  exercise  of  political 
power,  and  refining  the  intercourse  of  private  life.  It  is  the 
education  which  gives  a  man  a  clear  conscious  view  of  his  own 
opinions  and  judgments,  a  truth  in  developing  them,  an  elo- 
quence in  expressing  them,  and  a  force  in!  urging  them.  It 
teaches  him  to  see  things  as  they  are,  to  go  right  to  the  point, 
to  disentangle  a  skein  of  thought,  to  detect  what  is  sophistical, 
and  to  discard  what  is  irrelevant.  It  prepares  him  to  fill  any 
post  with  credit,  and  to  master  any  subject  with  facility.  It 
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shows  him  how  to  accommodate  himself  to  others,  how  to 
throw  himself  into  their  state  of  mind,  how  to  bring  before 
them  his  own,  how  to  influence  them,  how  to  come  to  an  under- 
standing with  them,  how  to  bear  with  them.  He  is  at  home  in 
any  society,  he  has  common  ground  with  every  class;  he  knows 
when  to  speak  and  when  to  be  silent;  he  is  able  to  converse,  he 
is  able  to  listen;  he  can  ask  a  question  pertinently,  and  gain  a 
lesson  seasonably,  when  he  has  nothing  to  impart  himself;  he 
is  ever  ready,  yet  never  in  the  way;  he  is  a  pleasant  companion, 
pd  a  comrade  you  can  depend  upon;  he  knows  when  to  be  seri- 
nis  and  when  to  trifle,  and  he  has  a  sure  tact  which  enables  him 
IQ  trifle  with  gracefulness  and  to  be  serious  with  effect.  He 
has  the  repose  of  a  mind  which  lives  in  itself,  while  it  lives  in 
the  world,  and  which  has  resources  for  its  happiness  at  home 
when  it  cannot  go  abroad.  He  has  a  gift  which  serves  him  in 
public,  and  supports  him  in  retirement,  without  which  good 
fortune  is  but  vulgar,  and  with  which  failure  and  disappoint- 
ment have  a  charm.1  The  'art  which  tends  to  make  a  man  all 

1  With  this  description  of  the  educated  man  it  may  be  well  to  compare  Newman's 
equally  famous  description  of  the  gentleman,  —  that  is,  the  finest  product  of  a  purely 
secular  civilization,  —  from  the  lecture  on  "Knowledge  and  Religious  Duty":  — 

"  It  is  almost  a  definition  of  a  gentleman  to  say  that  he  is  one  who  never  inflicts  pain. 
This  description  is  both  refined  and,  as  far  as  it  goes,  accurate.  He  is  mainly  occupied 
in  merely  removing  the  obstacles  which  hinder  the  free  and  unembarrassed  action  of  those 
about  him,  and  he  concurs  with  their  movements  rather  than  takes  the  initiative  himself. 
His  benefits  may  be  considered  as  parallel  to  what  are  called  comforts  or  conveniences  in 
arrangements  of  a  personal  nature:  like  an  easy  chair  or  a  good  fire,  which  do  their  part  in 
dispelling  cold  and  fatigue,  though  nature  provides  both  means  of  rest  and  animal  heat 
without  them.  The  true  gentleman  in  like  manner  carefully  avoids  whatever  may  cause 
a  jar  or  a  jolt  in  the  minds  of  those  with  whom  he  is  cast;  —  all  clashing  of  opinion,  or 
collision  of  feeling,  all  restraint,  or  suspicion,  or  gloom,  or  resentment;  his  great  concern 
being  to  make  every  one  at  their  ease  and  at  home.  He  has  his  eyes  on  all  his  company; 
he  is  tender  towards  the  bashful,  gentle  towards  the  distant,  and  merciful  towards  the 
absurd;  he  can  recollect  to  whom  he  is  speaking;  he  guards  against  unseasonable  allusions, 
or  topics  which  may  irritate;  he  is  seldom  prominent  in  conversation,  and  never  weari- 
some. He  makes  light  of  favours  while  he  does  them,  and  seems  to  be  receiving  when  he 
is  conferring.  He  never  speaks  of  himself  except  when  compelled,  never  defends  himself 
by  a  mere  retort,  he  has  no  ears  for  slander  or  gossip,  is  scrupulous  in  imputing  motives 
to  those  who  interfere  with  him,  and  interprets  everything  for  the  best.  He  is  never  mean 
or  little  in  his  disputes,  never  takes  unfair  advantage,  never  mistakes  personalities  or 
sharp  sayings  for  arguments,  or  insinuates  evil  which  he  dare  not  say  out.  From  a  long- 
sighted prudence,  he  observes  the  maxim  of  the  ancient  sage,  that  we  should  ever  conduct 
ourselves  towards  our  enemy  as  if  he  were  one  day  to  be  our  friend.  He  has  too  much 
good  sense  to  be  affronted  at  insults,  he  is  too  well  employed  to  remember  injuries,  and 
too  indolent  to  bear  malice.  He  is  patient,  forbearing,  and  resigned,  on  philosophical 
principles;  he  submits  to  pain  because  it  is  inevitable,  to  bereavement  because  it  is  irre- 
parable, and  to  death  because  it  is  his  destiny.  If  he  engages  in  controversy  of  any  kind, 
his  disciplined  intellect  preserves  him  from  the  blundering  discourtesy  of  better,  perhaps, 
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this,  is,  in  the  object  which  it  pursues,  as  useful  as  the  art  of 
wealth  or  the  art  of  health,  though  it  is  less  susceptible  of 
method,  and  less  tangible,  less  certain,  less  complete  in  its 
result. 
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{From  a  lecture  given  at  Dublin,  when  Newman  was  Rector  of  the 
Catholic  University  of  Ireland,  before  the  School  of  Philosophy  and 
Letters,  November,  1858,  and  published  in  a  volume  called  University 
Subjects.  (These  lectures  were  subsequently  included  in  the  volume 
called  The  Idea  of  a  University.)] 

'  ...  IN  the  first  place,  I  observe,  Gentlemen,  that  Literature, 
from  the  derivation  of  the  word,  implies  writing,  not  speaking; 
this,  however,  arises  from  the  circumstance  of  the  copiousness, 
variety,  and  public  circulation  of  the  matters  of  which  it  con- 
sists. What  is  spoken  cannot  outrun  the  range  of  the  speaker's 
voice,  and  perishes  in  the  uttering.  When  words  are  in  demand 
to  express  a  long  course  of  thought,  when  they  have  to  be  con- 
veyed to  the  ends  of  the  earth,  or  perpetuated  for  the  benefit 
of  posterity,  they  must  be  written  down,  that  is,  reduced  to 
the  shape  of  literature;  still,  properly  speaking,  the  terms  by 
which  we  denote  this  characteristic  gift  of  man  belong  to  its 
exhibition  by  means  of  the  voice,  not  of  handwriting.  It  ad- 
dresses itself,  in  its  primary  idea,  to  the  ear,  not  to  the  eye. 
We  call  it  the  power  of  speech,  we  call  it  language,  that  is,  the 
use  of  the  tongue;  and,  even  when  we  write,  we  still  keep  in 

but  less  educated  minds,  who,  like  blunt  weapons,  tear  and  hack  instead  of  cutting  dean, 
who  mistake  the  point  in  argument,  waste  their  strength  on  trifles,  misconceive  their  ad- 
versary, and  leave  the  question  more  involved  than  they  find  it.  He  may  be  right  or 
wrong  in  his  opinion,  but  he  is  too  clear-headed  to  be  unjust;  he  is  as  simple  as  he  is 
forcible,  and  as  brief  as  he  is  decisive.  Nowhere  shall  we  find  greater  candour,  considera- 
tion, indulgence:  he  throws  himself  into  the  minds  of  Ms  opponents,  he  accounts  for  their 
mistakes.  He  knows  the  weakness  of  human  reason  as  well  as  its  strength,  its  province 
and  its  limits.  If  he  be  an  unbeliever,  he  will  be  too  profound  and  large-minded  to  ridicule 
religion  or  to  act  against  it;  he  is  too  wise  to  be  a  dogmatist  or  fanatic  in  his  infidelity. 
He  respects  piety  and  devotion;  he  even  supports  institutions  as  venerable,  beautiful, 
or  useful,  to  which  he  does  not  assent;  he  honours  the  ministers  of  religion,  and  it  contents 
him  to  decline  its  mysteries  without  assailing  or  denouncing  them.  He  is  a  friend  of  reli- 
gious toleration,  and  that  not  only  because  his  philosophy  has  taught  him  to  look  on  all 
forms  of  faith  with  an  impartial  eye,  but  also  from  the  gentleness  and  effeminacy  of  feel* 
ing  which  is  the  attendant  on  civilization." 
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mind  what  was  its  original  instrument,  for  we  use  freely 
such  terms  in  our  books  as  " saying,"  "speaking,"  "telling," 
"talking,"  "calling";  we  use  the  terms  "phraseology"  and 
" diction";  as  if  we  were  still  addressing  ourselves  to  the 
ear. 

Now  I  insist  on  this,  because  it  shows  that  speech,  and 
therefore  literature,  which  is  its  permanent  record,  is  essen- 
tially a  personal  work.  It  is  not  some  production  or  result, 
attained  by  the  partnership  of  several  persons,  or  by  machin- 
ery, or  by  any  natural  process,  but  in  its  very  idea  it  proceeds, 
and  must  proceed,  from  some  one  given  individual.  Two  per- 
sons cannot  be  the  authors  of  the  sounds  which  strike  our  ear; 
and,  as  they  cannot  be  speaking  one  and  the  same  speech 
neither  can  they  be  writing  one  and  the  same  lecture  or  dis- 
course, —  which  must  certainly  belong  to  some  one  person  or 
other,  and  is  the  expression  of  that  one  person's  ideas  and  feel- 
ings, —  ideas  and  feelings  personal  to  himself,  though  others 
may  have  parallel  and  similar  ones,  —  proper  to  himself,  in  the 
same  sense  as  his  voice,  his  air,  his  countenance,  his  carriage, 
and  his  action,  are  personal.  In  other  words,  literature  ex- 
presses, not  objective  truth,  as  it  is  called,  but  subjective;  not 
things,  but  thoughts. 

Now  this  doctrine  will  become  clearer  by  considering  an- 
other  use  of  words,  which  does  relate  to  objective  truth,  or  to 
things;  which  relates  to  matters,  not  personal,  not  subjective 
to  the  individual,  but  which,  even  were  there  no  individual 
man  in  the  whole  world  to  know  them  or  to  talk  about  them, 
would  exist  still.  Such  objects  become  the  matter  of  science, 
and  words  indeed  are  used  to  express  them,  but  such  words 
are  rather  symbols  than  language,  and  however  many  we  use, 
and  however  we  may  perpetuate  them  by  writing,  we  never 
could  make  any  kind  of  literature  out  of  them,  or  call  them  by 
that  name.  Such,  for  instance,  would  be  Euclid's  Elements;  1 
they  relate  to  truths  universal  and  eternal;  they  are  not  mere 
thoughts,  but  things:  they  exist  in  themselves,  not  by  virtue 
of  our  understanding  them,  not  in  dependence  upon  our  will, 
but  in  what  is  called  the  nature  of  things,  or  at  least  on  condi- 
tions external  to  us.  The  words,  then,  in  which  they  are  set 

1  Of  geometry. 
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forth  are  not  language,  speech,  literature,  but  rather,  as  I  have 
said,  symbols.  And,  as  a  proof  of  it,  you  will  recollect  that  it  is 
possible,  nay  usual,  to  set  forth  the  propositions  of  Euclid  ir 
algebraical  notation,  which,  as  all  would  admit,  has  nothing 
to  do  with  literature.  What  is  true  of  mathematics  is  true  also 
of  every  study,  so  far  forth  as  it  is  scientific;  it  makes  use  oi 
words  as  the  mere  vehicle  of  things,  and  is  thereby  withdrawn 
from  the  province  of  literature.  Thus  metaphysics,  ethics,  law, 
political  economy,  chemistry,  theology,  cease  to  be  literature 
in  the  same  degree  as  they  are  capable  of  a  severe  scientific 
treatment.  And  hence  it  is  that  Aristotle's  works  on  the  one 
hand,  though  at  first  sight  literature,  approach  in  character, 
at  least  a  great  number  of  them,  to  mere  science;  for  even 
though  the  things  which  he  treats  of  and  exhibits  may  not 
always  be  real  and  true,  yet  he  treats  them  as  if  they  were,  not 
as  if  they  were  the  thoughts  of  his  own  mind;  that  is,  he  treats 
them  scientifically.  On  the  other  hand,  law  or  natural  history 
has  before  now  been  treated  by  an  author  with  so  much  of 
colouring  derived  from  his  own  mind  as  to  become  a  sort  of 
literature;  this  is  especially  seen  in  the  instance  of  theology, 
when  it  takes  the  shape  of  pulpit  eloquence.  It  is  seen  too  in 
historical  composition,  which  becomes  a  mere  specimen  of 
chronology,  or  a  chronicle,  when  divested  of  the  philosophy, 
the  skill,  or  the  party  and  personal  feelings  of  the  particular 
writer.  Science,  then,  has  to  do  with  things,  literature  with 
thoughts;  science  is  universal,  literature  is  personal;  science 
uses  words  merely  as  symbols,  but  literature  uses  language  in 
its  full  compass,  as  including  phraseology,  idiom,  style,  com- 
position, rhythm,  eloquence,  and  whatever  other  properties 
are  included  in  it. 

Let  us  then  put  aside  the  scientific  use  of  words,  when  we  are 
to  speak  of  language  and  literature.  Literature  is  the  personal 
use  or  exercise  of  language.  That  this  is  so  is  further  proved 
from  the  fact  that  one  author  uses  it  so  differently  from  an- 
other. Language  itself  in  its  very  origination  would  seem  to  be 
traceable  to  individuals.  Their  peculiarities  have  given  it  its 
character.  We  are  often  able  in  fact  to  trace  particular  phrases 
or  idioms  to  individuals;  we  know  the  history  of  their  rise. 
Slang  surely,  as  it  is  called,  comes  of,  and  breathes  of  the  per- 
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sonal.  The  connection  between  the  force  of  words  in  particular 
languages  and  the  habits  and  sentiments  of  the  nations  speak- 
ing them  has  often  been  pointed  out.  And,  while  the  many  use 
language  as  they  find  it,  the  man  of  genius  uses  it  indeed,  but 
subjects  it  withal  to  his  own  purposes,  and  moulds  it  according 
to  his  own  peculiarities.  The  throng  and  succession  of  ideas, 
thoughts,  feelings,  imaginations,  aspirations,  which  pass  within 
him,  the  abstractions,  the  juxtapositions,  the  comparisons,  the 
discriminations,  the  conceptions,  which  are  so  original  in  him, 
his  views  of  external  things,  his  judgments  upon  life,  manners, 
and  history,  the  exercises  of  his  wit,  of  his  humour,  of  his 
depth,  of  his  sagacity,  all  these  innumerable  and  incessant 
creations,  the  very  pulsation  and  throbbing  of  his  intellect, 
does  he  image  forth,  to  all  does  he  give  utterance,  in  a  corre- 
sponding language,  which  is  as  multiform  as  this  inward  men- 
tal action  itself  and  analogous  to  it,  the  faithful  expression  of 
his  intense  personality,  attending  on  his  own  inward  world  of 
thought  as  its  very  shadow :  so  that  we  might  as  well  say  that 
one  man's  shadow  is  another's  as  that  the  style  of  a  really 
gifted  mind  can  belong  to  any  but  himself.  It  follows  him 
about  as  a  shadow.  His  thought  and  feeling  are  personal,  and 
so  his  language  is  personal. 

Thought  and  speech  are  inseparable  from  each  other.  Matter 
and  expression  are  parts  of  one;  style  is  a  thinking  out  into 
language.  This  is  what  I  have  been  laying  down,  and  this  is 
literature :  not  things,  not  the  verbal  symbols  of  things ;  not  on 
the  other  hand  mere  words,  but  thoughts  expressed  in  language. 
Call  to  mind,  Gentlemen,  the  meaning  of  the  Greek  word  which 
expresses  this  special  prerogative  of  man  over  the  feeble  intelli- 
gence of  the  inferior  animals.  It  is  called  Logos:  what  does 
Logos  mean?  it  stands  both  for  reason  and  for  speech,  and  it  is 
difficult  to  say  which  it  means  more  properly.  It  means  both 
at  once:  why?  because  really  they  cannot  be  divided, —  be- 
cause they  are  in  a  true  sense  one.  When  we  can  separate  light 
and  illumination,  life  and  motion,  the  convex  and  the  concave 
of  a  curve,  then  will  it  be  possible  for  thought  to  tread  speech 
under  foot,  and  to  hope  to  do  without  it  —  then  will  it  be 
conceivable  that  the  vigorous  and  fertile  intellect  should  re- 
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nounce  its  own  double,  its  instrument  of  expression,  and  the 
channel  of  its  speculations  and  emotions.  .  .  . 

Reverting,  then,  to  my  original  question,  what  is  the  mean* 
ing  of  Letters,  as  contained,  Gentlemen,  in  the  designation  oi 
your  Faculty,  I  have  answered,  that  by  Letters  or  Literature 
is  meant  the  expression  of  thought  in  language,  where  by 
"thought"  I  mean  the  ideas,  feelings,  views,  reasonings,  and 
other  operations  of  the  human  mind.  And  the  art  of  letters  is 
the  method  by  which  a  speaker  or  writer  brings  out  in  words, 
worthy  of  his  subject,  and  sufficient  for  his  audience  or  readers, 
the  thoughts  which  impress  him.  Literature,  then,  is  of  a  per- 
sonal character;  it  consists  in  the  enunciations  and  teachings 
of  those  who  have  a  right  to  speak  as  representatives  of  their  I 
kind,  and  in  whose  words  their  brethren  find  an  interpretation 
of  their  own  sentiments,  a  record  of  their  own  experience,  and 
a  suggestion  for  their  own  judgments.  Ajpreat  author,  Gentle- 
men, is  not  one  who  merely  has  a  copia  verboriim,1  whether  in 
prose  or  verse,  and  can,  as  it  were,  turn  on  at  his  will  any 
number  of  splendid  phrases  and  swelling  sentences;  but  he  is 
one  who  has  something  to  say  and  knows  how  to  say  it.  I  do 
not  claim  for  him,  as  such,  any  great  depth  of  thought,  or 
breadth  of  view,  or  philosophy,  or  sagacity,  or  knowledge  of 
human  nature,  or  experience  of  human  life,  though  these  ad- 
ditional gifts  he  may  have,  and  the  more  he  has  of  them  the 
greater  he  is;  but  I  ascribe  to  him,  as  his  characteristic  gift,  in 
a  large  sense  the  faculty  of  expression.  He  is  master  of  the  two- 
fold Logos,  the  thought  and  the  word,  distinct,  but  inseparable 
from  each  other.  He  may,  if  so  be,  elaborate  his  compositions, 
or  he  may  pour  out  his  improvisations,  but  in  either  case  he 
has  but  one  aim,  which  he  keeps  steadily  before  him,  and  is 
conscientious  and  single-minded  in  fulfilling.  That  aim  is  to 
give  forth  what  he  has  within  him;  and  from  his  very  earnest- 
ness it  comes  to  pass  that,  whatever  be  the  splendour  of  his 
diction  or  the  harmony  of  his  periods,  he  has  with  him  the 
charm  of  an  incommunicable  siimolicity.  Whatever  be  his  sub- 
ject, high  or  low,  he  treats  it  suitably  and  for  its  own  sake. 
If  he  is  a  poet,  "nil  molitur  inepte"*  If  he  is  an  orator,  then 

1  Abundant  supply  of  words. 

*  "He  attempts  nothing  foolishly."   (Horace,  Ars  Poeiica.) 
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too  he  speaks,  not  only  "distincte"  and  "splendide,"  but  also 
"apte."1  His  page  is  the  lucid  mirror  of  his  mind  and  life  - 

Quo  fit,  ut  omnis 

Votiva  pateat  veluti  descripta  tabella 
Vita  senis.2 

He  writes  passionately,  because  he  feels  keenly;  forcibly 
because  he  conceives  vividly;  he  sees  too  clearly  to  be  vague; 
he  is  too  serious  to  be  otiose;  he  can  analyze  his  subject,  and 
therefore  he  is  rich;  he  embraces  it  as  a  whole  and  in  its  parts, 
and  therefore  he  is  consistent;  he  has  a  firm  hold  of  it,  and 
therefore  he  is  luminous.  When  his  imagination  wells  up,  it; 
overflows  in  ornament;  when  his  heart  is  touched,  it  thrills 
along  his  verse.  He  always  has  the  right  word  for  the  right  idea, 
and  never  a  word  too  much.  If  he  is  brief,  it  is  because  few 
words  suffice;  when  he  is  lavish  of  them,  still  each  word  has  its 
mark,  and  aids,  not  embarrasses,  the  vigorous  march  of  his 
elocution.  He  expresses  what  all  feel,  but  all  cannot  say;  and 
his  sayings  pass  into  proverbs  among  his  people,  and  his 
phrases  become  household  words  and  idioms  of  their  daily 
speech,  which  is  tesselated  with  the  rich  fragments  of  his 
language,  as  we  see  in  foreign  lands  the  marbles  of  Roman 
grandeur  worked  into  the  walls  and  pavements  of  modern 
palaces. 

Such  preeminently  is  Shakespeare  among  ourselves;  such 
preeminently  Virgil  among  the  Latins ;  such  in  their  degree 
are  all  those  writers  who  in  every  nation  go  by  the  name  of 
Classics.  To  particular  nations  they  are  necessarily  attached 
from  the  circumstance  of  the  variety  of  tongues,  and  the  peculi- 
arities of  each;  but  so  far  they  have  a  catholic  and  ecumenical 
character,  that  what  they  express  is  common  to  the  whole  race 
of  man,  and  they  alone  are  able  to  express  it. 

If  then  the  power  of  speech  is  a  gift  as  great  as  any  that  can 
be  named,  —  if  the  origin  of  language  is  by  many  philosophers 
even  considered  to  be  nothing  short  of  divine,  —  if  by  means 
of  words  the  secrets  of  the  heart  are  brought  to  light,  pain  of 

1  Fittingly. 

2  "Whence  it  happens  that  the  whole  life  of  the  old  man  lies  open  to  view  as  if  drawn 
on  a  votive  tablet."    (Horace,  Satires,  II,  i.) 
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soul  is  relieved,  hidden  grief  is  carried  off,  sympathy  conveyed, 
counsel  imparted,  experience  recorded,  and  wisdom  perpetu- 
ated, —  if  by  great  authors  the  many  are  drawn  up  into  unity, 
national  character  is  fixed,  a  people  speaks,  the  past  and  the 
future,  the  East  and  the  West  are  brought  into  communication 
with  each  other,  —  if  such  men  are,  in  a  word,  the  spokesmen 
and  prophets  of  the  human  family,  —  it  will  not  answer  to 
make  light  of  literature  or  to  neglect  its  study;  rather  we  may 
be  sure  that,  in  proportion  as  we  master  it  in  whatever  lan- 
guage, and  imbibe  its  spirit,  we  shall  ourselves  become  in  our 
own  measure  the  ministers  of  like  benefits  to  others,  be  they 
many  or  few,  be  they  in  the  obscurer  or  the  more  distinguished 
walks  of  life,  —  who  are  united  to  us  by  social  ties,  and  are 
within  the  sphere  of  our  personal  influence. 


THE  INFALLIBLE  CHURCH 
1864 

[The  title  is  not  Newman's;  the  selection  is  from  the  last  chapter  of  his 
Apologia  pro  Vita  Sua,  called  "Position  of  my  Mind  since  1845."  This 
"  Defence  of  his  Own  Life,"  Newman's  spiritual  autobiography,  was  writ- 
ten in  reply  to  articles  by  Charles  Kingsley,  reflecting  on  the  sincerity  of 
Roman  Catholic  theologians;  the  writer  undertakes  to  show  how  the 
doctrines  of  his  Church  are  held  by  him  in  sincere  consistency  with  his 
powers  of  reason.] 

STARTING,  then,  with  the  being  of  a  God  (which,  as  I  have 
said,  is  as  certain  to  me  as  the  certainty  of  my  own  existence, 
though  when  I  try  to  put  the  grounds  of  that  certainty  into 
logical  shape  I  find  a  difficulty  in  doing  so  in  mood  and  figure 
to  my  satisfaction),  I  look  out  of  myself  into  the  world  of  men, 
and  there  I  see  a  sight  which  fills  me  with  unspeakable  distress. 
The  world  seems  simply  to  give  the  lie  to  that  great  truth,  of 
which  my  whole  being  is  so  full;  and  the  effect  upon  me  is,  in 
consequence,  as  a  matter  of  necessity,  as  confusing  as  if  it 
denied  that  I  am  in  existence  myself.  If  I  looked  into  a  mirror 
and  did  not  see  my  face,  I  should  have  the  sort  of  feeling  which 
actually  comes  upon  me  when  I  look  into  this  living,  busy  world 
and  see  no  reflection  of  its  Creator.  This  is  to  me  one  of  those 
great  difficulties  of  this  absolute  primary  truth,  to  which  I 
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referred  just  now.  Were  it  not  for  this  voice,  speaking  so  clearly 
in  my  conscience  and  my  heart,  I  should  be  an  atheist  or  a 
pantheist  or  a  polytheist  when  I  looked  into  the  world.  I  am 
speaking  for  myself  only,  and  I  am  far  from  denying  the  real 
force  of  the  arguments  in  proof  of  a  God,  drawn  from  the  gen- 
eral facts  of  human  society  and  the  course  of  history;  but  these 
do  not  warm  me  or  enlighten  me;  they  do  not  take  away  the 
winter  of  my  desolation,  or  make  the  buds  unfold  and  the 
leaves  grow  within  me,  and  my  moral  being  rejoice.  The  sight 
of  the  world  is  nothing  else  than  the  prophet's  scroll,  full  of 
'lamentations  and  mourning  and  woe."  1 

To  consider  the  world  in  its  length  and  breadth,  its  various 
history,  the  many  races  of  man,  their  starts,  their  fortunes, 
their  mutual  alienation,  their  conflicts;  and  then  their  ways, 
habits,  governments,  forms  of  worship;  their  enterprises,  their 
aimless  courses,  their  random  achievements  and  acquirements; 
the  impotent  conclusion  of  long-standing  facts,  the  tokens  so 
faint  and  broken  of  a  superintending  design,  the  blind  evolu- 
tion of  what  turn  out  to  be  great  powers  or  truths,  the  progress 
of  things  as  if  from  unreasoning  elements,  not  towards  final 
causes;  the  greatness  and  littleness  of  man,  his  far-reaching 
aims,  his  short  duration,  the  curtain  hung  over  his  futurity; 
the  disappointments  of  life,  the  defeat  of  good,  the  success  of 
evil,  physical  pain,  mental  anguish;  the  prevalence  and  in- 
tensity of  sin,  the  pervading  idolatries,  the  corruptions,  the 
dreary,  hopeless  irreligion,  that  condition  of  the  whole  race 
so  fearfully  yet  exactly  described  in  the  apostle's  words, 
"  having  no  hope  and  without  God  in  the  world,"  —  all  this  is 
a  vision  to  dizzy  and  appal,  and  inflicts  upon  the  mind  the 
sense  of  a  profound  mystery  which  is  absolutely  beyond  human 
solution. 

What  shall  be  said  to  this  heart-piercing,  reason-bewildering 
fact?  I  can  only  answer  that  either  there  is  no  Creator,  or  this 
living  society  of  men  is  in  a  true  sense  discarded  from  His  pres- 
ence. Did  I  see  a  boy  of  good  make  and  mind,  with  the  tokens 
on  him  of  a  refined  nature,  cast  upon  the  world  without  pro- 
vision, unable  to  say  whence  he  came,  his  birthplace  or  his 
family  connections,  I  should  conclude  that  there  was  some 

1  Ezekiel2:io, 
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mystery  connected  with  his  history,  and  that  he  was  one  of 
whom,  from  one  cause  or  other,  his  parents  were  ashamed 
Thus  only  should  I  be  able  to  account  for  the  contrast  between 
the  promise  and  the  condition  of  his  being.  And  so  I  argue 
about  the  world:  —  //  there  be  a  God,  since  there  is  a  God,  the 
human  race  is  implicated  in  some  terrible  aboriginal  calamity. 
It  is  out  of  joint  with  the  purposes  of  its  Creator.  This  is  a  fact, 
a  fact  as  true  as  the  fact  of  its  existence;  and  thus  the  doctrine 
of  what  is  theologically  called  original  sin  becomes  to  me  almost 
as  certain  as  that  the  world  exists,  and  as  the  existence  of  God. 
And  now,  supposing  it  were  the  blessed  and  loving  will  of  the 
Creator  to  interfere  in  this  anarchical  condition  of  things,  what 
are  we  to  suppose  would  be  the  methods  which  might  be  neces- 
sarily or  naturally  involved  in  His  purpose  of  mercy?  Since 
the  world  is  in  so  abnormal  a  state,  surely  it  would  be  no  sur- 
prise to  me  if  the  interposition  were  of  necessity  equally  ex- 
traordinary —  or  what  is  called  miraculous.  But  that  subject 
does  not  directly  come  into  the  scope  of  my  present  remarks. 
Miracles  as  evidence  involve  a  process  of  reason,  or  an  argu- 
ment; and  of  course  I  am  thinking  of  some  mode  of  interference 
which  does  not  immediately  run  into  argument.  I  am  rather 
asking  what  must  be  the  face-to-face  antagonist  by  which  to 
withstand  and  baffle  the  fierce  energy  of  passion  and  the  all- 
corroding,  all-dissolving  skepticism  of  the  intellect  in  religious 
inquiries?  I  have  no  intention  at  all  of  denying  that  truth  is  the 
real  object  of  our  reason,  and  that  if  it  does  not  attain  to  truth, 
either  the  premise  or  the  process  is  in  fault;  but  I  am  not  speak- 
ing here  of  right  reason,  but  of  reason  as  it  acts  in  fact  and  con- 
cretely in  fallen  man.  I  know  that  even  the  unaided  reason, 
when  correctly  exercised,  leads  to  a  belief  in  God,  in  the  immor-  { 
tality  of  the  soul,  and  in  a  future  retribution;  but  I  am  consid- 
ering the  faculty  of  reason  actually  and  historically,  and  in  this 
point  of  view  I  do  not  think  I  am  wrong  in  saying  that  its  ten- 
dency is  towards  a  simple  unbelief  in  matters  of  religion.  No 
truth,  however  sacred,  can  stand  against  it  in  the  long  run;  and 
hence  it  is  that  in  the  pagan  world,  when  our  Lord  came,  the 
last  traces  of  the  religious  knowledge  of  former  times  were  all 
but  disappearing  from  those  portions  of  the  world  in  which  the 
intellect  had  been  active,  and  had  had  a  career. 
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And  in  these  latter  days,  in  like  manner,  outside  the  Catholic 
Church  things  are  tending  —  with  far  greater  rapidity  than  in 
that  old  time,  from  the  circumstance  of  the  age  —  to  atheism 
in  one  shape  or  other.  What  a  scene,  what  a  prospect,  does  the 
whole  of  Europe  present  at  this  day!  and  not  only  Europe,  but 
every  government  and  every  civilization  through  the  world, 
which  is  under  the  influence  of  the  European  mind!  Espe- 
cially (for  it  most  concerns  us)  how  sorrowful,  in  the  view  of 
religion,  even  taken  in  its  most  elementary,  most  attenuated 
form,  is  the  spectacle  presented  to  us  by  the  educated  intellect 
of  England,  France,  and  Germany!  Lovers  of  their  country 
and  of  their  race,  religious  men,  external  to  the  Catholic 
Church,  have  attempted  various  expedients  to  arrest  fierce, 
wilful  human  nature  in  its  onward  course  and  to  bring  it  into 
subjection.  The  necessity  of  some  form  of  religion  for  the  inter- 
ests of  humanity  has  been  generally  acknowledged;  but  where 
was  the  concrete  representative  of  things  invisible,  which 
would  have  the  force  and  the  toughness  necessary  to  be  a  break- 
water against  the  deluge?  Three  centuries  ago  the  establish- 
ment of  religion,  material,  legal,  and  social,  was  generally 
adopted  as  the  best  expedient  for  the  purpose,  in  those  coun- 
tries which  separated  from  the  Catholic  Church;  and  for  a  long 
time  it  was  successful;  but  now  the  crevices  of  those  establish- 
ments are  admitting  the  enemy.  Thirty  years  ago  education 
was  relied  upon;  ten  years  ago  there  was  a  hope  that  wars 
would  cease  forever,  under  the  influence  of  commercial  enter- 
prise and  the  reign  of  the  useful  and  fine  arts ;  but  will  any  one 
venture  to  say  that  there  is  anything  anywhere  on  this  earth 
which  will  afford  a  fulcrum  for  us,  whereby  to  keep  the  earth 
from  moving  onwards? 

The  judgment  which  experience  passes,  whether  on  estab- 
lishments or  on  education,  as  a  means  of  maintaining  religious 
truth  in  this  anarchical  world,  must  be  extended  even  to  Scrip- 
ture, though  Scripture  be  divine.  Experience  proves  surely 
that  the  Bible  does  not  answer  a  purpose  for  which  it  was  never 
intended.  It  may  be  accidentally  the  means  of  the  conversion 
of  individuals;  but  a  book,  after  all,  cannot  make  a  stand 
against  the  wild,  living  intellect  of  man,  and  in  this  day  it  be- 
gins to  testify,  as  regards  its  own  structure  and  contents,  tc 
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the  power  of  that  universal  solvent  which  is  so  successfully 
acting  upon  religious  establishments. 

Supposing,  then,  it  to  be  the  will  of  the  Creator  to  inter- 
fere in  human  affairs,  and  to  make  provisions  for  retaining  ir 
the  world  a  knowledge  of  Himself  so  definite  and  distinct  as  tt 
be  proof  against  the  energy  of  human  skepticism,  in  such  a 
case,  —  I  am  far  from  saying  that  there  was  no  other  way,  — 
but  there  is  nothing  to  surprise  the  mind  if  He  should  think 
fit  to  introduce  a  power  into  the  world,  invested  with  the  pre- 
rogative of  infallibility  in  religious  matters.  Such  a  provision 
would  be  a  direct,  immediate,  active,  and  prompt  means  of 
withstanding  the  difficulty;  it  would  be  an  instrument  suited 
to  the  need;  and  when  I  find  that  this  is  the  very  claim  of  the 
Catholic  Church,  not  only  do  I  feel  no  difficulty  in  admitting 
the  idea,  but  there  is  a  fitness  in  it  which  recommends  it  to  my 
mind.  And  thus  I  am  brought  to  speak  of  the  Church's  infalli- 
bility as  a  provision  adapted  by  tie  mercy  of  the  Creator  to 
preserve  religion  in  the  world,  and  to  restrain  that  freedom  of 
thought  which  of  course  in  itself  is  one  of  the  greatest  of  our 
natural  gifts,  and  to  rescue  it  from  its  own  suicidal  excesses. 
And  let  it  be  observed  that,  neither  here  nor  in  what  follows, 
shall  I  have  occasion  to  speak  directly  of  Revelation  in  its  sub- 
ject-matter, but  in  reference  to  the  sanction  which  it  gives  to 
truths  which  may  be  known  independently  of  it  —  as  it  bears 
upon  the  defence  of  natural  religion.  I  say  that  a  power  pos- 
sessed of  infallibility  in  religious  teaching  is  happily  adapted  to 
be  a  working  instrument,  in  the  course  of  human  affairs,  for 
smiting  hard  and  throwing  back  the  immense  energy-  of  the 
aggressive,  capricious,  untrustworthy  intellect:  —  and  in  say- 
ing this,  as  in  the  other  things  that  I  have  to  say,  it  must  still 
be  recollected  that  I  am  all  along  bearing  in  mind  my  main  pur- 
pose, which  is  a  defence  of  myself. 

I  am  defending  myself  here  from  a  plausible  charge  brought 
against  Catholics,  as  will  be  seen  better  as  I  proceed.  The 
charge  is  this:  that  I,  as  a  Catholic,  not  only  make  profession  to 
hold  doctrines  which  I  cannot  possibly  believe  in  my  heart,  but 
that  I  also  believe  in  the  existence  of  a  power  on  earth  which 
at  its  own  will  imposes  upon  men  any  new  set  of  credenda,1 

1  Doctrines  to  be  believed. 
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when  it  pleases,  by  a  claim  to  infallibility;  in  consequence,  that 
my  own  thoughts  are  not  my  own  property;  that  I  cannot  tell 
that  to-morrow  I  may  not  have  to  give  up  what  I  hold  to-day; 
and  that  the  necessary  effect  of  such  a  condition  of  mind  must 
be  a  degrading  bondage,  or  a  bitter  inward  rebellion  relieving 
itself  in  secret  infidelity,  or  the  necessity  of  ignoring  the  whole 
subject  of  religion  in  a  sort  of  disgust,  and  of  mechanically  say- 
ing everything  that  the  Church  says,  and  leaving  to  others  the 
defence  of  it.  As,  then,  I  have  above  spoken  of  the  relation  of 
my  mind  towards  the  Catholic  creed,  so  now  I  shall  speak  of 
the  attitude  which  it  takes  up  in  the  view  of  the  Church's 
infallibility. 

And,  first,  the  initial  doctrine  of  the  infallible  teacher  must 
be  an  emphatic  protest  against  the  existing  state  of  mankind. 
Mankind  had  rebelled  against  his  Maker.  It  was  this  that 
caused  the  divine  interposition,  and  to  proclaim  it  must  be  the 
first  act  of  the  divinely-accredited  messenger.  The  Church 
must  denounce  rebellion  as  of  all  possible  evils  the  greatest. 
She  must  have  no  terms  with  it;  if  she  would  be  true  to  her 
Master,  she  must  ban  and  anathematize  it.  This  is  the  mean- 
ing of  a  statement  of  mine  which  has  furnished  matter  for  one 
of  those  special  accusations  to  which  I  am  at  present  replying : 
I  have,  however,  no  fault  at  all  to  confess  in  regard  to  it;  I 
have  nothing  to  withdraw,  and  in  consequence  I  here  deliber- 
ately repeat  it.  I  said,  "The  Catholic  Church  holds  it  better 
for  the  sun  and  moon  to  drop  from  heaven,  for  the  earth  to 
fail,  and  for  all  the  many  millions  on  it  to  die  of  starvation  in 
extremest  agony,  as  far  as  temporal  affliction  goes,  than  that 
one  soul,  I  will  not  say  should  be  lost,  but  should  commit  one 
single  venial  sin,  should  tell  one  wilful  untruth,  or  should  steal 
one  poor  farthing  without  excuse."  I  think  the  principle  here 
enunciated  to  be  the  mere  preamble  in  the  formal  credentials 
of  the  Catholic  Church,  as  an  act  of  Parliament  might  begin 
with  a  "Whereas."  It  is  because  of  the  intensity  of  the  evil 
which  has  possession  of  mankind,  that  a  suitable  antagonist 
has  been  provided  against  it;  and  the  initial  act  of  that  divinely- 
commissioned  power  is  of  course  to  deliver  her  challenge  and 
to  defy  the  enemy.  Such  a  preamble,  then,  gives  a  meaning 
to  her  position  in  the  world,  and  an  interpretation  to  her  whole 
course  of  teaching  and  action. 
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In  like  manner  she  has  ever  put  forth,  with  most  energetic 
distinctness,  those  other  great  elementary  truths  which  either 
are  an  explanation  of  her  mission  or  give  a  character  to  hei 
work.  She  does  not  teach  that  human  nature  is  irreclaimable, 
else  wherefore  should  she  be  sent?  not  that  it  is  to  be  shattered 
and  reversed,  but  to  be  extricated,  purified,  and  restored;  not 
that  it  is  a  mere  mass  of  hopeless  evil,  but  that  it  has  the  prom- 
ise upon  it  of  great  things,  and  even  now,  in  its  present  state  of 
disorder  and  excess,  has  a  virtue  and  a  praise  proper  to  itself. 
But  in  the  next  place,  she  knows  and  she  preaches  that  such  a 
restoration  as  she  aims  at  effecting  in  it  must  be  brought  about, 
not  simply  through  certain  outward  provisions  of  preaching 
and  teaching,  even  though  they  be  her  own,  but  from  an  in- 
ward spiritual  power  or  grace  imparted  directly  from  above, 
and  of  which  she  is  the  channel.  She  has  it  in  charge  to  rescue 
human  nature  from  its  misery,  but  not  simply  by  restoring  it  on 
its  own  level,  but  by  lifting  it  up  to  a  higher  level  than  its  own. 
She  recognizes  in  it  real  moral  excellence  though  degraded,  but 
she  cannot  set  it  free  from  earth  except  by  exalting  it  towards 
heaven.  It  was  for  this  end  that  a  renovating  grace  was  put 
into  her  hands;  and  therefore, from  the  nature  of  the  gift,  as  well 
as  from  the  reasonableness  of  the  case,  she  goes  on,  as  a  further 
point,  to  insist  that  all  true  conversion  must  begin  with  the 
first  springs  of^ thought,  and  to  teach  that  each  individual  man 
must  be  in  his  own  person  one  whole  and  perfect  temple  of 
God,  while  he  is  also  one  of  the  living  stones  which  build  up  a 
visible  religious  community.  .  .  . 
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THE  LAMP  OF  MEMORY 

1849 

[Chapter  6  of  Seven  Lamps  of  Architecture,  in  which  Ruskin  discussed 
die  relation  of  this  art  to  social  ethics.  The  other  "lamps"  are  Sacrifice, 
Truth,  Power,  Beauty,  Life,  Obedience.] 

AMONG  the  hours  of  his  life  to  which  the  writer  looks  back 
with  peculiar  gratitude,  as  having  been  marked  by  more  than 
ordinary  fulness  of  joy  or  clearness  of  teaching,  is  one  passed, 
now  some  years  ago,  near  time  of  sunset,  among  the  broken 
masses  of  pine  forest  which  skirt  the  course  of  the  Ain,  above 
the  village  of  Champagnole,  in  the  Jura.  It  is  a  spot  which  has 
all  the  solemnity,  with  none  of  the  savageness,  of  the  Alps; 
where  there  is  a  sense  of  a  great  power  beginning  to  be  mani- 
fested in  the  earth,  and  of  a  deep  and  majestic  concord  in 
the  rise  of  the  long  low  lines  of  piny  hills;  the  first  utterance  of 
those  mighty  mountain  symphonies,  soon  to  be  more  loudly 
lifted  and  wildly  broken  along  the  battlements  of  the  Alps. 
But  their  strength  is  as  yet  restrained;  and  the  far  reaching 
ridges  of  pastoral  mountain  succeed  each  other,  like  the  long 
and  sighing  swell  which  moves  over  quiet  waters  from  some 
far-off  stormy  sea.  And  there  is  a  deep  tenderness  pervading 
that  vast  monotony.  The  destructive  forces  and  the  stern  ex- 
pression of  the  central  ranges  are  alike  withdrawn.  No  frost- 
ploughed,  dust-encumbered  paths  of  ancient  glacier  fret  the 
soft  Jura  pastures;  no  splintered  heaps  of  ruin  break  the  fair 
ranks  of  her  forest;  no  pale,  defiled,  or  furious  rivers  rend  their 
rude  and  changeful  ways  among  her  rocks.  Patiently,  eddy  by 
eddy,  the  clear  green  streams  wind  along  their  well-known  beds; 
and  under  the  dark  quietness  of  the  undisturbed  pines,  there 
spring  up,  year  by  year,  such  company  of  joyful  flowers  as  I 
know  not  the  like  of  among  all  the  blessings  of  the  earth.  It 
was  spring  time,  too;  and  all  were  coming  forth  in  clusters 
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crowded  for  very  love;  there  was  room  enough  for  all,  but  they 
crushed  their  leaves  into  all  manner  of  strange  shapes  only  to 
be  nearer  each  other.  There  was  the  wood  anemone,  star  after 
star,  closing  every  now  and  then  into  nebulae;  and  there  was 
the  oxalis,  troop  by  troop,  like  virginal  processions  of  the  Mob 
de  Marie,1  the  dark  vertical  clefts  in  the  limestone  choked  up 
with  them  as  with  heavy  snow,  and  touched  with  ivy  on  the 
edges  —  ivy  as  light  and  lovely  as  the  vine;  and,  ever  and 
anon,  a  blue  gush  of  violets,  and  cowslip  bells  in  sunny  places; 
and  in  the  more  open  ground,  the  vetch,  and  comfrey,  and 
mezereon,  and  the  small  sapphire  buds  of  the  Polygala  Alpina, 
and  the  wild  strawberry,  just  a  blossom  or  two  all  showered 
amidst  the  golden  softness  of  deep,  warm,  amber-coloured 
moss.  I  came  out  presently  on  the  edge  of  the  ravine:  the  sol- 
emn murmur  of  its  waters  rose  suddenly  from  beneath,  mixed 
with  the  singing  of  the  thrushes  among  the  pine  boughs;  and, 
on  the  opposite  side  of  the  valley,  walled  all  along  as  it  was 
by  grey  cliffs  of  limestone,  there  was  a  hawk  sailing  slowly  off 
their  brow,  touching  them  nearly  with  his  wings,  and  with  the 
shadows  of  the  pines  flickering  upon  his  plumage  from  above; 
but  with  the  fall  of  a  hundred  fathoms  under  his  breast,  and  the 
curling  pools  of  the  green  river  gliding  and  glittering  dizzily 
beneath  him,  their  foam  globes  moving  with  him  as  he  flew. 
It  would  be  difficult  to  conceive  a  scene  less  dependent  upon 
any  other  interest  than  that  of  its  own  secluded  and  serious 
beauty;  but  the  writer  well  remembers  the  sudden  blankness 
and  chill  which  were  cast  upon  it  when  he  endeavoured,  in 
order  more  strictly  to  arrive  at  the  sources  of  its  impressive- 
ness,  to  imagine  it,  for  a  moment,  a  scene  in  some  aboriginal 
forest  of  the  New  Continent.  The  flowers  in  an  instant  lost 
their  light,  the  river  its  music;  the  hills  became  oppressively 
desolate;  a  heaviness  in  the  boughs  of  the  darkened  forest 
showed  how  much  of  their  former  power  had  been  dependent 
upon  a  life  which  was  not  theirs,  how  much  of  the  glory  of  the 
imperishable,  or  continually  renewed,  creation  is  reflected  from 
things  more  precious  in  their  memories  than  it,  in  its  renewing. 
Those  ever  springing  flowers  and  ever  flowing  streams  had 
been  dyed  by  the  deep  colours  of  human  endurance,  valour,  and 

1  In  honour  of  the  Virgin,  on  the  first  day  of  May. 
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virtue;  and  the  crests  of  the  sable  hills  that  rose  against  the 
evening  sky  received  a  deeper  worship,  because  their  far  shad- 
ows fell  eastward  over  the  iron  wall  of  Joux,  and  the  four- 
square keep  of  Granson.1 

It  is  as  the  centralization  and  protectress  of  this  sacred  in- 
fluence, that  Architecture  is  to  be  regarded  by  us  with  the 
most  serious  thought.  We  may  live  without  her,  and  worship 
without  her,  but  we  cannot  remember  without  her.  How  cold 
is  all  history,  how  lifeless  all  imagery,  compared  to  that  which 
the  living  nation  writes,  and  the  uncorrupted  marble  bears!  — 
how  many  pages  of  doubtful  record  might  we  not  often  spare, 
for  a  few  stones  left  one  upon  another !  The  ambition  of  the  old 
Babel  builders  was  well  directed  for  this  world:  there  are  but 
two  strong  conquerors  of  the  forgetfulness  of  men,  Poetry  and 
Architecture;  and  the  latter  in  some  sort  includes  the  former, 
and  is  mightier  in  its  reality:  it  is  well  to  have,  not  only  what 
men  have  thought  and  felt,  but  what  their  hands  have  handled, 
and  their  strength  wrought,  and  their  eyes  beheld,  all  the  days 
of  their  life.  The  age  of  Homer  is  surrounded  with  darkness, 
his  very  personality  with  doubt.  Not  so  that  of  Pericles :  and 
the  day  is  coming  when  we  shall  confess  that  we  have  learned 
more  of  Greece  out  of  the  crumbled  fragments  of  her  sculpture 
than  even  from  her  sweet  singers  or  soldier  historians.  And  if 
indeed  there  be  any  profit  in  our  knowledge  of  the  past,  or  any 
joy  in  the  thought  of  being  remembered  hereafter,  which  can 
give  strength  to  present  exertion,  or  patience  to  present  endur- 
ance, there  are  two  duties  respecting  national  architecture 
whose  importance  it  is  impossible  to  overrate:  the  first,  to 
render  the  architecture  of  the  day,  historical;  and  the  second, 
to  preserve,  as  the  most  precious  of  inheritances,  that  of  past 
ages. 

It  is  in  the  first  of  these  two  directions  that  Memory  may 
truly  be  said  to  be  the  Sixth  Lamp  of  Architecture;  for  it  is  in 
becoming  memorial  or  monumental  that  a  true  perfection  is 
attained  by  civil  and  domestic  buildings;  and  this  partly  as 
they  are,  with  such  a  view,  built  in  a  more  stable  manner, 
and  partly  as  their  decorations  are  consequently  animated  by 
a  metaphorical  or  historical  meaning. 

1  Joux  and  Granson  were  ancient  Swiss  fortresses. 
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As  regards  domestic  buildings,  there  must  always  be  a  cer- 
tain limitation  to  views  of  this  kind  in  the  power,  as  well  as  in 
the  hearts,  of  men;  still  I  cannot  but  think  it  an  evil  sign  of  a 
people  when  their  houses  are  built  to  last  for  one  generation 
only.  There  is  a  sanctity  in  a  good  man's  house  which  cannot 
be  renewed  in  every  tenement  that  rises  on  its  ruins:  and  I 
believe  that  good  men  would  generally  feel  this;  and  that  hav- 
ing spent  their  lives  happily  and  honourably,  they  would  be 
grieved,  at  the  close  of  them,  to  think  that  the  place  of  their 
earthly  abode,  which  had  seen,  and  seemed  almost  to  sympa- 
thize in,  all  their  honour,  their  gladness,  or  their  suffering,  — 
that  this,  with  all  the  record  it  bare  of  them,  and  of  all  material 
things  that  they  had  loved  and  ruled  over,  and  set  the  stamp 
of  themselves  upon  —  was  to  be  swept  away,  as  soon  as  there 
was  room  made  for  them  in  the  grave;  that  no  respect  was  to 
be  shown  to  it,  no  affection  felt  for  it,  no  good  to  be  drawn  from 
it  by  their  children ;  that  though  there  was  a  monument  in  the 
church,  there  was  no  warm  monument  in  the  hearth  and  house 
to  them;  that  all  that  they  ever  treasured  was  despised,  and 
the  places  that  had  sheltered  and  comforted  them  were  dragged 
down  to  the  dust.  I  say  that  a  good  man  would  fear  this;  and 
that,  far  more,  a  good  son,  a  noble  descendant,  would  fear 
doing  it  to  his  father's  house.  I  say  that  if  men  lived  like  men 
indeed,  their  houses  would  be  temples  —  temples  which  we 
should  hardly  dare  to  injure,  and  in  which  it  would  make  us 
holy  to  be  permitted  to  live;  and  there  must  be  a  strange  disso- 
lution of  natural  affection,  a  strange  un thankfulness  for  all  that 
homes  have  given  and  parents  taught,  a  strange  consciousness 
that  we  have  been  unfaithful  to  our  fathers'  honour,  or  that 
our  own  lives  are  not  such  as  would  make  our  dwellings  sacred 
to  our  children,  when  each  man  would  fain  build  to  himself, 
and  build  for  the  little  revolution  of  his  own  life  only.  And  I 
look  upon  those  pitiful  concretions  of  lime  and  clay  which 
spring  up,  in  mildewed  forwardness,  out  of  the  kneaded  fields 
about  our  capital  —  upon  those  thin,  tottering,  foundationless 
shells  of  splintered  wood  and  imitated  stone  —  upon  those 
gloomy  rows  of  formalized  minuteness,  alike  without  difference 
and  without  fellowship,  as  solitary  as  similar  —  not  merely 
with  the  careless  disgust  of  an  offended  eye,  not  merely  with 
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sorrow  for  a  desecrated  landscape,  but  with  a  painful  forebod- 
ing that  the  roots  of  our  national  greatness  must  be  deeply 
cankered  when  they  are  thus  loosely  struck  in  their  native 
ground;  that  those  comfortless  and  unhonoured  dwellings  are 
the  signs  of  a  great  and  spreading  spirit  of  popular  discontent; 
that  they  mark  the  time  when  every  man's  aim  is  to  be  in  some 
more  elevated  sphere  than  his  natural  one,  and  every  man's 
past  life  is  his  habitual  scorn;  when  men  build  in  the  hope  of 
leaving  the  places  they  have  built,  and  live  in  the  hope  of  for- 
getting the  years  that  they  have  lived;  when  the  comfort,  the 
peace,  the  religion  of  home  have  ceased  to  be  felt;  and  the 
crowded  tenements  of  a  struggling  and  restless  population 
differ  only  from  the  tents  of  the  Arab  or  the  Gipsy  by  their 
less  healthy  openness  to  the  air  of  heaven,  and  less  happy 
choice  of  their  spot  of  earth;  by  their  sacrifice  of  liberty  without 
the  gain  of  rest,  and  of  stability  without  the  luxury  of  change. 
This  is  no  slight,  no  consequenceless  evil;  it  is  ominous, 
infectious,  and  fecund  of  other  fault  and  misfortune.  When 
men  do  not  love  their  hearths,  nor  reverence  their  thresholds, 
it  is  a  sign  that  they  have  dishonoured  both,  and  that  they 
have  never  acknowledged  the  true  universality  of  that  Chris- 
tian worship  which  was  indeed  to  supersede  the  idolatry,  but 
not  the  piety,  of  the  pagan.  Our  God  is  a  household  God,  as 
well  as  a  heavenly  one;  He  has  an  altar  in  every  man's  dwelling; 
let  men  look  to  it  when  they  rend  it  lightly  and  pour  out  its 
ashes.  It  is  not  a  question  of  mere  ocular  delight,  it  is  no  ques- 
tion of  intellectual  pride,  or  of  cultivated  and  critical  fancy, 
how,  and  with  what  aspect  of  durability  and  of  completeness, 
the  domestic  buildings  of  a  nation  shall  be  raised.  It  is  one  of 
those  moral  duties,  not  with  more  impunity  to  be  neglected 
because  the  perception  of  them  depends  on  a  finely  toned  and 
balanced  conscientiousness,  to  build  our  dwellings  with  care, 
and  patience,  and  fondness,  and  diligent  completion,  and  with 
a  view  to  their  duration  at  least  for  such  a  period  as,  in  the 
ordinary  course  of  national  revolutions,  might  be  supposed 
likely  to  extend  to  the  entire  alteration  of  the  direction  of  local 
interests.  This  at  the  least;  but  it  would  be  better  if,  in  every 
possible  instance,  men  built  their  own  houses  on  a  scale  com- 
mensurate rather  with  their  condition  at  the  commencement, 
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than  their  attainments  at  the  termination,  of  their  worldly 
career;  and  built  them  to  stand  as  long  as  human  work  at  its 
strongest  can  be  hoped  to  stand;  recording  to  their  children 
what  they  had  been,  and  from  what,  if  so  it  had  been  permitted 
them,  they  had  risen.  And  when  houses  are  thus  built,  we  may 
have  that  true  domestic  architecture,  the  beginning  of  all  other, 
which  does  not  disdain  to  treat  with  respect  and  thoughtfulness 
the  small  habitation  as  well  as  the  large,  and  which  invests 
with  the  dignity  of  contented  manhood  the  narrowness  of 
worldly  circumstance. 

I  look  to  this  spirit  of  honourable,  proud,  peaceful  self- 
possession,  this  abiding  wisdom  of  contented  life,  as  probably 
one  of  the  chief  sources  of  great  intellectual  power  in  all  ages, 
and  beyond  dispute  as  the  very  primal  source  of  the  great 
architecture  of  old  Italy  and  France.  To  this  day,  the  interest 
of  their  fairest  cities  depends,  not  on  the  isolated  richness  of 
palaces,  but  on  the  cherished  and  exquisite  decoration  of  even 
the  smallest  tenements  of  their  proud  periods.  The  most  elab- 
orate piece  of  architecture  in  Venice  is  a  small  house  at  the 
head  of  the  Grand  Canal,  consisting  of  a  ground  floor  with  two 
stories  above,  three  windows  in  the  first,  and  two  in  the  second. 
Many  of  the  most  exquisite  buildings  are  on  the  narrower 
canals,  and  of  no  larger  dimensions.  One  of  the  most  interest- 
ing pieces  of  fifteenth-century  architecture  in  North  Italy,  is 
a  small  house  in  a  back  street,  behind  the  market-place  of 
Vicenza;  it  bears  date  1481,  and  the  motto,  //.  n'est.  rose.  sans, 
epine ;  it  has  also  only  a  ground  floor  and  two  stories,  with  three 
windows  in  each,  separated  by  rich  flower- work,  and  with  bal- 
conies, supported,  the  central  one  by  an  eagle  with  open  wings, 
the  lateral  ones  by  winged  griffins  standing  on  cornucopiae. 
The  idea  that  a  house  must  be  large  in  order  to  be  well  built, 
is  altogether  of  modern  growth,  and  is  parallel  with  the  idea 
that  no  picture  can  be  historical,  except  of  a  size  admitting 
figures  larger  than  life. 

I  would  have,  then,  our  ordinary  dwelling-houses  built  to 
last,  and  built  to  be  lovely;  as  rich  and  full  of  pleasantness  as 
may  be,  within  and  without;  with  what  degree  of  likeness  to 
each  other  in  style  and  manner,  I  will  say  presently,  under 
another  head;  but,  at  all  events,  with  such  differences  as  might 
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suit  and  express  each  man's  character  and  occupation,  and 
partly  his  history.  This  right  over  the  house,  I  conceive,  be- 
longs to  its  first  builder,  and  is  to  be  respected  by  his  children; 
and  it  would  be  well  that  blank  stones  should  be  left  in  places, 
to  be  inscribed  with  a  summary  of  his  life  and  of  its  experience, 
raising  thus  the  habitation  into  a  kind  of  monument,  and  devel- 
oping, into  more  systematic  instructiveness,  that  good  custom 
which  was  of  old  universal,  and  which  still  remains  among 
some  of  the  Swiss  and  Germans,  of  acknowledging  the  grace 
of  God's  permission  to  build  and  possess  a  quiet  resting-place, 
in  such  sweet  words  as  may  well  close  our  speaking  of  these 
things.  I  have  taken  them  from  the  front  of  a  cottage  lately 
built  among  the  green  pastures  which  descend  from  the  village 
of  Grindelwald  to  the  lower  glacier:  — 

Mit  herzlichem  Vertrauen 
Hat  Johannes  Mooter  und  Maria  Rubi 
Dieses  Haus  bauen  lassen. 
Der  liebe  Gott  woll  uns  bewahren 
Vor  allem  Ungliick  und  Gefahren, 
Und  es  in  Segen  lassen  stehn 
Auf  der  Reise  durch  diese  Jammerzeit 
Nach  dem  himmlischen  Paradiese, 
Wo  alle  Frommen  wohnen, 
Da  wird  Gott  sie  belohnen 
Mit  der  Friedenskrone 
Zu  alle  Ewigkeit.1 

In  public  buildings  the  historical  purpose  should  be  still 
more  definite.  It  is  one  of  the  advantages  of  Gothic  architec- 
ture, —  I  use  the  word  Gothic  in  the  most  extended  sense  as 
broadly  opposed  to  classical,  —  that  it  admits  of  a  richness  of 
record  altogether  unlimited.  Its  minute  and  multitudinous, 
sculptural  decorations  afford  means  of  expressing,  either  sym- 
bolically or  literally,  all  that  need  be  known  of  national  feeling 
or  achievement.  More  decoration  will,  indeed,  be  usually 
required  than  can  take  so  elevated  a  character;  and  much, 
even  in  the  most  thoughtful  periods,  has  been  left  to  the  free- 

1  "John  Mooter  and  Maria  Rubi  have  had  this  house  built  with  sincere  faith.  The 
dear  God  will  protect  us  from  all  misfortune  and  danger,  and  let  it  stand  as  a  blessing  on 
our  journey  through  this  time  of  sorrow  to  the  heavenly  Paradise,  where  dwell  all  the 
saints;  there  God  will  reward  them  with  the  crown  of  peace  for  all  eternity," 
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dom  of  fancy,  or  suffered  to  consist  of  mere  repetitions  of  some 
national  bearing  or  symbol.  It  is,  however,  generally  unwise, 
even  in  mere  surface  ornament,  to  surrender  the  power  and 
privilege  of  variety  which  the  spirit  of  Gothic  architecture 
admits;  much  more  in  important  features  —  capitals  of  col- 
umns or  bosses,  and  string-courses,  as  of  course  in  all  confessed 
bas-reliefs.  Better  the  rudest  work  that  tells  a  story  or  records 
a  fact,  than  the  richest  without  meaning.  There  should  not  be 
a  single  ornament  put  upon  great  civic  buildings,  without  some 
intellectual  intention.  Actual  representation  of  history  has  in 
modern  times  been  checked  by  a  difficulty,  mean  indeed,  but 
steadfast,  —  that  of  unmanageable  costume;  nevertheless,  by 
a  sufficiently  bold  imaginative  treatment,  and  frank  use  of 
symbols,  all  such  obstacles  may  be  vanquished;  not  perhaps 
in  the  degree  necessary  to  produce  sculpture  in  itself  satisfac- 
tory, but  at  all  events  so  as  to  enable  it  to  become  a  grand  and 
expressive  element  of  architectural  composition.  Take,  for 
example,  the  management  of  the  capitals  of  the  ducal  palace  at 
Venice.  History,  as  such,  was  indeed  entrusted  to  the  painters 
of  its  interior,  but  every  capital  of  its  arcades  was  filled  with 
meaning.  The  large  one,  the  corner  stone  of  the  whole,  next 
the  entrance,  was  devoted  to  the  symbolization  of  Abstract 
Justice;  above  it  is  a  sculpture  of  the  Judgment  of  Solomon, 
remarkable  for  a  beautiful  subjection  in  its  treatment  to  its 
decorative  purpose.  The  figures,  if  the  subject  had  been 
entirely  composed  of  them,  would  have  awkwardly  interrupted 
the  line  of  the  angle,  and  diminished  its  apparent  strength; 
and  therefore  in  the  midst  of  them,  entirely  without  relation 
to  them,  and  indeed  actually  between  the  executioner  and 
interceding  mother,  there  rises  the  ribbed  trunk  of  a  massy 
tree,  which  supports  and  continues  the  shaft  of  the  angle,  and 
whose  leaves  above  overshadow  and  enrich  the  whole.  The 
capital  below  bears  among  its  leafage  a  throned  figure  of  Jus- 
tice, Trajan  doing  justice  to  the  widow,  Aristotle  "che  die 
legge,"1  and  one  or  two  other  subjects  now  unintelligible  from 
decay.  The  capitals  next  in  order  represent  the  virtues  and 
vices  in  succession,  as  preservative  or  destructive  of  national 
peace  and  power,  concluding  with  Faith,  with  the  inscription 

1  Who  pronounces  law. 
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"Fides  optima  in  Deo  est."  *  A  figure  is  seen  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  capital,  worshipping  the  sun.  After  these,  one  or  two 
capitals  are  fancifully  decorated  with  birds,  and  then  come  a 
series  representing,  first  the  various  fruits,  then  the  national 
costumes,  and  then  the  animals  of  the  various  countries  sub- 
ject to  Venetian  rule. 

Now,  not  to  speak  of  any  more  important  public  building, 
let  us  imagine  our  own  India  House  adorned  in  this  way,  by 
historical  or  symbolical  sculpture:  massively  built  in  the  first 
place;  then  chased  with  bas-reliefs  of  our  Indian  battles,  and 
fretted  with  carvings  of  Oriental  foliage,  or  inlaid  with  Orien- 
tal stones;  and  the  more  important  members  of  its  decoration 
composed  of  groups  of  Indian  life  and  landscape,  and  promi- 
nently expressing  the  phantasms  of  Hindoo  worship  in  their 
subjection  to  the  Cross.  Would  not  one  such  work  be  better 
than  a  thousand  histories?  If,  however,  we  have  not  the 
invention  necessary  for  such  efforts,  or  if  —  which  is  probably 
one  of  the  most  noble  excuses  we  can  offer  for  our  deficiency  in 
such  matters  —  we  have  less  pleasure  in  talking  about  our- 
selves, even  in  marble,  than  the  Continental  nations,  at  least 
we  have  no  excuse  for  any  want  of  care  in  the  points  which 
insure  the  building's  endurance.  And  as  this  question  is  one  of 
great  interest  in  its  relations  to  the  choice  of  various  modes  of 
decoration,  it  will  be  necessary  to  enter  into  it  at  some  length. 

The  benevolent  regards  and  purposes  of  men  in  masses  sel- 
dom can  be  supposed  to  extend  beyond  their  own  generation. 
They  may  look  to  posterity  as  an  audience,  may  hope  for  its 
attention,  and  labour  for  its  praise:  they  may  trust  to  its  recog- 
nition of  unacknowledged  merit,  and  demand  its  justice  for 
contemporary  wrong.  But  all  this  is  mere  selfishness,  and  does 
not  involve  the  slightest  regard  to,  or  consideration  of,  the 
interest  of  those  by  whose  numbers  we  would  fain  swell  the 
circle  of  our  flatterers,  and  by  whose  authority  we  would  gladly 
support  our  presently  disputed  claims.  The  idea  of  self-denial 
for  the  sake  of  posterity,  of  practising  present  economy  for  the 
sake  of  debtors  yet  unborn,  of  planting  forests  that  our  descend- 
ants may  live  under  their  shade,  or  of  raising  cities  for  future 
nations  to  inhabit,  never,  I  suppose,  efficiently  takes  place 

1  Our  best  faith  is  in  God. 
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among  publicly  recognized  motives  of  exertion.  Yet  these  are 
not  the  less  our  duties;  nor  is  our  part  fitly  sustained  upon  the 
earth,  unless  the  range  of  our  intended  and  deliberate  useful- 
ness include  not  only  the  companions  but  the  successors  of  our 
pilgrimage.  God  has  lent  us  the  earth  for  our  life;  it  is  a  great 
entail.  It  belongs  as  much  to  those  who  are  to  come  after  us, 
and  whose  names  are  already  written  in  the  book  of  creation, 
as  to  us;  and  we  have  no  right,  by  anything  that  we  do  or 
neglect,  to  involve  them  in  unnecessary  penalties,  or  deprive 
them  of  benefits  which  it  was  in  our  power  to  bequeath.  And 
this  the  more,  because  it  is  one  of  the  appointed  conditions  of 
the  labour  of  men  that,  in  proportion  to  the  time  between  the 
seed-sowing  and  the  harvest,  is  the  fulness  of  the  fruit;  and 
that  generally,  therefore,  the  farther  off  we  place  our  aim,  and 
the  less  we  desire  to  be  ourselves  the  witnesses  of  what  we  have 
laboured  for,  the  more  wide  and  rich  will  be  the  measure  of  our 
success.  Men  cannot  benefit  those  that  are  with  them  as  they 
can  benefit  those  who  come  after  them;  and  of  all  the  pulpits 
from  which  human  voice  is  ever  sent  forth,  there  is  none  from 
which  it  reaches  so  far  as  from  the  grave. 

Nor  is  there,  indeed,  any  present  loss,  in  such  respect,  for 
futurity.  Every  human  action  gains  in  honour,  in  grace,  in  all 
true  magnificence,  by  its  regard  to  things  that  are  to  come. 
It  is  the  far  sight,  the  quiet  and  confident  patience,  that,  above 
all  other  attributes,  separate  man  from  man,  and  near  him  to 
his  Maker;  and  there  is  no  action  nor  art  whose  majesty  we 
may  not  measure  by  this  test.  Therefore,  when  we  build,  let  us 
think  that  we  build  for  ever.  Let  it  not  be  for  present  delight, 
nor  for  present  use  alone;  let  it  be  such  work  as  our  descendants 
will  thank  us  for,  and  let  us  think,  as  we  lay  stone  on  stone, 
that  a  time  is  to  come  when  those  stones  will  be  held  sacred 
because  our  hands  have  touched  them,  and  that  men  will  say 
as  they  look  upon  the  labour  and  wrought  substance  of  them, 
"See!  this  our  fathers  did  for  us."  For,  indeed,  the  greatest 
glory  of  a  building  is  not  in  its  stones,  nor  in  its  gold.  Its  glory 
is  in  its  Age,  and  in  that  deep  sense  of  voicefulness,  of  stem 
watching,  of  mysterious  sympathy,  nay,  even  of  approval  or 
condemnation,  which  we  feel  in  walls  that  have  long  been 
washed  by  the  passing  waves  of  humanity.  It  is  in  their  lasting 
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witness  against  men,  in  their  quiet  contrast  with  the  transi- 
tional character  of  all  things,  in  the  strength  which,  through 
the  lapse  of  seasons  and  times,  and  the  decline  and  birth  of 
dynasties,  and  the  changing  of  the  face  of  the  earth,  and  of  the 
limits  of  the  sea,  maintains  its  sculptured  shapeliness  for  a 
time  insuperable,  connects  forgotten  and  following  ages  with 
each  other,  and  half  constitutes  the  identity,  as  it  concentrates 
the  sympathy,  of  nations :  it  is  in  that  golden  stain  of  time,  that 
we  are  to  look  for  the  real  light,  and  colour,  and  preciousness  of 
architecture;  and  it  is  not  until  a  building  has  assumed  this 
character,  till  it  has  been  entrusted  with  the  fame,  and  hallowed 
by  the  deeds  of  men,  till  its  walls  have  been  witnesses  of  suffer- 
ing, and  its  pillars  rise  out  of  the  shadows  of  death,  that  its 
existence,  more  lasting  as  it  is  than  that  of  the  natural  objects 
of  the  world  around  it,  can  be  gifted  with  even  so  much  as  these 
possess,  of  language  and  of  life.  .  .  . 
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[The  selections  are  from  Volume  2.  The  first,  from  the  fourth  chapter, 
is  perhaps  the  most  famous  passage  of  Ruskin's  descriptive  prose.  The 
second,  from  the  sixth  chapter  (on  "The  Nature  of  Gothic"),  is  of  signifi- 
cance as  a  comparatively  early  example  of  the  way  in  which  he  was  led 
into  economic  theory  from  the  study  of  the  history  of  art.] 


.  .  .  AND  now  I  wish  that  the  reader,  before  I  bring  him  into 
St.  Mark's  Place,  would  imagine  himself  for  a  little  time  in  a 
quiet  English  cathedral  town,  and  walk  with  me  to  the  west 
front  of  its  cathedral.  Let  us  go  together  up  the  more  retired 
street,  at  the  end  of  which  we  can  see  the  pinnacles  of  one  of 
the  towers,  and  then  through  the  low  grey  gateway,  with  its 
battlemented  top  and  small  latticed  window  in  the  centre,  into 
the  inner  private-looking  road  or  close,  where  nothing  goes  in 
but  the  carts  of  the  tradesmen  who  supply  the  bishop  and  the 
chapter,  and  where  there  are  little  shaven  grass-plots,  fenced 
in  by  neat  rails,  before  old-fashioned  groups  of  somewhat  dimin- 
utive and  excessively  trim  houses,  with  little  oriel  and  bay 
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windows  jutting  out  here  and  there,  and  deep  wooden  cornices 
and  eaves  painted  cream  colour  and  white,  and  small  porches 
to  their  doors  in  the  shape  of  cockle-shells,  or  little,  crooked, 
thick,  indescribable  wooden  gables  warped  a  little  on  one  side; 
and  so  forward  till  we  come  to  larger  houses,  also  old-fashioned, 
but  of  red  brick,  and  with  gardens  behind  them,  and  fruit  walls, 
which  show  here  and  there,  among  the  nectarines,  the  vestiges 
of  an  old  cloister  arch  or  shaft,  and  looking  in  front  on  the 
cathedral  square  itself,  laid  out  in  rigid  divisions  of  smooth 
grass  and  gravel  walk,  yet  not  uncheerful,  especially  on  the 
sunny  side,  where  the  canons'  children  are  walking  with  their 
nursery-maids.  And  so,  taking  care  not  to  tread  on  the  grass, 
we  will  go  along  the  straight  walk  to  the  west  front,  and  there 
stand  for  a  time,  looking  up  at  its  deep-pointed  porches  and 
the  dark  places  between  their  pillars  where  there  were  statues 
once,  and  where  the  fragments,  here  and  there,  of  a  stately 
figure  are  still  left,  which  has  in  it  the  likeness  of  a  king,  per- 
haps indeed  a  king  on  earth,  perhaps  a  saintly  king  long  ago  in 
heaven;  and  so  higher  and  higher  up  to  the  great  mouldering 
wall  of  rugged  sculpture  and  confused  arcades,  shattered,  and 
grey,  and  grisly  with  heads  of  dragons  and  mocking  fiends, 
worn  by  the  rain  and  swirling  winds  into  yet  unseemlier  shape, 
and  coloured  on  their  stony  scales  by  the  deep  russet-orange 
lichen,  melancholy  gold;  and  so,  higher  still,  to  the  bleak  tow- 
ers, so  far  above  that  the  eye  loses  itself  among  the  bosses  of 
their  traceries,  though  they  are  rude  and  strong,  and  only  sees 
like  a  drift  of  eddying  black  points,  now  closing,  now  scatter- 
ing, and  now  settling  suddenly  into  invisible  places  among  the 
bosses  and  flowers,  the  crowd  of  restless  birds  that  fill  the  whole 
square  with  that  strange  clangour  of  theirs,  so  harsh  and  yet 
so  soothing,  like  the  cries  of  birds  on  a  solitary  coast  between 
the  cliffs  and  sea. 

Think  for  a  little  while  of  that  scene,  and  the  meaning  of  all 
its  small  formalisms,  mixed  with  its  serene  sublimity.  Estimate 
its  secluded,  continuous,  drowsy  felicities,  and  its  evidence  of 
the  sense  and  steady  performance  of  such  kind  of  duties  as  can 
be  regulated  by  the  cathedral  clock;  and  weigh  the  influence 
of  those  dark  towers  on  all  who  have  passed  through  the  lonely 
square  at  their  feet  for  centuries,  and  on  all  who  have  seen 
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them  rising  far  away  over  the  wooded  plain,  or  catching  on 
their  square  masses  the  last  rays  of  the  sunset,  when  the  city 
at  their  feet  was  indicated  only  by  the  mist  at  the  bend  of  the 
river.  And  then  let  us  quickly  recollect  that  we  are  in  Venice, 
and  land  at  the  extremity  of  the  Calla  Lunga  San  Moise,  which 
may  be  considered  as  there  answering  to  the  secluded  street 
that  led  us  to  our  English  cathedral  gateway. 

We  find  ourselves  in  a  paved  alley,  some  seven  feet  wide 
where  it  is  widest,  full  of  people,  and  resonant  with  cries  of 
itinerant  salesmen,  —  a  shriek  in  their  beginning,  and  dying 
away  into  a  kind  of  brazen  ringing,  all  the  worse  for  its  confine- 
ment between  the  high  houses  of  the  passage  along  which  we 
have  to  make  our  way.  Overhead,  an  inextricable  confusion  of 
rugged  shutters,  and  iron  balconies  and  chimney  flues,  pushed 
out  on  brackets  to  save  room,  and  arched  windows  with  pro- 
jecting sills  of  Istrian  stone,  and  gleams  of  green  leaves  here 
and  there  where  a  fig-tree  branch  escapes  over  a  lower  wall 
from  some  inner  cortile,  leading  the  eye  up  to  the  narrow 
stream  of  blue  sky  high  over  all.  On  each  side,  a  row  of  shops, 
as  densely  set  as  may  be,  occupying,  in  fact,  intervals  between 
the  square  stone  shafts,  about  eight  feet  high,  which  carry  the 
first  floors:  intervals  of  which  one  is  narrow  and  serves  as  a 
door;  the  other  is,  in  the  more  respectable  shops,  wainscoted  to 
the  height  of  the  counter  and  glazed  above,  but  in  those  of  the 
poorer  tradesmen  left  open  to  the  ground,  and  the  wares  laid  on 
benches  and  tables  in  the  open  air,  the  light  in  all  cases  enter- 
ing at  the  front  only,  and  fading  away  in  a  few  feet  from  the 
threshold  into  a  gloom  which  the  eye  from  without  cannot 
penetrate,  but  which  is  generally  broken  by  a  ray  or  two  from 
a  feeble  lamp  at  the  back  of  the  shop,  suspended  before  a  print 
of  the  Virgin.  The  less  pious  shopkeeper  sometimes  leaves  his 
lamp  unlighted,  and  is  contented  with  a  penny  print;  the  more 
religious  one  has  his  print  coloured  and  set  in  a  little  shrine 
with  a  gilded  or  figured  fringe,  with  perhaps  a  faded  flower  or 
two  on  each  side,  and  his  lamp  burning  brilliantly.  Here,  at 
the  fruiterer's,  where  the  dark-green  water-melons  are  heaped 
upon  the  counter  like  cannon  balls,  the  Madonna  has  a  taber- 
nacle of  fresh  laurel  leaves ;  but  the  pewterer  next  door  has  let 
his  lamp  out,  and  there  is  nothing  to  be  seen  in  his  shop  but 
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the  dull  gleam  of  the  studded  patterns  on  the  copper  pans, 
hanging  from  his  roof  in  the  darkness.  Next  comes  a  "  Vendita 
Frittole  e  Liquori,"1  where  the  Virgin,  enthroned  in  a  very 
humble  manner  beside  a  tallow  candle  on  a  back  shelf,  presides 
over  certain  ambrosial  morsels  of  a  nature  too  ambiguous  to 
be  denned  or  enumerated.  But  a  few  steps  farther  on,  at  the 
regular  wine-shop  of  the  caile,  where  we  are  offered  "Vino 
Nostrani  a  Soldi  28.32,"  the  Madonna  is  in  great  glory,  en- 
throned above  ten  or  a  dozen  large  red  casks  of  three-year- 
old  vintage,  and  flanked  by  goodly  ranks  of  bottles  of  Mara- 
schino, and  two  crimson  lamps;  and  for  the  evening,  when  the 
gondoliers  will  come  to  drink  out,  under  her  auspices,  the 
money  they  have  gained  during  the  day,  she  will  have  a  whole 
chandelier. 

A  yard  or  two  farther,  we  pass  the  hostelry  of  the  Black 
Eagle,  and,  glancing  as  we  pass  through  the  square  door  of 
marble,  deeply  moulded,  in  the  outer  wall,  we  see  the  shadows 
of  its  pergola  of  vines  resting  on  an  ancient  well,  with  a  pointed 
shield  carved  on  its  side;  and  so  presently  emerge  on  the  bridge 
and  Campo  San  Mois£,  whence  to  the  entrance  into  St.  Mark's 
Place,  called  the  Bocca  di  Piazza,  (mouth  of  the  square),  the 
Venetian  character  is  nearly  destroyed,  first  by  the  frightful 
facade  of  San  Mois£,  which  we  will  pause  at  another  time  to 
examine,  and  then  by  the  modernizing  of  the  shops  as  they 
near  the  piazza,  and  the  mingling  with  the  lower  Venetian 
populace  of  lounging  groups  of  English  and  Austrians.  We  will 
push  fast  through  them  into  the  shadow  of  the  pillars  at  the 
end  of  the  " Bocca  di  Piazza,"  and  then  we  forget  them  all;  for 
between  those  pillars  there  opens  a  great  light,  and,  in  the 
midst  of  it,  as  we  advance  slowly,  the  vast  tower  of  St.  Mark 
seems  to  lift  itself  visibly  forth  from  the  level  field  of  chequered 
stones;  and,  on  each  side,  the  countless  arches  prolong  them- 
selves into  ranged  symmetry,  as  if  the  rugged  and  irregular 
houses  that  pressed  together  above  us  in  the  dark  alley  had 
been  struck  back  into  sudden  obedience  and  lovely  order,  and 
all  their  rude  casements  and  broken  walls  had  been  transformed 
into  arches  charged  with  goodly  sculpture,  and  fluted  shafts  of 
delicate  stone. 

1  "  Fritters  and  Liquors  for  Sale." 
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And  well  may  they  fall  back,  for  beyond  those  troops  of 
ordered  arches  there  rises  a  vision  out  of  the  earth,  and  all  the 
great  square  seems  to  have  opened  from  it  in  a  kind  of  awe, 
that  we  may  see  it  far  away;  —  a  multitude  of  pillars  and  white 
domes,  clustered  into  a  long  low  pyramid  of  coloured  light;  a 
treasure-heap,  it  seems,  partly  of  gold,  and  partly  of  opal  and 
mother-of-pearl,  hollowed  beneath  into  five  great  vaulted 
porches,  ceiled  with  fair  mosaic,  and  beset  with  sculpture  of 
alabaster,  clear  as  amber  and  delicate  as  ivory,  —  sculpture 
fantastic  and  involved,  of  palm  leaves  and  lilies,  and  grapes 
and  pomegranates,  and  birds  clinging  and  fluttering  among 
the  branches,  all  twined  together  into  an  endless  network  of 
buds  and  plumes;  and  in  the  midst  of  it  the  solemn  forms  of 
angels,  sceptred,  and  robed  to  the  feet,  and  leaning  to  each 
other  across  the  gates,  their  figures  indistinct  among  the  gleam- 
ing of  the  golden  ground  through  the  leaves  beside  them,  inter- 
rupted and  dim,  like  the  morning  light  as  it  faded  back  among 
the  branches  of  Eden,  when  first  its  gates  were  angel-guarded 
long  ago.  And  round  the  walls  of  the  porches  there  are  set 
pillars  of  variegated  stones,  jasper  and  porphyry,  and  deep- 
green  serpentine  spotted  with  flakes  of  snow,  and  marbles,  that 
half  refuse  and  half  yield  to  the  sunshine,  Cleopatra-like,  "their 
bluest  veins  to  kiss"  -the  shadow,  as  it  steals  back  from 
them,  revealing  line  after  line  of  azure  undulation,  as  a  reced- 
ing tide  leaves  the  waved  sand;  their  capitals  rich  with  inter- 
woven tracery,  rooted  knots  of  herbage,  and  drifting  leaves  of 
acanthus  and  vine,  and  mystical  signs,  all  beginning  and  end- 
ing in  the  Cross;  and  above  them,  in  the  broad  archivolts,  a 
continuous  chain  of  language  and  of  life  —  angels,  and  the 
signs  of  heaven,  and  the  labours  of  men,  each  in  its  appointed 
season  upon  the  earth;  and  above  these  another  range  of  glit- 
tering pinnacles,  mixed  with  white  arches  edged  with  scarlet 
flowers,  —  a  confusion  of  delight,  amidst  which  the  breasts  of 
the  Greek  horses  are  seen  blazing  in  their  breadth  of  golden 
strength,  and  the  St.  Mark's  Lion,  lifted  on  a  blue  field  cov- 
ered with  stars,  until  at  last,  as  if  in  ecstasy,  the  crests  of  the 
arches  break  into  a  marble  foam,  and  toss  themselves  far  into 
the  blue  sky  in  flashes  and  wreaths  of  sculptured  spray,  as  if 
the  breakers  on  the  Lido  shore  had  been  frost-bound  before 
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they  fell,  and  the  sea-nymphs  had  inlaid  them  with  coral  and 
amethyst. 

Between  that  grim  cathedral  of  England  and  this,  what  an 
interval!  There  is  a  type  of  it  in  the  very  birds  that  haunt 
them;  for,  instead  of  the  restless  crowd,  hoarse- voiced  and 
sable-winged,  drifting  on  the  bleak  upper  air,  the  St.  Mark's 
porches  are  full  of  doves,  that  nestle  among  the  marble  foliage, 
and  mingle  the  soft  iridescence  of  their  living  plumes,  changing 
at  every  motion,  with  the  tints,  hardly  less  lovely,  that  have 
stood  unchanged  for  seven  hundred  years. 

And  what  effect  has  this  splendour  on  those  who  pass  be- 
neath it?  You  may  walk  from  sunrise  to  sunset,  to  and  fro, 
before  the  gateway  of  St.  Mark's,  and  you  will  not  see  an  eye 
lifted  to  it,  nor  a  countenance  brightened  by  it.  Priest  and  lay- 
man, soldier  and  civilian,  rich  and  poor,  pass  by  it  alike  regard- 
lessly.  Up  to  the  very  recesses  of  the  porches,  the  meanest 
tradesmen  of  the  city  push  their  counters;  nay,  the  foundations 
of  its  pillars  are  themselves  the  seats  —  not  "of  them  that  sell 
doves"  for  sacrifice,  but  of  the  vendors  of  toys  and  caricatures. 
Round  the  whole  square  in  front  of  the  church  there  is  almost 
a  continuous  line  of  cafes,  where  the  idle  Venetians  of  the  mid- 
dle classes  lounge,  and  read  empty  journals;  in  its  centre  the 
Austrian  bands  play  during  the  time  of  vespers,  their  martial 
music  jarring  with  the  organ  notes,  —  the  march  drowning  the 
miserere,  and  the  sullen  crowd  thickening  round  them,  —  a 
crowd,  which,  if  it  had  its  will,  would  stiletto  every  soldier  that 
pipes  to  it.  And  in  the  recesses  of  the  porches,  all  day  long, 
knots  of  men  of  the  lowest  classes,  unemployed  and  listless,  lie 
basking  in  the  sun  like  lizards;  and  unregarded  children  — 
every  heavy  glance  of  their  young  eyes  full  of  desperation  and 
stony  depravity,  and  their  throats  hoarse  with  cursing  - 
gamble,  and  fight,  and  snarl,  and  sleep,  hour  after  hour,  clash- 
ing their  bruised  centesimi l  upon  the  marble  ledges  of  the 
church  porch.  And  the  images  of  Christ  and  His  angels  look 
down  upon  it  continually.  .  .  . 

»  Pennies. 
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SERVILE  AND  FREE  WORKMEN 

...  Of  servile  ornament,  the  principal  schools  are  the  Greek^ 
Ninevite,  and  Egyptian;  but  their  servility  is  of  different  kinds 
The  Greek  master-workman  was  far  advanced  in  knowledge 
and  power  above  the  Assyrian  or  Egyptian.  Neither  he  nor 
those  for  whom  he  worked  could  endure  the  appearance  of 
imperfection  in  anything;  and  therefore  what  ornament  he 
appointed  to  be  done  by  those  beneath  him  was  composed  of 
mere  geometrical  forms,  —  balls,  ridges,  and  perfectly  sym- 
metrical foliage,  —  which  could  be  executed  with  absolute 
precision  by  line  and  rule,  and  were  as  perfect  in  their  way, 
when  completed,  as  his  own  figure  sculpture.  The  Assyrian 
and  Egyptian,  on  the  contrary,  less  cognizant  of  accurate  form 
in  anything,  were  content  to  allow  their  figure  sculpture  to  be 
executed  by  inferior  workmen,  but  lowered  the  method  of  its 
treatment  to  a  standard  which  every  workman  could  reach, 
and  then  trained  him  by  discipline  so  rigid  that  there  was  no 
chance  of  his  falling  beneath  the  standard  appointed.  The 
Greek  gave  to  the  lower  workman  no  subject  which  he  could 
not  perfectly  execute.  The  Assyrian  gave  him  subjects  which 
he  could  only  execute  imperfectly,  but  fixed  a  legal  standard 
for  his  imperfection.  The  workman  was,  in  both  systems,  a 
slave. 

But  in  the  mediaeval,  or  especially  Christian,  system  of  orna- 
ment, this  slavery  is  done  away  with  altogether;  Christianity 
having  recognized,  in  small  things  as  well  as  great,  the  indi- 
vidual value  of  every  soul.  But  it  not  only  recognizes  its  value; 
it  confesses  its  imperfection,  in  only  bestowing  dignity  upo& 
the  acknowledgment  of  unworthiness.  That  admission  of  lost 
power  and  fallen  nature,  which  the  Greek  or  Ninevite  felt  to 
be  intensely  painful,  and,  as  far  as  might  be,  altogether  refused, 
the  Christian  makes  daily  and  hourly,  contemplating  the  fact 
of  it  without  fear,  as  tending,  in  the  end,  to  God's  greater 
glory.  Therefore,  to  every  spirit  which  Christianity  summons 
to  her  service,  her  exhortation  is :  Do  what  you  can,  and  con- 
fess frankly  what  you  are  unable  to  do;  neither  let  your  effort 
be  shortened  for  fear  of  failure,  nor  your  confession  silenced 
for  fear  of  shame.  And  it  is  perhaps  the  principal  admirable- 
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ness  of  the  Gothic  schools  of  architecture,  that  they  thus 
receive  the  results  of  the  labour  of  inferior  minds,  and  out  of 
fragments  full  of  imperfection,  and  betraying  that  imperfection 
in  every  touch,  indulgently  raise  up  a  stately  and  unaccusable 
whole. 

But  the  modern  English  mind  has  this  much  hi  common 
with  that  of  the  Greek,  that  it  intensely  desires,  in  all  things, 
the  utmost  completion  or  perfection  compatible  with  their 
nature.  This  is  a  noble  character  in  the  abstract,  but  becomes 
ignoble  when  it  causes  us  to  forget  the  relative  dignities  of  that 
nature  itself,  and  to  prefer  the  perfectness  of  the  lower  nature 
to  the  imperfection  of  the  higher;  not  considering  that  as, 
judged  by  such  a  rule,  all  the  brute  animals  would  be  prefer- 
able to  man,  because  more  perfect  in  their  functions  and  kind, 
and  yet  are  always  held  inferior  to  him,  so  also  in  the  works  of 
man,  those  which  are  more  perfect  in  their  kind  are  always 
inferior  to  those  which  are,  in  their  nature,  liable  to  more  faults 
and  shortcomings.  For  the  finer  the  nature,  the  more  flaws  it 
will  show  through  the  clearness  of  it;  and  it  is  a  law  of  this 
universe  that  the  best  things  shall  be  seldomest  seen  in  their 
best  form.  The  wild  grass  grows  well  and  strongly,  one  year 
with  another;  but  the  wheat  is,  according  to  the  greater 
nobleness  of  its  nature,  liable  to  the  bitterer  blight.  And  there- 
fore, while  in  all  things  that  we  see  or  do,  we  are  to  desire 
perfection,  and  strive  for  it,  we  are  nevertheless  not  to  set  the 
meaner  thing,  in  its  narrow  accomplishment,  above  the  nobler 
thing,  in  its  mighty  progress;  not  to  esteem  smooth  minuteness 
above  shattered  majesty;  not  to  prefer  mean  victory  to  honour- 
able defeat;  not  to  lower  the  level  of  our  aim,  that  we  may  the 
more  surely  enjoy  the  complacency  of  success.  But  above  all, 
in  our  dealings  with  the  souls  of  other  men,  we  are  to  take  care 
how  we  check,  by  severe  requirement  or  narrow  caution,  ef- 
forts which  might  otherwise  lead  to  a  noble  issue;  and  still 
more,  how  we  withhold  our  admiration  from  great  excellences, 
because  they  are  mingled  with  rough  faults.  Now  in  the  make 
and  nature  of  every  man,  however  rude  or  simple,  whom  we 
employ  in  manual  labour,  there  are  some  powers  for  better 
things:  some  tardy  imagination,  torpid  capacity  of  emotion, 
tottering  steps  of  thought,  there  are,  even  at  the  worst;  and  in 
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most  cases  it  is  all  our  own  fault  that  they  are  tardy  or  torpid. 
But  they  cannot  be  strengthened,  unless  we  are  content  to 
take  them  in  their  feebleness,  and  unless  we  prize  and  honour 
them  in  their  imperfection  above  the  best  and  most  perfect 
manual  skill.  And  this  is  what  we  have  to  do  with  all  our 
labourers;  to  look  for  the  thoughtful  part  of  them,  and  get  that 
out  of  them,  whatever  we  lose  for  it,  whatever  faults  and  errors 
we  are  obliged  to  take  with  it.  For  the  best  that  is  in  them 
cannot  manifest  itself,  but  in  company  with  much  error. 
Understand  this  clearly:  You  can  teach  a  man  to  draw  a 
straight  line,  and  to  cut  one;  to  strike  a  curved  line,  and  to 
carve  it;  and  to  copy  and  carve  any  number  of  given  lines  or 
forms,  with  admirable  speed  and  perfect  precision;  and  you 
find  his  work  perfect  of  its  kind:  but  if  you  ask  him  to  think 
about  any  of  those  forms,  to  consider  if  he  cannot  find  any 
better  in  his  own  head,  he  stops;  his  execution  becomes  hesi- 
tating; he  thinks,  and  ten  to  one  he  thinks  wrong;  ten  to  one 
he  makes  a  mistake  in  the  first  touch  he  gives  to  his  work  as 
a  thinking  being.  But  you  have  made  a  man  of  him  for  all 
that.  He  was  only  a  machine  before,  an  animated  tool. 

And  observe,  you  are  put  to  stern  choice  in  this  matter.  You 
must  either  make  a  tool  of  the  creature,  or  a  man  of  him.  You 
cannot  make  both.  Men  were  not  intended  to  work  with  the 
accuracy  of  tools,  to  be  precise  and  perfect  in  all  their  actions. 
If  you  will  have  that  precision  out  of  them,  and  make  their 
ringers  measure  degrees  like  cog-wheels,  and  their  arms  strike 
curves  like  compasses,  you  must  unhumanize  them.  All  the 
energy  of  their  spirits  must  be  given  to  make  cogs  and  com- 
passes of  themselves.  All  their  attention  and  strength  must  gc 
to  the  accomplishment  of  the  mean  act.  The  eye  of  the  soul 
must  be  bent  upon  the  finger-point,  and  the  soul's  force  must 
fill  all  the  invisible  nerves  that  guide  it,  ten  hours  a  day,  that 
it  may  not  err  from  its  steely  precision,  and  so  soul  and  sight 
be  worn  away,  and  the  whole  human  being  be  lost  at  last  — 
a  heap  of  sawdust,  so  far  as  its  intellectual  work  in  this  world 
is  concerned;  saved  only  by  its  Heart,  which  cannot  go  into 
the  form  of  cogs  and  compasses,  but  expands,  after  the  ten 
hours  are  over,  into  fireside  humanity.  On  the  other  hand,  if 
you  will  make  a  man  of  the  working  creature,  you  cannot  make 
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a  tool.  Let  him  but  begin  to  imagine,  to  think,  to  try  to  do 
anything  worth  doing;  and  the  engine- turned  precision  is  lost 
at  once.  Out  come  all  his  roughness,  all  his  dulness,  all  his 
incapability;  shame  upon  shame,  failure  upon  failure,  pause 
after  pause:  but  out  comes  the  whole  majesty  of  him  also; 
and  we  know  the  height  of  it  only  when  we  see  the  clouds 
settling  upon  him.  And,  whether  the  clouds  be  bright  or  dark, 
there  will  be  transfiguration  behind  and  within  them. 

And  now,  reader,  look  round  this  English  room  of  yours, 
•about  which  you  have  been  proud  so  often,  because  the  work 
of  it  was  so  good  and  strong,  and  the  ornaments  of  it  so  fin- 
ished. Examine  again  all  those  accurate  mouldings,  and  perfect 
polishings,  and  unerring  adjustments  of  the  seasoned  wood 
and  tempered  steel.  Many  a  time  you  have  exulted  over  them, 
and  thought  how  great  England  was,  because  her  slightest 
work  was  done  so  thoroughly.  Alas!  if  read  rightly,  these  per- 
fectnesses  are  signs  of  a  slavery  in  our  England  a  thousand 
times  more  bitter  and  more  degrading  than  that  of  the  scourged 
African,  or  helot  Greek.  Men  may  be  beaten,  chained,  tor- 
mented, yoked  like  cattle,  slaughtered  like  summer  flies,  and 
yet  remain  in  one  sense,  and  the  best  sense,  free.  But  to 
smother  their  souls  within  them,  to  blight  and  hew  into  rotting 
pollards  the  suckling  branches  of  their  human  intelligence,  to 
make  the  flesh  and  skin  which,  after  the  worm's  work  on  it, 
is  to  see  God, 1  into  leathern  things  to  yoke  machinery  with,  — 
this  it  is  to  be  slave-masters  indeed;  and  there  might  be  more 
freedom  in  England,  though  her  feudal  lords'  lightest  words 
were  worth  men's  lives,  and  though  the  blood  of  the  vexed 
husbandman  dropped  in  the  furrows  of  her  fields,  than  there  is 
while  the  animation  of  her  multitudes  is  sent  like  fuel  to  feed 
the  factory  smoke,  and  the  strength  of  them  is  given  daily  to 
be  wasted  into  the  fineness  of  a  web,  or  racked  into  the  exact- 
ness of  a  line. 

And,  on  the  other  hand,  go  forth  again  to  gaze  upon  the  old 
cathedral  front,  where  you  have  smiled  so  often  at  the  fantastic 
ignorance  of  the  old  sculptors:  examine  once  more  those  ugly 
goblins,  and  formless  monsters,  and  stern  statues,  anatomiless 
and  rigid ;  but  do  not  mock  at  them,  for  they  are  signs  of  the  life 

1  a.  7<*  19:  *6. 
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and  liberty  of  every  workman  who  struck  the  stone;  a  freedom 
of  thought,  and  rank  in  scale  of  being,  such  as  no  laws,  no  char- 
ters, no  charities  can  secure;  but  which  it  must  be  the  first  aim 
of  all  Europe  to  regain  for  her  children. 

Let  me  not  be  thought  to  speak  wildly  or  extravagantly.  It  is 
verily  this  degradation  of  the  operative  into  a  machine,  which, 
more  than  any  other  evil  of  the  times,  is  leading  the  mass  of 
the  nations  everywhere  into  vain,  incoherent,  destructive 
struggling  for  a  freedom  of  which  they  cannot  explain  the 
nature  to  themselves.  Their  universal  outcry  against  wealth, 
and  against  nobility,  is  not  forced  from  them  either  by  the 
pressure  of  famine  or  the  sting  of  mortified  pride.  These  do 
much,  and  have  done  much  in  all  ages;  but  the  foundations  of 
society  were  never  yet  shaken  as  they  are  at  this  day.  It  is  not 
that  men  are  ill  fed,  but  that  they  have  no  pleasure  in  the  work 
by  which  they  make  their  bread,  and  therefore  look  to  wealth 
as  the  only  means  of  pleasure.  It  is  not  that  men  are  pained 
by  the  scorn  of  the  upper  classes,  but  they  cannot  endure  their 
own;  for  they  feel  that  the  kind  of  labour  to  which  they  are 
condemned  is  verily  a  degrading  one,  and  makes  them  less  than 
men.  Never  had  the  upper  classes  so  much  sympathy  with  the 
lower,  or  charity  for  them,  as  they  have  at  this  day,  and  yet 
never  were  they  so  much  hated  by  them:  for,  of  old,  the  sepa- 
ration between  the  noble  and  the  poor  was  merely  a  wall  built 
by  law;  now  it  is  a  veritable  difference  in  level  of  standing,  a 
precipice  between  upper  and  lower  grounds  in  the  field  of 
humanity,  and  there  is  pestilential  air  at  the  bottom  of  it.  I 
know  not  if  a  day  is  ever  to  come  when  the  nature  of  right  free- 
dom will  be  understood,  and  when  men  will  see  that  to  obey 
another  man,  to  labour  for  him,  yield  reverence  to  him  or  to 
his  place,  is  not  slavery.  It  is  often  the  best  kind  of  liberty,  - 
liberty  from  care.  The  man  who  says  to  one,  Go,  and  he  goeth, 
and  to  another  Come,  and  he  cometh,  has,  in  most  cases,  more 
sense  of  restraint  and  difficulty  than  the  man  who  obeys  him. 
The  movements  of  the  one  are  hindered  by  the  burden  on  his 
shoulder;  of  the  other,  by  the  bridle  on  his  lips:  there  is  no  way 
by  which  the  burden  maybe  lightened;  but  we  need  not  suffer 
from  the  bridle  if  we  do  not  champ  at  it.  To  yield  reverence  to 
another,  to  hold  ourselves  and  our  lives  at  his  disposal,  is  not 
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slavery;  often  it  is  the  noblest  state  in  which  a  man  can  live  in 
this  world.  There  is,  indeed,  a  reverence  which  is  servile,  that 
is  to  say  irrational  or  selfish :  but  there  is  also  noble  reverence, 
that  is  to  say,  reasonable  and  loving;  and  a  man  is  never  so 
noble  as  when  he  is  reverent  in  this  kind;  nay,  even  if  the  feel- 
ing pass  the  bounds  of  mere  reason,  so  that  it  be  loving,  a  man 
is  raised  by  it.  Which  had,  in  reality,  most  of  the  serf  nature  in 
him,  —  the  Irish  peasant  who  was  lying  in  wait  yesterday  for 
his  landlord,  with  his  musket  muzzle  thrust  through  the  ragged 
hedge;  or  that  old  mountain  servant,  who  two  hundred  years 
ago,  at  Inverkeithing,  gave  up  his  own  life  and  the  lives  of  his 
seven  sons  for  his  chief?  —  as  each  fell,  calling  forth  his  brother 
to  the  death,  "Another  for  Hector!"1  And  therefore,  in  all 
ages  and  all  countries,  reverence  has  been  paid  and  sacrifice 
made  by  men  to  each  other,  not  only  without  complaint,  but 
rejoicingly;  and  famine,  and  peril,  and  sword,  and  all  evil,  and 
all  shame,  have  been  borne  willingly  in  the  causes  of  masters 
and  kings;  for  all  these  gifts  of  the  heart  ennobled  the  men  who 
gave  not  less  than  the  men  who  received  them,  and  nature 
prompted,  and  God  rewarded  the  sacrifice.  But  to  feel  their 
souls  withering  within  them,  unthanked,  to  find  their  whole 
being  sunk  into  an  unrecognized  abyss,  to  be  counted  off  into  a 
heap  of  mechanism,  numbered  with  its  wheels,  and  weighed 
with  its  hammer  strokes;  —  this  nature  bade  not,  —  this  God 
blesses  not,  —  this  humanity  for  no  long  time  is  able  to  endure. 
We  have  much  studied  and  much  perfected,  of  late,  the  great 
civilized  invention  of  the  division  of  labour;  only  we  give  it  a 
false  name.  It  is  not,  truly  speaking,  the  labour  that  is  divided ; 
but  the  men :  —  divided  into  mere  segments  of  men  —  broken 
into  small  fragments  and  crumbs  of  life;  so  that  all  the  little 
piece  of  intelligence  that  is  left  in  a  man  is  not  enough  to  make 
a  pin,  or  a  nail,  but  exhausts  itself  in  making  the  point  of  a  pin 
or  the  head  of  a  nail.  Now  it  is  a  good  and  desirable  thing, 
truly,  to  make  many  pins  in  a  day;  but  if  we  could  only  see  with 
what  crystal  sand  their  points  were  polished,  —  sand  of  human 
soul,  much  to  be  magnified  before  it  can  be  discerned  for  what 
it  is,  —  we  should  think  there  might  be  some  loss  in  it  also.  And 
the  great  cry  that  rises  from  all  our  manufacturing  cities,  louder 

1  See  Preface  to  Scott's  The  Fair  Uaid  of  Perth. 
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than  their  furnace  blast,  is  all  in  very  deed  for  this,  —  that 
we  manufacture  everything  there  except  men;  we  blanch  cot- 
ton, and  strengthen  steel,  and  refine  sugar,  and  shape  pottery; 
but  to  brighten,  to  strengthen,  to  refine,  or  to  form  a  single 
living  spirit,  never  enters  into  our  estimate  of  advantages. 
And  all  the  evil  to  which  that  cry  is  urging  our  myriads  can  be 
met  only  in  one  way:  not  by  teaching  nor  preaching,  for  to 
teach  them  is  but  to  show  them  their  misery,  and  to  preach  to 
them,  if  we  do  nothing  more  than  preach,  is  to  mock  at  it.  It 
can  be  met  only  by  a  right  understanding,  on  the  part  of  all 
classes,  of  what  kinds  of  labour  are  good  for  men,  raising  them, 
and  making  them  happy;  by  a  determined  sacrifice  of  such  con- 
venience, or  beauty,  or  cheapness  as  is  to  be  got  only  by  the 
degradation  of  the  workman;  and  by  equally  determined  de- 
mand for  the  products  and  results  of  healthy  and  ennobling 
labour. 

And  how,  it  will  be  asked,  are  these  products  to  be  recog- 
nized, and  this  demand  to  be  regulated?  Easily:  by  the  observ- 
ance of  three  broad  and  simple  rules: 

1.  Never  encourage  the  manufacture  of  any  article  not 
absolutely  necessary,  in  the  production  of  which  Invention 
has  no  share. 

2.  Never  demand  an  exact  finish  for  its  own  sake,  but  only 
for  some  practical  or  noble  end. 

3.  Never  encourage  imitation  or  copying  of  any  kind,  except 
for  the  sake  of  preserving  record  of  great  works.  .  .  . 


OF  THE  PATHETIC  FALLACY 

'1856 

[From  Modern  Painters,  volume  3,  chapter  12.  This  selection,  in  con- 
trast with  the  preceding,  shows  how  Ruskin  was  led  from  the  history  of 
art  into  literary  theory.  His  primary  purpose  was  t^>  show  how  modern 
painters,  in  depicting  landscape,  try  to  express  something  which  is  not  in 
the  landscape  itself.] 

GERMAN  dulness  and  English  affectation  have  of  late  much 
multiplied  among  us  the  use  of  two  of  the  most  objectionable 
words  that  were  ever  coined  by  the  troublesomeness  of  meta- 
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physicians,  —  namely,  "Objective"  and  " Subjective."  No 
words  can  be  more  exquisitely,  and  in  all  points,  useless;  and  I 
merely  speak  of  them  that  I  may,  at  once  and  for  ever,  get 
them  out  of  my  way,  and  out  of  my  reader's.  But  to  get  that 
done,  they  must  be  explained. 

The  word  "blue,"  say  certain  philosophers,  means  the  sen- 
sation of  colour  which  the  human  eye  receives  in  looking  at  the 
open  sky,  or  at  a  bell  gentian.  Now,  say  they  farther,  as  this 
sensation  can  only  be  felt  when  the  eye  is  turned  to  the  object, 
and  as,  therefore,  no  such  sensation  is  produced  by  the  object 
when  nobody  looks  at  it,  therefore  the  thing,  when  it  is  not 
looked  at,  is  not  blue;  and  thus  (say  they)  there  are  many 
qualities  of  things  which  depend  as  much  on  something  else 
as  on  themselves.  To  be  sweet,  a  thing  must  have  a  taster; 
it  is  only  sweet  while  it  is  being  tasted,  and  if  the  tongue  had 
not  the  capacity  of  taste,  then  the  sugar  would  not  have  the 
quality  of  sweetness. 

And  then  they  agree  that  the  qualities  of  things  which  thus 
depend  upon  our  perception  of  them,  and  upon  our  human  na- 
ture as  affected  by  them,  shall  be  called  Subjective;  and  the 
qualities  of  things  which  they  always  have,  irrespective  of  any 
other  nature,  as  roundness  or  squareness,  shall  be  called  Ob> 
jective. 

From  these  ingenious  views  the  step  is  very  easy  to  a  farther 
opinion,  that  it  does  not  much  matter  what  things  are  in  them- 
selves, but  only  what  they  are  to  us;  and  that  the  only  real 
truth  of  them  is  their  appearance  to,  or  effect  upon,  us.  Frorr 
which  position,  with  a  hearty  desire  for  mystification,  and 
much  egotism,  selfishness,  shallowness,  and  impertinence,  a 
philosopher  may  easily  go  so  far  as  to  believe,  and  say,  that 
everything  in  the  world  depends  upon  his  seeing  or  thinking 
of  it,  and  that  nothing,  therefore,  exists  but  what  he  sees  or 
thinks  of. 

Now,  to  get  rid  of  all  these  ambiguities  and  troublesome 
words  at  once,  be  it  observed  that  the  word  "blue"  does  not 
mean  the  sensation  caused  by  a  gentian  on  the  human  eye;  but 
it  means  the  power  of  producing  that  sensation ;  and  this  power 
is  always  thereTln  the  thing,  whether  we  are  there  to  experience 
it  or  not,  and  would  remain  there  though  there  were  not  left  a 
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man  on  the  face  of  the  earth.  Precisely  in  the  same  way  gun- 
powder has  a  power  of  exploding.  It  will  not  explode  if  you 
put  no  match  to  it.  But  it  has  always  the  power  of  so  explod- 
ing, and  is  therefore  called  an  explosive  compound,  which  it 
very  positively  and  assuredly  is,  whatever  philosophy  may  say 
to  the  contrary.  In  like  manner,  a  gentian  does  not  produce  the 
sensation  of  blueness,  if  you  don't  look  at  it.  But  it  has  always 
the  power  of  doing  so,  its  particles  being  everlastingly  so  ar- 
ranged by  its  Maker.  And  therefore  the  gentian  and  the  sky 
are  always  verily  blue,  whatever  philosophy  may  say  to  the 
contrary;  and  if  you  do  not  see  them  blue  when  you  look  at 
them,  it  is  not  their  fault,  but  yours. 

Hence  I  would  say  to  these  philosophers :  If,  instead  of  using 
the  sonorous  phrase,  "It  is  objectively  so,"  you  will  use  the 
plain  old  phrase,  "It  is  so,"  and  if  instead  of  the  sonorous 
phrase,  "It  is  subjectively  so,"  you  will  say,  in  plain  old  Eng- 
lish, "It  does  so,"  or  "It  seems  so  to  me,"  you  will,  on  the 
whole,  be  more  intelligible  to  your  fellow-creatures;  and  be- 
sides, if  you  find  that  a  thing  which  generally  "does  so"  to 
other  people  (as  a  gentian  looks  blue  to  most  men)  does  not  so 
to  you,  on  any  particular  occasion,  you  will  not  fall  into  the 
impertinence  of  saying  that  the  thing  is  not  so,  or  did  not  so, 
but  you  will  say  simply  (what  you  will  be  all  the  better  for 
speedily  finding  out)  that  something  is  the  matter  with  you. 
If  you  find  that  you  cannot  explode  the  gunpowder,  you  will 
not  declare  that  all  gunpowder  is  subjective,  and  all  explosion 
imaginary,  but  you  will  simply  suspect  and  declare  yourself  to 
be  an  ill-made  match.  Which,  on  the  whole,  though  there  may 
be  a  distant  chance  of  a  mistake  about  it,  is  nevertheless  tht 
wisest  conclusion  you  can  come  to  until  further  experiment. 

Now,  therefore,  putting  these  tiresome  and  absurd  words 
quite  out  of  our  way,  we  may  go  on  at  our  ease  to  examine  the 
point  in  question,  —  namely,  the  difference  between  the  or- 
dinary, proper,  and  true  appearances  of  things  to  us,  and  the 
extraordinary,  or  false  appearances,  when  we  are  under  the 
influence  of  emotion,  or  contemplative  fancy;  false  appear- 
ances, I  say,  as  being  entirely  unconnected  with  any  real  power 
or  character  in  the  object,  and  only  imputed  to  it  by  us. 

For  instance  — 
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The  spendthrift  crocus,  bursting  through  the  mould 
Naked  and  shivering,  with  his  cup  of  gold.1 

This  is  very  beautiful,  and  yet  very  untrue.  The  crocus  is 
not  a  spendthrift,  but  a  hardy  plant;  its  yellow  is  not  gold,  but 
saffron.  How  is  it  that  we  enjoy  so  much  the  having  it  put  into 
our  heads  that  it  is  anything  else  than  a  plain  crocus? 

It  is  an  important  question.  For,  throughout  our  past 
reasonings  about  art,  we  have  always  found  that  nothing  could 
be  good  or  useful,  or  ultimately  pleasurable,  which  was  untrue. 
But  here  is  something  pleasurable  in  written  poetry  which  is 
nevertheless  untrue.  And  what  is  more,  if  we  think  over  our 
favourite  poetry,  we  shall  find  it  full  of  this  kind  of  fallacy,  and 
that  we  like  it  all  the  more  for  being  so. 

It  will  appear  also,  on  consideration  of  the  matter,  that  this 
fallacy  is  of  two  principal  kinds.  Either,  as  in  this  case  of  the 
crocus,  it  is  the  fallacy  of  wilful  fancy,  which  involves  no  real 
expectation  that  it  will  be  believed;  or  else  it  is  a  fallacy  caused 
by  an  excited  state  of  the  feelings,  making  us,  for  the  time, 
more  or  less  irrational.  Of  the  cheating  of  the  fancy  we  shall 
have  to  speak  presently;  but,  in  this  chapter,  I  want  to  exam- 
ine the  nature  of  the  other  error,  that  which  the  mind  ad- 
mits when  affected  strongly  by  emotion.  Thus,  for  instance,  in 
Alton  Locke  2- 

They  rowed  her  in  across  the  rolling  foam  — 
The  cruel,  crawling  foam. 

The  foam  is  not  cruel,  neither  does  it  crawl.  The  state  of 
mind  which  attributes  to  it  these  characters  of  a  living  creature 
is  one  in  which  the  reason  is  unhinged  by  grief.  All  violent 
feelings  have  the  same  effect.  They  produce  in  us  a  falseness 
in  all  our  impressions  of  external  things,  which  I  would  gener- 
ally characterize  as  the  "pathetic  fallacy/' 

Now  we  are  in  the  habit  of  considering  this  fallacy  as  emi- 
nently a  character  of  poetical  description,  and  the  temper  of 
mind  in  which  we  allow  it,  as  one  eminently  poetical,  because 
passionate.  But  I  believe,  if  we  look  well  into  the  matter,  that 
we  shall  find  the  greatest  poets  do  not  often  admit  this  kind  of 

»  From  Oliver  Wendell  Holme* V  Spring." 

*  By  Charles  Kingsley.  The  lines  are  from  the  song  "The  Sands  of  Dee." 
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falseness,  —  that  it  is  only  the  second  order  of  poets  who  much 
delight  in  it.1 

Thus,  when  Dante  describes  the  spirits  falling  from  the  bank 
of  Acheron  "as  dead  leaves  flutter  from  a  bough, "  he  gives  the 
most  perfect  image  possible  of  their  utter  lightness,  feebleness, 
passiveness,  and  scattering  agony  of  despair,  without,  however, 
for  an  instant  losing  his  own  clear  perception  that  these  are 
souls,  and  those  are  leaves;  he  makes  no  confusion  of  one  with 
the  other.  But  when  Coleridge  speaks  of 

The  one  red  leaf,  the  last  of  its  clan, 
That  dances  as  often  as  dance  it  can,2 

he  has  a  morbid,  that  is  to  say,  a  so  far  false,  idea  about  the 
leaf;  he  fancies  a  life  in  it,  and  will,  which  there  are  not;  con- 
fuses its  powerlessness  with  choice,  its  fading  death  with  merri- 
ment, and  the  wind  that  shakes  it  with  music.  Here,  however, 
there  is  some  beauty,  even  in  the  morbid  passage ;  but  take 
an  instance  in  Homer  and  Pope.  Without  the  knowledge  of 
Ulysses,  Elpenor,  his  youngest  follower,  has  fallen  from  an 
upper  chamber  in  the  Circean  palace,  and  has  been  left  dead, 
unmissed  by  his  leader  or  companions,  in  the  haste  of  their 
departure.  They  cross  the  sea  to  the  Cimmerian  land;  and 
Ulysses  summons  the  shades  from  Tartarus.  The  first  which 

1  I  admit  two  orders  of  poets,  but  no  third;  and  by  these  two  orders  I  mean   the 
Creative  (Shakespeare,  Homer,  Dante),  and  Reflective  or  Perceptive  (Wordsworth, 
Keats,  Tennyson).    But  both  of  these  must  be  first-rate  in  their  range,  though  their 
range  is  different ;  and  with  poetry  second-rate  in  quality  no  one  ought  to  be  allowed  to 
trouble  mankind.   There  is  quite  enough  of  the  best,  —  much  more  than  we  can  ever 
read  or  enjoy  in  the  length  of  a  life;  and  it  is  a  literal  wrong  or  sin  in  any  person  to 
encumber  us  with  inferior  work.    I  have  no  patience  with  apologies  made  by  young 
pseudo-poets,  "that  they  believe  there  is  some  good  in  what  they  have  written:  that 
they  hope  to  do  better  in  time,"  etc.   Some  good!   If  there  is  not  all  good,  there  is  no 
good.   If  they  ever  hope  to  do  better,  why  do  they  trouble  us  now?    Let  them  rather 
courageously  burn  all  they  have  done,  and  wait  for  the  better  days.  There  are  few  men, 
ordinarily  educated,  who  in  moments  of  strong  feeling  could  not  strike  out  a  poetical 
thought,  and  afterwards  polish  it  so  as  to  be  presentable.  But  men  of  sense  know  better 
than  so  to  waste  their  time;  and  those  who  sincerely  love  poetry  know  the  touch  of  the 
master's  hand  on  the  chords  too  well  to  fumble  among  them  after  him.  Nay,  more  than 
this,  all  inferior  poetry  is  an  injury  to  the  good,  inasmuch  as  it  takes  away  the  fresh- 
ness of  rhymes,  blunders  upon  and  gives  a  wretched  commonalty  to  good  thoughts; 
and,  in  general,  adds  to  the  weight  of  human  weariness  in  a  most  woful  and  culpable 
manner.   There  are  few  thoughts  likely  to  come  across  ordinary  men,  which  have  not 
already  been  expressed  by  greater  men  in  the  best  possible  way;  and  it  is  a  wiser,  more 
generous,  more  noble  thing  to  remember  and  point  out  the  perfect  words,  than  to  invent 
poorer  ones,  wherewith  to  encumber  temporarily  the  world.   [Ruskin's  note.] 

2  In  "Christabel." 
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appears  is  that  of  the  lost  Elpenor.  Ulysses,  amazed,  and  in 
exactly  the  spirit  of  bitter  and  terrified  lightness  which  is  seen 
in  Hamlet,1  addresses  the  spirit  with  the  simple,  startled  words: 

"  Elpenor!  How  earnest  thou  under  the  shadowy  darkness?  Hast  thou 
come  faster  on  foot  than  I  in  my  black  ship?  " 

Which  Pope  renders  thus:  — 

O,  say,  what  angry  power  Elpenor  led 
To  glide  in  shades,  and  wander  with  the  dead? 
How  could  thy  soul,  by  realms  and  seas  disjoined, 
Outfly  the  nimble  sail,  and  leave  the  lagging  wind? 

I  sincerely  hope  the  reader  finds  no  pleasure  here,  either  in 
the  nimbleness  of  the  sail,  or  the  laziness  of  the  wind!  And  yet 
how  is  it  that  these  conceits  are  so  painful  now,  when  they 
have  been  pleasant  to  us  in  the  other  instances? 

For  a  very  simple  reason.  They  are  not  a  pathetic  fallacy  at 
all,  for  they  are  put  into  the  mouth  of  the  wrong  passion  —  a 
passion  which  never  could  possibly  have  spoken  them  —  agon- 
ized curiosity.  Ulysses  wants  to  know  the  facts  of  the  matter; 
and  the  very  last  thing  his  mind  could  do  at  the  moment  would 
be  to  pause,  or  suggest  in  anywise  what  was  not  a  fact.  The 
delay  in  the  first  three  lines,  and  conceit  in  the  last,  jar  upon 
us  instantly  like  the  most  frightful  discord  in  music.  No  poet 
of  true  imaginative  power  could  possibly  have  written  the 
passage.2 

Therefore  we  see  that  the  spirit  of  truth  must  guide  us 
in  some  sort,  even  in  our  enjoyment  of  fallacy.  Coleridge's 
fallacy  has  no  discord  in  it,  but  Pope's  has  set  our  teeth  on 
edge.  Without  farther  questioning,  I  will  endeavour  to  state 
the  main  bearings  of  this  matter. 

1  "Well  said,  old  mole!  can'st  work  »'  the  ground  so  fast?  "  (Ruakin's  note.] 
1  It  is  worth  while  comparing  the  way  a  similar  question  is  put  by  the  exquisite  sin* 
cerity  of  Keats:  — 

He  wept,  and  bis  bright  tears 
Went  trickling  down  the  golden  bow  he  held. 
Thus,  with  half-shut  suffused  eyes,  be  stood; 
While  from  beneath  some  cumbrous  boughs  bard  by 
With  solemn  step  an  awful  goddess  came, 
And  there  was  purport  in  her  looks  for  him. 
Which  be  with  eager  guess  began  to  read 
Perplei'd,  the  while  melodiously  be  said, 
"Bow  com'tt  Onma9trtkt  unjooUd  s«*f  " 

Byperum,  j,  4*.  IRuskin'i  note.) 


480  JOHN  RUSKIN 

The  temperament  which  admits  the  pathetic  fallacy  is,  as  I 
said  above,  that  of  a  mind  and  body  in  some  sort  too  weak  to 
deal  fully  with  what  is  before  them  or  upon  them;  borne  away, 
or  over-clouded,  or  over-dazzled  by  emotion ;  and  it  is  a  more 
or  less  noble  state,  according  to  the  force  of  the  emotion  which 
has  induced  it.  For  it  is  no  credit  to  a  man  that  he  is  not  mor- 
bid or  inaccurate  in  his  perceptions,  when  he  has  no  strength 
of  feeling  to  warp  them;  and  it  is  in  general  a  sign  of  higher 
capacity  and  stand  in  the  ranks  of  being,  that  the  emotions 
should  be  strong  enough  to  vanquish,  partly,  the  intellect,  and 
make  it  believe  what  they  choose.  But  it  is  still  a  grander  con- 
dition when  the  intellect  also  rises,  till  it  is  strong  enough  to 
assert  its  rule  against,  or  together  with,  the  utmost  efforts  of 
the  passions;  and  the  whole  man  stands  in  an  iron  glow,  white 
hot,  perhaps,  but  still  strong,  and  in  nowise  evaporating;  even 
if  he  melts,  losing  none  of  his  weight. 

So,  then,  we  have  the  three  ranks:  the  man  who  perceives 
rightly,  because  he  does  not  feel,  and  to  whom  the  primrose 
is  very  accurately  the  primrose,  because  he  does  not  love  it. 
Then,  secondly,  the  man  who  perceives  wrongly,  because  he 
feels,  and  to  whom  the  primrose  is  anything  else  than  a  prim- 
rose :  a  star,  or  a  sun,  or  a  fairy's  shield,  or  a  forsaken  maiden. 
And  then,  lastly,  there  is  the  man  who  perceives  rightly  in  spite 
of  his  feelings,  and  to  whom  the  primrose  is  for  ever  nothing 
else  than  itself  —  a  little  flower  apprehended  in  the  very  plain 
and  leafy  fact  of  it,  whatever  and  how  many  soever  the  asso- 
ciations and  passions  may  be  that  crowd  around  it.  And,  in 
general,  these  three  classes  may  be  rated  in  comparative  order, 
as  the  men  who  are  not  poets  at  all,  and  the  poets  of  the  second 
order,  and  the  poets  of  the  first;  only  however  great  a  man  may 
be,  there  are  always  some  subjects  which  ought  to  throw  him 
off  his  balance;  some,  by  which  his  poor  human  capacity  of 
thought  should  be  conquered,  and  brought  into  the  inaccu- 
rate and  vague  state  of  perception,  so  that  the  language  of 
the  highest  inspiration  becomes  broken,  obscure,  and  wild  in 
metaphor,  resembling  that  of  the  weaker  man,  overborne  by 
weaker  things. 

And  thus,  in  full,  there  are  four  classes:  the  men  who  feel 
nothing,  and  therefore  see  truly;  the  men  who  feel  strongly. 
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think  weakly,  and  see  untruly  (second  order  of  poets) ;  the  men 
who  feel  strongly,  think  strongly,  and  see  truly  (first  order  oi 
poets) ;  and  the  men  who,  strong  as  human  creatures  can  be, 
are  yet  submitted  to  influences  stronger  than  they,  and  see  in  a 
sort  untruly,  because  what  they  see  is  inconceivably  above 
them.  This  last  is  the  usual  condition  of  prophetic  inspiration. 
...  Be  it  clearly  and  constantly  remembered,  that  the  great- 
ness of  a  poet  depends  upon  the  two  faculties,  acuteness  of 
feeling,  and  command  of  it.  A  poet  is  great,  first  in  proportion 
to  the  strength  of  his  passion,  and  then,  that  strength  being 
granted,  in  proportion  to  his  government  of  it;  there  being, 
however,  always  a  point  beyond  which  it  would  be  inhuman 
and  monstrous  if  he  pushed  this  government,  and,  therefore,  a 
point  at  which  all  feverish  and  wild  fancy  becomes  just  and 
true.  Thus  the  destruction  of  the  kingdom  of  Assyria  cannot 
be  contemplated  firmly  by  a  prophet  of  Israel.  The  fact  is  too 
great,  too  wonderful.  It  overthrows  him,  dashes  him  into  a 
confused  element  of  dreams.  All  the  world  is,  to  his  stunned 
thought,  full  of  strange  voices.  "Yea,  the  fir-trees  rejoice  at 
thee,  and  the  cedars  of  Lebanon,  saying,  *  Since  thou  art  gone 
down  to  the  grave,  no  feller  is  come  up  against  us.' "  *  So,  still 
more,  the  thought  of  the  presence  of  Deity  cannot  be  borne 
without  this  great  astonishment.  "The  mountains  and  the 
hills  shall  break  forth  before  you  into  singing,  and  all  the  trees 
of  the  field  shall  clap  their  hands."  2 

But  by  how  much  this  feeling  is  noble  when  it  is  justified  by 
the  strength  of  its  cause,  by  so  much  it  is  ignoble  when  there  is 
not  cause  enough  for  it;  and  beyond  all  other  ignobleness  is  the 
mere  affectation  of  it,  in  hardness  of  heart.  Simply  bad  writing 
may  almost  always,  as  above  noticed,  be  known  by  its  adop- 
tion of  these  fanciful  metaphorical  expressions  as  a  sort  of  cur- 
rent coin;  yet  there  is  even  a  worse,  at  least  a  more  harmful 
condition  of  writing  than  this,  in  which  such  expressions  are 
not  ignorantly  and  feelinglessly  caught  up,  but,  by  some  mas- 
ter, skilful  in  handling,  yet  insincere,  deliberately  wrought  out 
with  chill  and  studied  fancy;  as  if  we  should  try  to  make  an 
old  lava-stream  look  red-hot  again  by  covering  it  with  dead 
leaves,  or  white-hot  with  hoar-frost. 

1  Isaiah  14: 8.  *  Isaiah  55:  xa. 
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When  Young  is  lost  in  veneration,  as  he  dwells  on  the  char- 
acter of  a  truly  good  and  holy  man,  he  permits  himself  for  a 
moment  to  be  overborne  by  the  feeling  so  far  as  to  exclaim  — 

Where  shall  I  find  him?  angels,  tell  me  where. 
You  know  him;  he  is  near  you:  point  him  out. 
Shall  I  see  glories  beaming  from  his  brow, 
Or  trace  his  footsteps  by  the  rising  flowers?1 

This  emotion  has  a  worthy  cause,  and  is  thus  true  and  right. 
But  now  hear  the  cold-hearted  Pope  say  to  a  shepherd  girl  — 

Where'er  you  walk,  cool  gales  shall  fan  the  glade; 
Trees,  where  you  sit,  shall  crowd  into  a  shade; 
Your  praise  the  birds  shall  chant  in  every  grove, 
And  winds  shall  waft  it  to  the  powers  above. 
But  would  you  sing,  and  rival  Orpheus'  strain, 
The  wondering  forests  soon  should  dance  again; 
The  moving  mountains  hear  the  powerful  call, 
And  headlong  streams  hang,  listening,  in  their  fall.2 

This  is  not,  nor  could  it  for  a  moment  be  mistaken  for,  the 
language  of  passion.  It  is  simple  falsehood,  uttered  by  hy- 
pocrisy; definite  absurdity,  rooted  in  affectation,  and  coldly 
asserted  in  the  teeth  of  nature  and  fact.  Passion  will  indeed  go 
far  in  deceiving  itself ;  but  it  must  be  a  strong  passion,  not  the 
simple  wish  of  a  lover  to  tempt  his  mistress  to  sing.  Compare 
a  very  closely  parallel  passage  in  Wordsworth,  in  which  the 
lover  has  lost  his  mistress :  - 

Three  years  had  Barbara  in  her  grave  been  laid, 
When  thus  his  moan  he  made :  — 

uOh,  move,  thou  cottage,  from  behind  yon  oak, 

Or  let  the  ancient  tree  uprooted  lie, 
That  in  some  other  way  yon  smoke 

May  mount  into  the  sky. 
If  still  behind  yon  pine-tree's  ragged  bough, 

Headlong,  the  waterfall  must  come, 

Oh,  let  it,  then,  be  dumb  — 
Be  anything,  sweet  stream,  but  that  which  thou  art  now."  3 

Here  is  a  cottage  to  be  moved,  if  not  a  mountain,  and  a 
water-fall  to  be  silent,  if  it  is  not  to  hang  listening:  but  with 

1  Night  Thoughts,  n. 

2  Pastorals:  Summer.   Ruskin  omits  four  lines  after  the  first  couplet. 

3  From  the  poem  (but  inaccurately  quoted),  "  T  is  said  that  some  have  died  for  love." 
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what  different  relation  to  the  mind  that  contemplates  them! 
Here,  in  the  extremity  of  its  agony,  the  soul  cries  out  wildly 
for  relief,  which  at  the  same  moment  it  partly  knows  to  tx! 
impossible,  but  partly  believes  possible,  in  a  vague  impression 
that  a  miracle  might  be  wrought  to  give  relief  even  to  a  less  sore 
distress,  —  that  nature  is  kind,  and  God  is  kind,  and  that 
grief  is  strong;  it  knows  not  well  what  is  possible  to  such  grief. 
To  silence  a  stream,  to  move  a  cottage  wall,  —  one  might  think 
it  could  do  as  much  as  that! 

I  believe  these  instances  are  enough  to  illustrate  the  main 
point  I  insist  upon  respecting  the  pathetic  fallacy,  —  that  so 
far  as  it  is  a  fallacy,  it  is  always  the  sign  of  a  morbid  state  of 
mind,  and  comparatively  of  a  weak  one.  Even  in  the  most 
inspired  prophet  it  is  a  sign  of  the  incapacity  of  his  human 
sight  or  thought  to  bear  what  has  been  revealed  to  it.  In  ordi- 
nary poetry,  if  it  is  found  in  the  thoughts  of  the  poet  himself, 
it  is  at  once  a  sign  of  his  belonging  to  the  inferior  school;  if  in 
the  thoughts  of  the  characters  imagined  by  him,  it  is  right  or 
wrong  according  to  the  genuineness  of  the  emotion  from  which 
it  springs;  always,  however,  implying  necessarily  some  degree 
of  weakness  in  the  character.  . 


PREFACE  TO  THE  CROWN  OF  WILD  OLIVE 

1866 

[The  Crown  of  Wild  Olive  is  a  book  containing  three  lectures,  on  Work, 
Traffic,  and  War,  which  Ruskin  had  delivered,  in  1864  and  1865,  to  audi- 
ences composed  primarily  of  laborers,  business  men,  and  soldiers.  For 
the  meaning  of  the  title,  see  the  dosing  lines  of  the  Preface.l 

TWENTY  years  ago,  there  was  no  lovelier  piece  of  lowland 
scenery  in  South  England,  nor  any  more  pathetic  in  the  world, 
by  its  expression  of  sweet  human  character  and  life,  than  that 
immediately  bordering  on  the  sources  of  the  Wandel,  and 
including  the  low  moors  of  Addington,  and  the  villages  of 
Beddington  and  Carshalton,  with  all  their  pools  and  streams.1 
No  clearer  or  diviner  waters  ever  sang  with  constant  lips  of 
the  hand  which  "giveth  rain  from  heaven";  no  pastures  ever 

1  In  Surrey  and  Kent 


484  JOHN  RUSKIN 

lighted  in  spring-time  with  more  passionate  blossoming;  no 
sweeter  homes  ever  hallowed  the  heart  of  the  passer-by  with 
their  pride  of  peaceful  gladness  —  fain-hidden  —  yet  full- 
confessed.  The  place  remains,  or,  until  a  few  months  ago,  re- 
mained, nearly  unchanged  in  its  larger  features;  but  with 
deliberate  mind  I  say  that  I  have  never  seen  anything  so 
ghastly  in  its  inner  tragic  meaning,  —  not  in  Pisan  Maremma, 
—  not  by  Campagna  tomb,  —  not  by  the  sand-isles  of  the 
Torcellan  shore,  —  as  the  slow  stealing  of  aspects  of  reckless, 
indolent,  animal  neglect,  over  the  delicate  sweetness  of  that 
English  scene :  nor  is  any  blasphemy  or  impiety  —  any  frantic 
saying  or  godless  thought  —  more  appalling  to  me,  using  the 
best  power  of  judgment  I  have  to  discern  its  sense  and  scope, 
than  the  insolent  defiling  of  those  springs  by  the  human  herds 
that  drink  of  them.  Just  where  the  welling  of  stainless  water, 
trembling  and  pure,  like  a  body  of  light,  enters  the  pool  of 
Carshalton,  cutting  itself  a  radiant  channel  down  to  the  gravel, 
through  warp  of  feathery  weeds,  all  waving,  which  it  traverses 
with  its  deep  threads  of  clearness,  like  the  chalcedony  in  moss- 
agate,  starred  here  and  there  with  white  grenouillette;  just  in 
the  very  rush  and  murmur  of  the  first  spreading  currents,  the 
human  wretches  of  the  place  cast  their  street  and  house  foul- 
ness; heaps  of  dust  and  slime,  and  broken  shreds  of  old  metal, 
and  rags  of  putrid  clothes;  they  having  neither  energy  to  cart 
it  away,  nor  decency  enough  to  dig  it  into  the  ground,  thus  shed 
into  the  stream,  to  diffuse  what  venom  of  it  will  float  and  melt, 
far  away,  in  all  places  where  God  meant  those  waters  to  bring 
joy  and  health.  And,  in  a  little  pool  behind  some  houses  farther 
in  the  village,  where  another  spring  rises,  the  shattered  stones 
of  the  well,  and  of  the  little  fretted  channel  which  was  long  ago 
built  and  traced  for  it  by  gentler  hands,  lie  scattered,  each  from 
each,  under  a  ragged  bank  of  mortar  and  scoria  and  brick- 
layers' refuse,  on  one  side,  which  the  clean  water  nevertheless 
chastises  to  purity;  but  it  cannot  conquer  the  dead  earth  be- 
yond; and  there,  circled  and  coiled  under  festering  scum,  the 
stagnant  edge  of  the  pool  effaces  itself  into  a  slope  of  black 
slime,  the  accumulation  of  indolent  years.  Half  a  dozen  men, 
with  one  day's  work,  could  cleanse  those  pools,  and  trim  the 
flowers  about  their  banks,  and  make  every  breath  of  summer 
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air  above  them  rich  with  cool  balm;  and  every  glittering  wave 
medicinal,  as  if  it  ran,  troubled  only  of  angels,  from  the  porch 
of  Bethesda.  But  that  day's  work  is  never  given,  nor,  I  sup- 
pose, will  be;  nor  will  any  joy  be  possible  to  heart  of  man,  for 
evermore,  about  those  wells  of  English  waters. 

When  I  last  left  them,  I  walked  up  slowly  through  the  back 
streets  of  Croydon,  from  the  old  church  to  the  hospital;  and, 
just  on  the  left,  before  coming  up  to  the  crossing  of  the  High 
Street,  there  was  a  new  public  house  built.  And  the  front  of  it 
was  built  in  so  wise  manner,  that  a  recess  of  two  feet  was  left 
below  its  front  windows,  between  them  and  the  street  pave- 
ment —  a  recess  too  narrow  for  any  possible  use  (for  even  if  it 
had  been  occupied  by  a  seat,  as  in  old  time  it  might  have  been, 
everybody  walking  along  the  street  would  have  fallen  over  the 
legs  of  the  reposing  wayfarer) .  But,  by  way  of  making  this  two 
feet  depth  of  freehold  land  more  expressive  of  the  dignity  of  an 
establishment  for  the  sale  of  spirituous  liquors,  it  was  fenced 
from  the  pavement  by  an  imposing  iron  railing,  having  four  or 
five  spear-heads  to  the  yard  of  it,  and  six  feet  high;  containing 
as  much  iron  and  iron-work,  indeed,  as  could  well  be  put  into 
the  space;  and  by  this  stately  arrangement,  the  little  piece  of 
dead  ground  within,  between  wall  and  street,  became  a  protec- 
tive receptacle  of  refuse;  cigar  ends,  and  oyster  shells,  and  the 
like,  such  as  an  open-handed  English  street-populace  habitu- 
ally scatters  from  its  presence,  and  was  thus  left,  unsweepable 
by  any  ordinary  methods.  Now  the  iron  bars  which,  uselessly 
(or  in  great  degree  worse  than  uselessly)  enclosed  this  bit  of 
ground,  and  made  it  pestilent,  represented  a  quantity  of  work 
which  would  have  cleansed  the  Carshalton  pools  three  times 
over;  —  of  work  partly  cramped  and  perilous,  in  the  mine; 
partly  grievous  and  horrible,  at  the  furnace;  partly  foolish 
and  sedentary,  of  ill-taught  students  making  bad  designs;  work 
from  the  beginning  to  the  last  fruits  of  it,  and  in  all  the 
branches  of  it,  venomous,  deathful,  and  miserable. 

Now,  how  did  it  come  to  pass  that  this  work  was  done  in- 
stead of  the  other;  that  the  strength  and  life  of  the  English 
operative  were  spent  in  defiling  ground,  instead  of  redeeming 
it,  and  in  producing  an  entirely  (in  that  place)  valueless  piece 
of  metal,  which  can  neither  be  eaten  nor  breathed,  instead  of 
medicinal  fresh  air  and  pure  water? 
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There  is  but  one  reason  for  it,  and  at  present  a  conclusive 
one,  —  that  the  capitalist  can  charge  percentage  on  the  work 
in  the  one  case,  and  cannot  in  the  other.  If,  having  certain 
funds  for  supporting  labour  at  my  disposal,  I  pay  men  merely 
to  keep  my  ground  in  order,  my  money  is,  in  that  function, 
spent  once  for  all;  but  if  I  pay  them  to  dig  iron  out  of  my 
ground,  and  work  it,  and  sell  it,  I  can  charge  rent  for  the 
ground,  and  percentage  both  on  the  manufacture  and  the  sale, 
and  make  my  capital  profitable  in  these  three  by-ways.  The 
greater  part  of  the  profitable  investment  of  capital,  in  the 
present  day,  is  in  operations  of  this  kind,  in  which  the  public 
is  persuaded  to  buy  something  of  no  use  to  it,  on  production  or 
sale  of  which  the  capitalist  may  charge  percentage;  the  said 
public  remaining  all  the  while  under  the  persuasion  that  the 
percentage  thus  obtained  are  real  national  gains,  whereas  they 
are  merely  filchings  out  of  partially  light  pockets,  to  swell 
heavy  ones. 

Thus,  the  Croydon  publican  buys  the  iron  railing,  to  make 
himself  more  conspicuous  to  drunkards.  The  public-house- 
keeper on  the  other  side  of  the  way  presently  buys  another 
railing,  to  out-rail  him  with.  Both  are,  as  to  their  relative 
attractiveness,  just  where  they  were  before;  but  they  have 
both  lost  the  price  of  the  railings,  which  they  must  either  them- 
selves finally  lose,  or  make  their  aforesaid  customers,  the  ama- 
teurs of  railings,  pay,  by  raising  the  price  of  their  beer,  or 
adulterating  it.  Either  the  publicans,  or  their  customers,  are 
thus  poorer  by  precisely  what  the  capitalist  has  gained;  and  the 
value  of  the  work  itself,  meantime,  has  been  lost  to  the  nation, 
the  iron  bars,  in  that  form  and  place,  being  wholly  useless.  It 
is  this  mode  of  taxation  of  the  poor  by  the  rich  which  is  referred 
to  in  the  text,  in  comparing  the  modern  acquisitive  power  of 
capital  with  that  of  the  lance  and  sword;  the  only  difference 
being  that  the  levy  of  blackmail  in  old  times  was  by  force,  and 
is  now  by  cozening.  The  old  rider  and  reiver1  frankly  quartered 
himself  on  the  publican  for  the  night;  the  modern  one  merely 
makes  his  lance  into  an  iron  spike,  and  persuades  his  host  to 
buy  it.  One  comes  as  an  open  robber,  the  other  as  a  cheating 
peddler;  but  the  result,  to  the  injured  person's  pocket,  is  abso- 

i  Robber. 
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lutely  the  same.  Of  course  many  useful  industries  mingle  with 
and  disguise  the  useless  ones;  and  in  the  habits  of  energy 
aroused  by  the  struggle  there  is  a  certain  direct  good.  It  is  far 
better  to  spend  four  thousand  pounds  in  making  a  good  gun 
and  then  to  blow  it  to  pieces,  than  to  pass  life  in  idleness. 
Only  do  not  let  the  proceeding  be  called  "political  economy." 
There  is  also  a  confused  notion  in  the  minds  of  many  persons, 
that  the  gathering  of  the  property  of  the  poor  into  the  hands  of 
the  rich  does  no  ultimate  harm  since,  in  whosesoever  hands  it 
may  be,  it  must  be  spent  at  last,  and  thus,  they  think,  return 
to  the  poor  again.  This  fallacy  has  been  again  and  again  ex- 
posed; but  granting  the  plea  true,  the  same  apology  may,  of 
course,  be  made  for  blackmail,  or  any  other  form  of  robbery. 
It  might  be  (though  practically  it  never  is)  as  advantageous 
for  the  nation  that  the  robber  should  have  the  spending  of  the 
money  he  extorts,  as  that  the  person  robbed  should  have  spent 
it.  But  this  is  no  excuse  for  the  theft.  If  I  were  to  put  a  turn- 
pike on  the  road  where  it  passes  my  own  gate,  and  endeavour 
to  exact  a  shilling  from  every  passenger,  the  public  would  soon 
do  away  with  my  gate,  without  listening  to  any  pleas  on  my 
part  that  "it  was  as  advantageous  to  them,  in  the  end,  that  I 
should  spend  their  shillings,  as  that  they  themselves  should." 
But  if,  instead  of  outfacing  them  with  a  turnpike,  I  can  only 
persuade  them  to  come  in  and  buy  stones,  or  old  iron,  or  any 
other  useless  thing,  out  of  my  ground,  I  may  rob  them  to  the 
same  extent,  and  be,  moreover,  thanked  as  a  public  benefactor 
and  promoter  of  commercial  prosperity.  And  this  main  ques- 
tion for  the  poor  of  England  —  for  the  poor  of  all  countries  - 
is  wholly  omitted  in  every  treatise  on  the  subject  of  wealth. 
Even  by  the  labourers  themselves,  the  operation  of  capital  is 
regarded  only  in  its  effect  on  their  immediate  interests,  never 
in  the  far  more  terrific  power  of  its  appointment  of  the  kind 
and  the  object  of  labour.  It  matters  little,  ultimately,  how 
much  a  labourer  is  paid  for  making  anything;  but  it  matters 
fearfully  what  the  thing  is,  which  he  is  compelled  to  make.  If 
his  labour  is  so  ordered  as  to  produce  food,  and  fresh  air,  and 
fresh  water,  no  matter  that  his  wages  are  low;  —  the  food  and 
the  fresh  air  and  water  will  be  at  last  there,  and  he  will  at  last 
get  them.  But  if  he  is  paid  to  destroy  food  and  fresh  air,  or  to 
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produce  iron  bars  instead  of  them,  —  the  food  and  air  will  fin- 
ally not  be  there,  and  he  will  not  get  them,  to  his  great  and  final 
inconvenience.  So  that,  conclusively,  in  political  as  in  house- 
hold economy,  the  great  question  is,  not  so  much  what  money 
you  have  in  your  pocket,  as  what  you  will  buy  with  it  and  do 
with  it. 

I  have  been  long  accustomed,  as  all  men  engaged  in  work  of 
investigation  must  be,  to  hear  my  statements  laughed  at  for 
years,  before  they  are  examined  or  believed;  and  I  am  generally 
content  to  wait  the  public's  time.  But  it  has  not  been  without 
displeased  surprise  that  I  have  found  myself  totally  unable,  as 
yet,  by  any  repetition  or  illustration,  to  force  this  plain  thought 
into  my  readers'  heads,  —  that  the  wealth  of  nations,  as  of 
men,  consists  in  substance,  not  in  ciphers;  and  that  the  real 
good  of  all  work,  and  of  all  commerce,  depends  on  the  final 
intrinsic  worth  of  the  thing  you  make  or  get  by  it.  This  is  a 
" practical"  -enough  statement,  one  would  think:  but  the  Eng- 
lish public  has  been  so  possessed  by  its  modern  school  of  econo- 
mists with  the  notion  that  Business  is  always  good,  whether  it 
be  busy  in  mischief  or  in  benefit,  and  that  buying  and  selling 
are  always  salutary,  whatever  the  intrinsic  worth  of  what  you 
buy  or  sell,  that  it  seems  impossible  to  gain  so  much  as  a  patient 
hearing  for  any  inquiry  respecting  the  substantial  result  of  our 
eager  modern  labours. 

I  have  never  felt  more  checked  by  the  sense  of  this  impossi- 
bility than  in  arranging  the  heads  of  the  following  three  lec- 
tures, which,  though  delivered  at  considerable  intervals  of  time, 
and  in  different  places,  were  not  prepared  without  reference  to 
each  other.  Their  connection  would,  however,  have  been  made 
far  more  distinct,  if  I  had  not  been  prevented,  by  what  I  feel 
to  be  another  great  difficulty  in  addressing  English  audiences, 
from  enforcing  with  any  decision  the  common,  and  to  me  the 
most  important,  part  of  their  subjects.  I  chiefly  desired  (as  I 
have  just  said)  to  question  my  hearers  —  operatives,  mer- 
chants, and  soldiers,  as  to  the  ultimate  meaning  of  the  business 
they  had  in  hand,  and  to  know  from  them  what  they  expected 
or  intended  their  manufacture  to  come  to,  their  selling  to  come 
to,  and  their  killing  to  come  to.  That  appeared  the  first  point 
needing  determination  before  I  could  speak  to  them  with  any 
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real  utility  or  effect.  "You  craftsmen  —  salesmen  —  swords- 
men, —  do  but  tell  me  clearly  what  you  want;  then,  if  I  can 
say  anything  to  help  you,  I  will;  and  if  not,  I  will  account  to 
you  as  I  best  may  for  my  inability.*'  But  in  order  to  put  this 
question  into  any  terms,  one  had  first  of  all  to  face  a  difficulty, 

-  to  me  for  the  present  insuperable,  —  the  difficulty  of  know- 
ing whether  to  address  one's  audience  as  believing,  or  not  be- 
lieving, in  any  other  world  than  this.  For  if  you  address  any 
average  modern  English  company  as  believing  in  an  eternal 
life,  and  endeavour  to  draw  any  conclusions  from  this  assumed 
belief  as  to  their  present  business,  they  will  forthwith  tell  you 
that  "what  you  say  is  very  beautiful,  but  it  is  not  practical." 
If,  on  the  contrary,  you  frankly  address  them  as  unbelievers  in 
eternal  life,  and  try  to  draw  any  consequences  from  that  un- 
belief, they  immediately  hold  you  for  an  accursed  person,  and 
shake  off  the  dust  from  their  feet  at  you.  And  the  more  I 
thought  over  what  I  had  got  to  say,  the  less  I  found  I  could 
say  it,  without  some  reference  to  this  intangible  or  intractable 
part  of  the  subject.  It  made  all  the  difference,  in  asserting  any 
principle  of  war,  whether  one  assumed  that  a  discharge  of  artil- 
lery would  merely  knead  down  a  certain  quantity  of  once  living 
clay  into  a  level  line,  as  in  a  brick-field,  or  whether,  out  of 
every  separately  Christian-named  portion  of  the  ruinous  heap, 
there  went  out,  into  the  smoke  and  dead-fallen  air  of  battle, 
some  astonished  condition  of  soul,  unwillingly  released.  It 
made  all  the  difference,  in  speaking  of  the  possible  range  of 
commerce,  whether  one  assumed  that  all  bargains  related  only 
to  visible  property,  or  whether  property  for  the  present  invisi- 
ble, but  nevertheless  real,  was  elsewhere  purchasable  on  other 
terms.  It  made  all  the  difference,  in  addressing  a  body  of  men 
subject  to  considerable  hardship,  and  having  to  find  some  way 
out  of  it,  whether  one  could  confidently  say  to  them,  "My 
friends,  you  have  only  to  die,  and  all  will  be  right";  or  whether 
one  had  any  secret  misgiving  that  such  advice  was  more  blessed 
to  him  that  gave  than  to  him  that  took  it. 

And  therefore  the  deliberate  reader  will  find,  throughout 
these  lectures,  a  hesitation  in  driving  points  home,  and  a  paus- 
ing short  of  conclusions  which  he  will  feel  I  would  fain  have 
come  to;  — hesitation  which  arises  wholly  from  this  uncer- 
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tainty  of  my  hearers'  temper.  For  I  do  not  now  speak,  nor 
have  I  ever  spoken,  since  the  time  of  first  forward  youth,  in 
any  proselytizing  temper,  as  desiring  to  persuade  any  one  to 
beHeve  anything;  but,  whomsoever  I  venture  to  address,  I  take 
for  the  time  his  creed  as  I  find  it,  and  endeavour  to  push  it  into 
such  vital  fruit  as  it  seems  capable  of.  Thus  it  is  a  creed  with  a 
great  part  of  the  existing  English  people,  that  they  are  in  pos* 
session  of  a  book  which  tells  them,  straight  from  the  lips  oi 
God,  all  they  ought  to  do  and  need  to  know.  I  have  read  that 
book,  with  as  much  care  as  most  of  them,  for  some  forty  years, 
and  am  thankful  that,  on  those  who  trust  it,  I  can  press  its 
pleadings.  My  endeavour  has  been  uniformly  to  make  them 
trust  it  more  deeply  than  they  do;  trust  it,  not  in  their  own 
favourite  verses  only,  but  in  the  sum  of  all;  trust  it  not  as  a 
fetish  or  talisman,  which  they  are  to  be  saved  by  daily  repe- 
titions of,  but  as  a  Captain's  order,  to  be  heard  and  obeyed  at 
their  peril.  I  was  always  encouraged  by  supposing  my  hearers 
to  hold  such  belief.  To  these,  if  to  any,  I  once  had  hope  of 
addressing,  with  acceptance,  words  which  insisted  on  the  guilt 
of  pride  and  the  futility  of  avarice;  from  these,  if  any,  I  once 
expected  ratification  of  a  political  economy  which  asserted  that 
the  life  was  more  than  the  meat,  and  the  body  than  raiment; 
and  these,  it  once  seemed  to  me,  I  might  ask,  without  accusa- 
tion of  fanaticism,  not  merely  in  doctrine  of  the  lips,  but  in  the 
bestowal  of  their  heart's  treasure,  to  separate  themselves  from 
the  crowd  of  whom  it  is  written,  "  After  all  these  things  do  the 
Gentiles  seek." 

It  cannot,  however,  be  assumed  with  any  semblance  of  rea- 
son that  a  general  audience  is  now  wholly,  or  even  in  majority; 
composed  of  these  religious  persons.  A  large  portion  must 
always  consist  of  men  who  admit  no  such  creed,  or  who,  at  least, 
are  inaccessible  to  appeals  founded  on  it.  And  as,  with  the  so- 
called  Christian,  I  desired  to  plead  for  honest  declaration  and 
fulfilment  of  his  belief  in  life,  with  the  so-called  infidel  I  de- 
sired to  plead  for  an  honest  declaration  and  fulfilment  of  his 
belief  in  death.  The  dilemma  is  inevitable.  Men  must  either 
hereafter  live,  or  hereafter  die;  fate  may  be  bravely  met,  and 
conduct  wisely  ordered,  on  either  expectation,  but  never  in 
hesitation  between  ungrasped  hope  and  unconfronted  fear. 
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We  usually  believe  in  immortality  so  far  as  to  avoid  prepara- 
tion for  death,  and  in  mortality  so  far  as  to  avoid  preparation 
for  anything  after  death.  Whereas  a  wise  man  will  at  least 
hold  himself  prepared  for  one  or  other  of  two  events,  of  which 
one  or  other  is  inevitable;  and  will  have  all  things  ended  in 
order,  for  his  sleep,  or  left  in  order,  for  his  awakening. 

Nor  have  we  any  right  to  call  it  an  ignoble  judgment,  if  he 
determine  to  end  them  in  order,  as  for  sleep.  A  brave  belief  in 
life  is  indeed  an  enviable  state  of  mind,  but,  as  far  as  I  can  dis- 
cern, an  unusual  one.  I  know  few  Christians  so  convinced  of 
the  splendour  of  the  rooms  in  their  Father's  house  as  to  be 
happier  when  their  friends  are  called  to  those  mansions,  than 
they  would  have  been  if  the  Queen  had  sent  for  them  to  live  at 
court;  nor  has  the  Church's  most  ardent  "desire  to  depart  and 
be  with  Christ"  ever  cured  it  of  the  singular  habit  of  putting 
on  mourning  for  every  person  summoned  to  such  departure. 
On  the  contrary,  a  brave  belief  in  death  has  been  assuredly 
held  by  many  not  ignoble  persons;  and  it  is  a  sign  of  the  last 
depravity  in  the  Church  itself,  when  it  assumes  that  such  a 
belief  is  inconsistent  with  either  purity  of  character  or  energy 
of  hand.  The  shortness  of  life  is  not,  to  any  rational  person,  a 
conclusive  reason  for  wasting  the  space  of  it  which  may  be 
granted  him;  nor  does  the  anticipation  of  death  to-morrow  sug- 
gest, to  any  one  but  a  drunkard,  the  expediency  of  drunken- 
ness to-day.  To  teach  that  there  is  no  device  in  the  grave  may 
indeed  make  the  deviceless  person  more  contented  in  his  dul- 
ness;  but  it  will  make  the  deviser  only  more  earnest  in  devising: 
nor  is  human  conduct  likely,  in  every  case,  to  be  purer,  under  the 
conviction  that  all  its  evil  may  in  a  moment  be  pardoned,  and 
all  its  wrong-doing  in  a  moment  redeemed,  and  that  the  sigh 
of  repentance,  which  purges  the  guilt  of  the  past,  will  waft  the 
soul  into  a  felicity  which  forgets  its  pain,  —  than  it  may  be 
under  the  sterner  and  —  to  many  not  unwise  minds  —  more 
probable  apprehension  that  "what  a  man  soweth  that  shall 
he  also  reap,"  -  or  others  reap,  when  he,  the  living  seed  of 
pestilence,  walketh  no  more  in  darkness,  but  lies  down  therein. 

But  to  men  for  whom  feebleness  of  sight,  or  bitterness  of 
soul,  or  the  offence  given  by  the  conduct  of  those  who  claim 
higher  hope,  may  have  rendered  this  painful  creed  the  only 
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possible  one,  there  is  an  appeal  to  be  made,  more  secure  in  its 
ground  than  any  which  can  be  addressed  to  happier  persons. 
Might  not  a  preacher,  in  comfortless  but  faithful  zeal,  from  the 
poor  height  of  a  grave-hillock  for  his  Hill  of  Mars,1  and  with 
the  Cave  of  the  Eumenides  2  at  his  side,  say  to  them  thus: 
Hear  me,  you  dying  men,  who  will  soon  be  deaf  forever.  For 
these  others,  at  your  right  hand  and  your  left,  who  look  for- 
ward to  a  state  of  infinite  existence,  hi  which  all  their  errors 
will  be  overruled,  and  all  their  faults  forgiven;  —  for  these 
who,  stained  and  blackened  in  the  battle-smoke  of  mortality, 
have  but  to  dip  themselves  for  an  instant  in  the  font  of  death, 
and  to  rise  renewed  of  plumage,  as  a  dove  that  is  covered  with 
silver,  and  her  feathers  like  gold;  —  for  these,  indeed,  it  may 
be  permissible  to  waste  their  numbered  moments,  through 
faith  in  a  future  of  innumerable  hours ;  to  these,  in  their  weak- 
ness, it  may  be  conceded  that  they  should  tamper  with  sin 
which  can  only  bring  forth  fruit  of  righteousness,  and  profit 
by  the  iniquity  which  one  day  will  be  remembered  no  more. 
In  them  it  may  be  no  sign  of  hardness  of  heart  to  neglect  the 
poor,  over  whom  they  know  their  Master  is  watching,  and  to 
leave  those  to  perish  temporarily,  who  cannot  perish  eternally. 
But  for  you  there  is  no  such  hope,  and  therefore  no  such  excuse. 
This  fate,  which  you  ordain  for  the  wretched,  you  believe  to  be 
all  their  inheritance;  you  may  crush  them,  before  the  moth, 
and  they  will  never  rise  to  rebuke  you;  their  breath,  which  fails 
for  lack  of  food,  once  expiring,  will  never  be  recalled  to  whisper 
against  you  a  word  of  accusing;  they  and  you,  as  you  think, 
shall  lie  down  together  in  the  dust,  and  the  worms  cover  you; 
and  for  them  there  shall  be  no  consolation,  and  on  you  no 
vengeance,  —  only  the  question  murmured  above  your  grave: 
"Who  shall  repay  him  what  he  hath  done?"  Is  it  therefore 
easier  for  you  in  your  heart  to  inflict  the  sorrow  for  which  there 
is  no  remedy?  Will  you  take,  wantonly,  this  little  all  of  his  life 
from  your  poor  brother,  and  make  his  brief  hours  long  to  him 
with  pain?  Will  you  be  more  prompt  to  the  injustice  which  can 
never  be  redressed,  and  niggardly  of  the  mercy  which  you  can 
bestow  but  once,  and  which,  refusing,  you  refuse  forever?  I 
think  better  of  you,  even  of  the  most  selfish,  than  that  you 

1  Where  Paul  preached  immortality  to  the  Athenians.  *  The  Furies. 
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would  act  thus,  well  understanding  your  act.  And  for  your- 
selves, it  seems  to  me,  the  question  becomes  not  less  grave  when 
brought  into  these  curt  limits.  If  your  life  were  but  a  fever  fit, 

-  the  madness  of  a  night,  whose  follies  were  all  to  be  forgotten 
in  the  dawn,  —  it  might  matter  little  how  you  fretted  away  the 
sickly  hours,  —  what  toys  you  snatched  at,  or  let  fall,  —  what 
visions  you  followed  wistfully,  with  the  deceived  eyes  of  help- 
less frenzy.  Is  the  earth  only  an  hospital?  are  health  and 
heaven  to  come?  Then  play,  if  you  care  to  play,  on  the  floor  of 
the  hospital  dens.  Knit  its  straws  into  what  crowns  please  you ; 
gather  the  dust  of  it  for  treasure,  and  die  rich  in  that,  clutching 
at  the  black  motes  in  the  air  with  your  dying  hands;  —  and 
yet  it  may  be  well  with  you.  But  if  this  life  be  no  dream,  and 
the  world  no  hospital,  but  your  palace-inheritance;  —  if  all  the 
peace  and  power  and  joy  you  can  ever  win  must  be  won  now, 
and  all  fruit  of  victory  gathered  here,  or  never;  —  will  you 
still,  throughout  the  puny  totality  of  your  lif e,  weary  yourselves 
in  the  fire  for  vanity?  If  there  is  no  rest  which  remaineth  for 
you,  is  there  none  you  might  presently  take?  was  this  grass  of 
the  earth  made  green  for  your  shroud  only,  not  for  your  bed? 
and  can  you  never  lie  down  upon  it,  but  only  under  it?  The 
heathen,  in  their  saddest  hours,  thought  not  so.   They  knew 
that  life  brought  its  contest,  but  they  expected  from  it  also  the 
crown  of  all  contest:  no  proud  one!  no  jewelled  circlet  flaming 
through  heaven  above  the  height  of  the  unmerited  throne; 
only  some  few  leaves  of  wild  olive,  cool  to  the  tired  brow, 
through  a  few  years  of  peace.  It  should  have  been  of  gold,  they 
thought;  but  Jupiter  was  poor;  this  was  the  best  the  god  could 
give  them.1  Seeking  a  better  than  this,  they  had  known  it  a 
mockery.  Not  in  war,  not  in  wealth,  not  in  tyranny,  was  there 
any  happiness  to  be  found  for  them  —  only  in  kindly  peace, 
fruitful  and  free.  The  wreath  was  to  be  of  wild  olive,  mark  you : 

-  the  tree  that  grows  carelessly,  tufting  the  rocks  with  no 
vivid  bloom,  no  verdure  of  branch,  only  with  soft  snow  of 
blossom,  and  scarcely  fulfilled  fruit,  mixed  with  grey  leaf  and 

1  A  reference  to  the  Plutui  of  Aristophanes,  in  which  the  character  Poverty  is  made  to 
•ay:  "Zeus,  of  course,  is  poor;  ...  for  if  he  were  rich,  how  is  it  that  when  he  himself 
institutes  the  Olympic  contest,  ...  he  proclaimed  that  those  of  the  athletes  who  woo 
the  prize  should  be  wreathed  with  the  crown  of  wild  olive?  And  indeed  it  should  have 
been  of  gold,  had  not  Zeus  been  so  poor." 
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thorn-set  stem-,  no  fastening  of  diadem  for  you  but  with  such 
sharp  embroidery.  But  this,  such  as  it  is,  you  may  win,  while 
yet  you  live;  type  of  grey  honour  and  sweet  rest.  Free-heart- 
edness,  and  graciousness,  and  undisturbed  trust,  and  requited 
love,  and  the  sight  of  the  peace  of  others,  and  the  ministry  to 
their  pain;  —  these  —  and  the  blue  sky  above  you,  and  the 
sweet  waters  and  flowers  of  the  earth  beneath;  and  mysteries 
and  presences,  innumerable,  of  living  things  —  may  yet  be 
here  your  riches,  un tormenting  and  divine,  serviceable  for  the 
life  that  now  is,  nor,  it  may  be,  without  promise  of  that  which 
is  to  come. 

FORS   CLAVIGERA 

LETTER    5 

[Fors  Clavigera,  in  its  entirety,  is  a  collection  of  96  "  Letters  to  the  Work- 
men and  Labourers  of  Great  Britain,"  amounting  to  some  650,000  words, 
which  Ruskin  published  in  various  forms  between  January,  1871,  and 
December,  1884.  The  title  means  "  Fortune  with  the  Nail,"  a  phrase  sug- 
gested by  one  of  Horace's  (Odes,  I,  35),  which  Ruskin  interpreted  with 
elaborate  symbolism.  His  desire  to  attempt  a  better  system  of  land-hold- 
ing and  agriculture,  as  outlined  in  the  closing  part  of  this  letter,  resulted 
in  the  forming  of  the  "  Guild  of  St.  George,"  to  which  he  personally  con- 
tributed some  eight  thousand  pounds,  and  which  undertook  the  develop- 
ment of  certain  tracts  of  land  in  Worcestershire  and  elsewhere.] 

"For  lo,  the  winter  is  past, 
The  rain  is  over  and  gone, 
The  flowers  appear  on  the  earth, 
The  time  of  the  singing  of  birds  is  come. 
Arise,  O  my  fair  one,  my  dove, 
And  come."  x 

DENMARK  HILL,  ist  May,  1871. 
MY  FRIENDS: 

It  has  been  asked  of  me,  very  justly,  why  I  have  hitherto 
written  to  you  of  things  you  were  likely  little  to  care  for,  in 
words  which  it  was  difficult  for  you  to  understand.  I  have  no 
fear  but  that  you  will  one  day  understand  all  my  poor  words  — 
the  saddest  of  them  perhaps  too  well.  But  I  have  great  fear 
that  you  may  never  come  to  understand  these  written  above, 
which  are  a  part  of  a  king's  love-song,  in  one  sweet  May,  of 

1  Song  of  Solomon  2: 11-13. 
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many  long  since  gone.  I  fear  that  for  you  the  wild  winter's 
rain  may  never  pass,  the  flowers  never  appear  on  the  earth ;  that 
for  you  no  bird  may  ever  sing;  for  you  no  perfect  Love  arise  and 
fulfil  your  life  in  peace.  "And  why  not  for  us  as  for  others?" 
Will  you  answer  me  so  and  take  my  fear  for  you  as  an  insult? 
Nay,  it  is  no  insult;  nor  am  I  happier  than  you.  For  me  the 
birds  do  not  sing,  nor  ever  will.  But  they  would  for  you,  if  you 
cared  to  have  it  so.  When  I  told  you  that  you  would  never 
understand  that  love-song,  I  meant  only  that  you  would  not 
desire  to  understand  it. 

Are  you  again  indignant  with  me?  Do  you  think,  though 
you  should  labour  and  grieve  and  be  trodden  down  in  dishon- 
our, all  your  days,  at  least  you  can  keep  that  one  joy  of  Love, 
and  that  one  honour  of  Home?  Had  you,  indeed,  kept  that, 
you  had  kept  all.  But  no  men  yet,  in  the  history  of  the  race, 
have  lost  it  so  piteously.  In  many  a  country  and  many  an  age, 
women  have  been  compelled  to  labour  for  their  husbands' 
wealth  or  bread;  but  never  until  now  were  they  so  homeless  as 
to  say,  like  the  poor  Samaritan,  "I  have  no  husband."  Women 
of  every  country  and  people  have  sustained  without  complaint 
the  labour  of  fellowship;  for  the  women  of  the  latter  days  in 
England  it  has  been  reserved  to  claim  the  privilege  of  isolation. 

This,  then,  is  the  end  of  your  universal  education  and  civil- 
ization, and  contempt  of  the  ignorance  of  the  Middle  Ages  and 
of  their  chivalry.  Not  only  do  you  declare  yourselves  too  in- 
dolent to  labour  for  daughters  and  wives,  and  too  poor  to  sup- 
port them,  but  you  have  made  the  neglected  and  distracted 
creatures  hold  it  for  an  honour  to  be  independent  of  you  and 
shriek  for  some  hold  of  the  mattock  for  themselves.  Believe  it 
or  not,  as  you  may,  there  has  not  been  so  low  a  level  of  thought 
reached  by  any  race  since  they  grew  to  be  male  and  female  out 
of  star-fish,  or  chick  weed,  or  whatever  else  they  have  been 
made  from  by  natural  selection  —  according  to  modern  science. 

That  modern  science,  also,  economic  and  of  other  kinds,  has 
reached  its  climax  at  last.  For  it  seems  to  be  the  appointed 
function  of  the  nineteenth  century  to  exhibit  in  all  things  the 
elect  pattern  of  perfect  Folly,  for  a  warning  to  the  farthest 
future.  Thus  the  statement  of  principle  which  I  quoted  to  you 
in  my  last  letter,  from  the  circular  of  the  Emigration  Society, 
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that  it  is  overproduction  which  is  the  cause  of  distresses  accu- 
rately the  most  foolish  thing,  not  only  hitherto  ever  said  by 
men,  but  which  it  is  possible  for  men  ever  to  say,  respecting 
their  own  business.  It  is  a  kind  of  opposite  pole  (or  negative 
acme  of  mortal  stupidity)  to  Newton's  discovery  of  gravitation 
as  an  acme  of  mortal  wisdom:  as  no  wise  being  on  earth  will  ever 
be  able  to  make  such  another  wise  discovery,  so  no  foolish  being 
on  earth  will  ever  be  capable  of  saying  such  another  foolish 
thing,  through  all  the  ages. 

And  the  same  crisis  has  been  exactly  reached  by  our  natural 
science  and  by  our  art.  It  has  several  times  chanced  to  me, 
since  I  began  these  papers,  to  have  the  exact  thing  shown  or 
brought  to  me  that  I  wanted  for  illustration,  just  in  time;  and 
it  happened  that,  on  the  very  day  on  which  I  published  my  last 
letter,  I  had  to  go  to  the  Kensington  Museum,  and  there  I  saw 
the  most  perfectly  and  roundly  ill-done  thing  which  as  yet.in 
my  whole  life  I  ever  saw  produced  by  art.  It  had  a  tablet  on 
front  of  it,  bearing  this  inscription :  — 

"Statue  in  black  and  white  marble,  a  Newfoundland  Dog  standing  on  a 
Serpent,  which  rests  on  a  marble  cushion,  the  pedestal  ornamented  with 
pietra  dura  fruits  in  relief.  —  English.  Present  Century.  No.  I." 

It  was  so  very  right  for  me,  the  Kensington  people  having 
been  good  enough  to  number  it  "I.,"  the  thing  itself  being 
almost  incredible  in  its  one-ness,  and,  indeed,  such  a  punctual 
accent  over  the  iota  of  Miscreation,  so  absolutely  and  exquis- 
itely miscreant,  that  I  am  not  myself  capable  of  conceiving  a 
Number  Two  or  Three,  or  any  rivalship  or  association  with  it 
whatsoever.  The  extremity  of  its  unvirtue  consisted,  observe, 
mainly  in  the  quantity  of  instruction  which  was  abused  in  it. 
It  showed  that  the  persons  who  produced  it  had  seen  every- 
thing, and  practiced  everything;  and  misunderstood  every- 
thing they  saw,  and  misapplied  everything  they  did.  They  had 
seen  Roman  work,  and  Florentine  work,  and  Byzantine  work, 
and  Gothic  work;  and  misunderstanding  of  everything  had 
passed  through  them  as  the  mud  does  through  earthworms, 
and  here  at  last  was  their  worm -cast  of  a  Production. 

But  the  second  chance  that  came  to  me  that  day  was  more 
significant  still.  From  the  Kensington  Museum  I  went  to  an 
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afternoon  tea,  at  a  house  where  I  was  sure  to  meet  some  nice 
people.  And  among  the  first  I  met  was  an  old  friend  who  had 
been  hearing  some  lectures  on  botany  at  the  Kensington  Mu- 
seum, and  been  delighted  by  them.  She  is  the  kind  of  person 
who  gets  good  out  of  everything,  and  she  was  quite  right  in  being 
delighted;  besides  that,  as  I  found  by  her  account  of  them,  the 
lectures  were  really  interesting,  and  pleasantly  given.  She  had 
expected  botany  to  be  dull,  and  had  not  found  it  so,  and  "had 
learned  so  much."  On  hearing  this  I  proceeded  naturally  to 
inquire  what;  for  my  idea  of  her  was  that  before  she  went  to 
the  lectures  at  all  she  had  known  more  botany  than  she  was 
likely  to  learn  by  them.  So  she  told  me  that  she  had  learned 
first  of  all  that "  there  were  seven  sorts  of  leaves."  Now  I  have 
always  a  great  suspicion  of  the  number  Seven;  because,  when 
I  wrote  The  Seven  Lamps  of  Architecture,  it  required  all  the 
ingenuity  I  was  master  of  to  prevent  them  from  becoming 
Eight,  or  even  Nine,  on  my  hands.  So  I  thought  to  myself  that 
it  would  be  very  charming  if  there  were  only  seven  sorts  of 
leaves,  but  that,  perhaps,  if  one  looked  the  woods  and  forests 
of  the  world  carefully  through,  it  was  just  possible  that  one 
might  discover  as  many  as  eight  sorts ;  and  then  where  would 
my  friend's  new  knowledge  of  botany  be?  So  I  said,  "That 
was  very  pretty;  but  what  more?"  Then  my  friend  told  me 
that  the  lecturer  said  "the  object  of  his  lectures  would  be 
entirely  accomplished  if  he  could  convince  his  hearers  that 
there  was  no  such  thing  as  a  flower."  l  Now  in  that  sentence 
you  have  the  most  perfect  and  admirable  summary  given  you 
of  the  general  temper  and  purposes  of  modern  science.  It  gives 
lectures  on  Botany,  of  which  the  object  is  to  show  that  there  is 
no  such  thing  as  a  Flower;  on  Humanity,  to  show  that  there  is 
no  such  thing  as  a  Man;  and  on  Theology,  to  show  there  is  no 
such  thing  as  a  God.  No  such  thing  as  a  Man,  but  only  a 
Mechanism;  no  such  thing  as  a  God,  but  only  a  series  of  Forces. 
The  two  faiths  are  essentially  one:  if  you  feel  yourself  to  be 
only  a  machine,  constructed  to  be  a  regulator  of  minor  ma- 
chinery, you  will  put  your  statue  of  such  science  on  your  Hol- 

1  In  Letter  7  Ruskin  said:  "I  find  I  did  much  injustice  to  the  boUnicaJ  lecturer, 
as  well  as  to  my  friend;  ...  but  having  some  botanical  notions  myself,  which  I  am  vain 
of,  I  wanted  the  lecturer's  to  be  wrong. 
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born  Viaduct, J  and  necessarily  recognize  only  major  machinery 
as  regulating  you. 

I  must  explain  the  real  meaning  to  you,  however,  of  that 
saying  of  the  botanical  lecturer,  for  it  has  a  wide  bearing.  Some 
fifty  years  ago  the  poet  Goethe  discovered  that  all  the  parts  of 
plants  had  a  kind  of  common  nature  and  would  change  into 
each  other.  Now,  this  was  a  true  discovery  and  a  notable  one; 
and  you  will  find  that,  in  fact,  all  plants  are  composed  of  essen- 
tially two  parts  —  the  leaf  and  root;  one  loving  the  light,  the 
other  darkness;  one  liking  to  be  clean,  the  other  to  be  dirty;  one 
liking  to  grow  for  the  most  part  up,  the  other  for  the  most  part 
down;  and  each  having  faculties  and  purposes  of  its  own.  But 
the  pure  one,  which  loves  the  light,  has,  above  all  things,  the 
purpose  of  being  married  to  another  leaf,  and  having  child- 
leaves  and  children's  children  of  leaves,  to  make  the  earth  fair 
forever.  And  when  the  leaves  marry,  they  put  on  wedding- 
robes,  and  are  more  glorious  than  Solomon  in  all  his  glory,  and 
they  have  feasts  of  honey;  and  we  call  them  " Flowers." 

In  a  certain  sense,  therefore,  you  see  the  botanical  lecturer 
was  quite  right.  There  are  no  such  things  as  Flowers  —  there 
are  only  gladdened  Leaves.  Nay,  farther  than  this,  there  may 
be  a  dignity  in  the  less  happy  but  unwithering  leaf,  which  is, 
in  some  sort,  better  than  the  brief  lily  in  its  bloom;  which  the 
great  poets  always  knew  well,  Chaucer  before  Goethe,  and  the 
writer  of  the  First  Psalm  before  Chaucer.  The  botanical  lec- 
turer was,  in  a  deeper  sense  than  he  knew,  right. 

But  in  the  deepest  sense  of  all,  the  botanical  lecturer  was,  to 
the  extremity  of  wrongness,  wrong;  for  leaf  and  root  and  fruit 
exist,  all  of  them,  only  that  there  may  be  flowers.  He  disre- 
garded the  life  and  passion  of  the  creature,  which  were  its 
essence.  Had  he  looked  for  these,  he  would  have  recognized 
that  in  the  thought  of  Nature  herself  there  is  in  a  plant  nothing 
else  but  its  flowers. 

Now,  in  exactly  the  sense  that  modern  science  declares  there 
is  no  such  thing  as  a  Flower,  it  has  declared  there  is  no  such 
thing  as  a  Man,  but  only  a  transitional  form  of  Ascidians  and 
apes.  It  may  or  may  not  be  true  —  it  is  not  of  the  smallest 
consequence  whether  it  be  or  not.  The  real  fact  is  that,  rightly 

1  The  statue  of  Science  was  erected  when  the  Viaduct  was  opened,  1869. 
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seen  with  human  eyes,  there  is  nothing  else  but  Man;  that  all 
animals  and  beings  beside  him  are  only  made  that  they  may 
change  into  him ;  that  the  world  truly  exists  only  in  the  pres- 
ence of  Man,  acts  only  in  the  passion  of  Man.  The  essence  of 
Light  is  in  his  eyes,  the  centre  of  Force  in  his  soul,  the  perti- 
nence of  Action  in  his  deeds.  And  all  true  science  —  which  my 
Savoyard  guide  rightly  scorned  me  when  he  thought  I  had  not 
—  all  true  science  is  savoir  vivre. l  But  all  your  modern  science 
is  the  contrary  of  that.  It  is  savoir  mourir* 

And  of  its  very  discoveries,  such  as  they  are,  it  cannot  make 
use. 

That  telegraphic  signalling  was  a  discovery',  and  conceivably, 
some  day,  may  be  a  useful  one.  And  there  was  some  excuse  for 
your  being  a  little  proud  when,  about  last  sixth  of  April  (Cceur 
de  Lion's  death-day,  and  Albert  Diirer's) ,  you  knotted  a  copper 
wire  all  the  way  to  Bombay,  and  flashed  a  message  along  it,  and 
back.  But  what  was  the  message,  and  what  the  answer?  Is  In- 
dia the  better  for  what  you  said  to  her?  Are  you  the  better  for 
what  she  replied?  If  not,  you  have  only  wasted  an  all-round- 
the- world's  length  of  copper  wire  —  which  is,  indeed,  about  the 
sum  of  your  doing.  If  you  had  had,  perchance,  two  words  of 
common  sense  to  say,  though  you  had  taken  wearisome  time 
and  trouble  to  send  them,  —  though  you  had  written  them 
slowly  in  gold,  and  sealed  them  with  a  hundred  seals,  and  sent  a 
squadron  of  ships  of  the  line  to  carry  the  scroll,  and  the  squad- 
ron had  fought  its  way  round  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  through 
a  year  of  storms,  with  loss  of  all  its  ships  but  one,  —  the  two 
words  of  common  sense  would  have  been  worth  the  carriage, 
and  more.  But  you  have  not  anything  like  so  much  as  that  to 
say,  either  to  India  or  to  any  other  place. 

You  think  it  a  great  triumph  to  make  the  sun  draw  brown 
landscapes  for  you.  That  was  also  a  discovery,  and  some  day 
may  be  useful.  But  the  sun  had  drawn  landscapes  before  for 
you,  not  in  brown,  but  in  green  and  blue  and  all  imaginable 

1  In  Letter  4  Ruskin  bad  told  of  a  Savoyard  guide,  who,  when  "I  had  fatigued  and 
provoked  him  with  less  cheerful  views  of  the  world  than  his  own.  .  .  .  would  fall  back 
to  my  servant  behind  me,  and  console  himself  with  a  shrug  of  the  shoulders,  and  a 
whispered,  •  Le  pauvre  enfant,  U  ne  sail  pas  vivre" ' !  ("  Poor  child,  he  does  not  know  how 
to  live!") 

*  Knowing  how  to  die. 
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colours,  here  in  England.  Not  one  of  you  ever  looked  at  them 
then ;  not  one  of  you  cares  for  the  loss  of  them  now,  when  you 
have  shut  the  sun  out  with  smoke,  so  that  he  can  draw  nothing 
more  except  brown  blots  through  a  hole  in  a  box.  There  was  a 
rocky  valley  between  Buxton  and  Bakewell,  once  upon  a  time, 
divine  as  the  Vale  of  Tempe;  you  might  have  seen  the  gods 
there  morning  and  evening  —  Apollo  and  all  the  sweet  Muses 
of  the  light  —  walking  in  fair  procession  on  the  lawns  of  it 
and  to  and  fro  among  the  pinnacles  of  its  crags.  You  cared 
neither  for  gods  nor  grass,  but  for  cash  (which  you  did  not 
know  the  way  to  get) ;  you  thought  you  could  get  it  by  what 
the  Times  calls  "Railroad  Enterprise."  You  Enterprised  a 
Railroad  through  the  valley  —  you  blasted  rocks  away,  heaped 
thousands  of  tons  of  shale  into  its  lovely  stream.  The  valley  is 
gone,  and  the  gods  with  it;  and  now  every  fool  in  Buxton  can 
be  at  Bakewell  in  half  an  hour,  and  every  fool  in  Bakewell  at 
Buxton;  which  you  think  a  lucrative  process  of  exchange  — 
you  Fools  Everywhere. 

To  talk  at  a  distance,  when  you  have  nothing  to  say  though 
you  were  ever  so  near;  to  go  fast  from  this  place  to  that,  with 
nothing  to  do  either  at  one  or  the  other :  —  these  are  powers 
certainly.  Much  more,  power  of  increased  Production,  if  you 
indeed  had  got  it,  would  be  something  to  boast  of.  But  are 
you  so  entirely  sure  that  you  have  got  it  —  that  the  mortal  dis- 
ease of  plenty,  and  afflictive  affluence  of  good  things,  are  all 
you  have  to  dread? 

Observe.  A  man  and  a  woman,  with  their  children,  properly 
trained,  are  able  easily  to  cultivate  as  much  ground  as  will  feed 
them,  to  build  as  much  wall  and  roof  as  will  lodge  them,  and  to 
spin  and  weave  as  much  cloth  as  will  clothe  them.  They  can 
all  be  perfectly  happy  and  healthy  in  doing  this.  Supposing 
that  they  invent  machinery  which  will  build,  plough,  thresh, 
cook,  and  weave,  and  that  they  have  none  of  these  things  any 
more  to  do,  but  may  read,  or  play  croquet  or  cricket,  all  day 
long,  I  believe  myself  that  they  will  neither  be  so  good  nor  so 
happy  as  without  the  machines.  But  I  waive  my  belief  in  this 
matter  for  the  time.  I  will  assume  that  they  become  more  re- 
fined and  moral  persons,  and  that  idleness  is  in  future  to  be  the 
mother  of  all  good.  But  observe,  I  repeat,  the  power  of  your 
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machine  is  only  in  enabling  them  to  be  idle.  It  will  not  enable 
them  to  live  better  than  they  did  before,  nor  to  live  in  greater 
numbers.  Get  your  heads  quite  clear  on  this  matter.  Out  of  so 
much  ground  only  so  much  living  is  to  be  got,  with  or  without 
machinery.  You  may  set  a  million  of  steam-ploughs  to  work  on 
an  acre,  if  you  like  —  out  of  that  acre  only  a  given  number  of 
grains  of  corn  will  grow,  scratch  or  scorch  it  as  you  will.  So 
that  the  question  is  not  at  all  whether,  by  having  more  ma- 
chines, more  of  you  can  live.  No  machines  will  increase  the 
possibilities  of  life.  Suppose,  for  instance,  you  could  get  the 
oxen  in  your  plough  driven  by  a  goblin,  who  would  ask  for  no 
pay,  not  even  a  cream  bowl  (you  have  nearly  managed  to  get  it 
driven  by  an  iron  goblin,  as  it  is);  well,  your  furrow  will  take 
no  more  seeds  than  if  you  had  held  the  stilts  yourself.  But  in- 
stead of  holding  them  you  sit,  I  presume,  on  a  bank  beside  the 
field,  under  an  eglantine,  —  watch  the  goblin  at  his  work,  and 
read  poetry.  Meantime,  your  wife  in  the  house  has  also  got  a 
goblin  to  weave  and  wash  for  her.  And  she  is  lying  on  the  sofa, 
reading  poetry. 

Now,  as  I  said,  I  don't  believe  you  would  be  happier  so,  but 
I  am  willing  to  believe  it;  only,  since  you  are  already  such 
brave  mechanists,  show  me  at  least  one  or  two  places  where  you 
are  happier.  Let  me  see  one  small  example  of  approach  to  this 
seraphic  condition.  7  can  show  you  examples,  millions  of  them, 
of  happy  people  made  happy  by  their  own  industry.  Farm 
after  farm  I  can  show  you,  in  Bavaria,  Switzerland,  the  Tyrol, 
and  such  other  places,  where  men  and  women  are  perfectly 
happy  and  good,  without  any  iron  servants.  Show  me,  there- 
fore, some  English  family,  with  its  fiery  familiar,  happier  than 
these.  Or  bring  me  —  for  I  am  not  inconvincible  by  any  kind 
of  evidence  —  bring  me  the  testimony  of  an  English  family  or 
two  to  their  increased  felicity.  Or  if  you  cannot  do  so  much  as 
that,  can  you  convince  even  themselves  of  it?  They  are  per- 
haps happy,  if  only  they  knew  how  happy  they  were;  Virgil 
thought  so,  long  ago,  of  simple  rustics;  but  you  hear  at  present 
your  steam-propelled  rustics  are  crying  out  that  they  are  any- 
thing else  than  happy,  and  that  they  regard  their  boasted  prog- 
ress "in  the  light  of  a  monstrous  Sham."  I  must  tell  you  one 
little  thing,  however,  which  greatly  perplexes  my  imagination 
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of  the  relieved  ploughman  sitting  under  his  rose-bower,  reading 
poetry.  I  have  told  it  you  before,  indeed,  but  I  forget  where. 
There  was  really  a  great  festivity,  and  expression  of  satisfac- 
tion in  the  new  order  of  things,  down  in  Cumberland,  a  little 
while  ago;  some  first  of  May,  I  think  it  was,  a  country  festival 
such  as  the  old  heathens,  who  had  no  iron  servants,  used  to 
keep  with  piping  and  dancing.  So  I  thought,  from  the  liber- 
ated country  people  —  their  work  all  done  for  them  by  gob- 
lins —  we  should  have  some  extraordinary  piping  and  dancing. 
But  there  was  no  dancing  at  all,  and  they  could  not  even  pro- 
vide their  own  piping.  They  had  their  goblin  to  pipe  for  them. 
They  walked  in  procession  after  their  steam-plough,  and  their 
steam-plough  whistled  to  them  occasionally  in  the  most  melo- 
dious manner  it  could.  Which  seemed  to  me,  indeed,  a  return 
to  more  than  Arcadian  simplicity;  for  in  old  Arcadia  plough- 
boys  truly  whistled  as  they  went,  for  want  of  thought;  whereas 
here  was  verily  a  large  company  walking  without  thought,  but 
not  having  any  more  even  the  capacity  of  doing  their  own 
whistling. 

But  next,  as  to  the  inside  of  the  house.  Before  you  got  your 
power-looms,  a  woman  could  always  make  herself  a  chemise 
and  petticoat  of  bright  and  pretty  appearance.  I  have  seen  a 
Bavarian  peasant-woman  at  church  in  Munich,  looking  a 
much  grander  creature,  and  more  beautifully  dressed,  than 
any  of  the  crossed  and  embroidered  angels  in  Hesse's  high-art 
frescoes  (which  happened  to  be  just  above  her,  so  that  I  could 
look  from  one  to  the  other).  Well,  here  you  are,  in  England, 
served  by  household  demons,  with  five  hundred  fingers  at  least, 
weaving,  for  one  that  used  to  weave  in  the  days  of  Minerva. 
You  ought  to  be  able  to  show  me  five  hundred  dresses  for  one 
that  used  to  be;  tidiness  ought  to  have  become  five-hundred- 
fold tidier;  tapestry  should  be  increased  into  cinque-cento-iold  1 
iridescence  of  tapestry.  Not  only  your  peasant-girl  ought  to 
be  lying  on  the  sofa,  reading  poetry,  but  she  ought  to  have  in 
her  wardrobe  five  hundred  petticoats  instead  of  one.  Is  that, 
indeed,  your  issue?  or  are  you  only  on  a  curiously  crooked 
way  to  it? 

1  Five-hundred-fold;  perhaps  with  incidental  allusion  to  the  "cinque-cento"  period 
of  Italian  art  —  the  sixteenth  century. 
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It  is  just  possible,  indeed,  that  you  may  not  have  been  al- 
lowed to  get  the  use  of  the  goblin's  work  —  that  other  people 
may  have  got  the  use  of  it,  and  you  none;  because,  perhaps, 
you  have  not  been  able  to  evoke  goblins  wholly  for  your  own 
personal  service,  but  have  been  borrowing  goblins  from  the 
capitalist,  and  paying  interest,  in  the  "  position  of  William,"  l 
on  ghostly  self-going  planes.  But  suppose  you  had  laid  by 
capital  enough,  yourselves,  to  hire  all  the  demons  in  the  world 
-  nay  all  that  are  inside  of  it;  are  you  quite  sure  you  know 
what  you  might  best  set  them  to  work  at,  and  what  "useful 
things"  you  should  command  them  to  make  for  you?  I  told 
you,  last  month,  that  no  economist  going  (whether  by  steam  or 
ghost)  knew  what  are  useful  things  and  what  are  not.  Very 
few  of  you  know,  yourselves,  except  by  bitter  experience  of  the 
want  of  them.  And  no  demons,  either  of  iron  or  spirit,  can  ever 
make  them. 

There  are  three  material  things,  not  only  useful  but  essential 
to  life.  No  one  "knows  how  to  live"  till  he  has  got  them. 

These  are  Pure  Air,  Wa_ter,  and  Earth. 

There  are  threeTmmaterial  things,  not  only  useful,  but  essen- 
tial to  life.  No  one  knows  how  to  live  till  he  has  got  them  also. 

These  are  Admiration,  Hope,  and  Love.2 

Admiration  —  the  power  of  discerning  and  taking  delight  in 
what  is  beautiful  in  visible  Form  and  lovely  in  human  Charac- 
ter, and,  necessarily,  striving  to  produce  what  is  beautiful  in 
form  and  to  become  what  is  lovely  in  character. 

Hope  —  the  recognition,  by  true  foresight,  of  better  things 
to  be  reached  hereafter,  whether  by  ourselves  or  others;  neces- 
sarily issuing  in  the  straightforward  and  undisappointable 
effort  to  advance,  according  to  our  proper  power,  the  gaining 
of  them. 

Love  —  both  of  family  and  neighbour,  faithful  and  satisfied. 

These  are  the  six  chiefly  useful  things  to  be  got  by  Political 

1  A  reference  to  Letter  i :  "James  makes  a  plane,  lends  it  to  William  on  ist  January 
for  a  year.  William  gives  him  a  plank  for  the  loan  of  it.  wears  it  out.  and  makes  another 
(or  James  which  he  gives  him  on  jxst  December.  On  ist  January  he  again  borrows  the 
new  one;  and  the  arrangement  is  repeated  continuously.  The  position  of  William  there- 
fore is,  that  he  makes  a  plane  every  31  st  of  December,  lends  it  to  James  till  the  next  day, 
and  pays  James  a  plank  annually  for  the  privilege  of  lending  it  to  him  on  that  evening." 

1  Ruskin  che«  Wordsworth's  Excursion,  Bk.  4:  "We  live  by  admiration,  hope,  and 
love." 
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Economy,  when  it  has  become  a  science.  I  will  briefly  tell  you 
what  modern  Political  Economy  —  the  great  savoir  mourir  — 
is  doing  with  them. 

The  first  three,  I  said,  are  Pure  Air,  Water,  and  Earth. 

Heaven  gives  you  the  main  elements  of  these.  You  can 
destroy  them  at  your  pleasure,  or  increase,  almost  without 
limit,  the  available  quantities  of  them. 

You  can  vitiate  the  air  by  your  manner  of  life  and  of  death, 
to  any  extent.  You  might  easily  vitiate  it  so  as  to  bring  such  a 
pestilence  on  the  globe  as  would  end  all  of  you.  You,  or  your 
fellows,  German  and  French,  are  at  present  vitiating  it  to  the 
best  of  your  power  in  every  direction  —  chiefly  at  this  moment 
with  corpses,  and  animal  and  vegetable  ruin  in  war,  changing 
men,  horses,  and  garden-stuff  into  noxious  gas.  But  every- 
where, and  all  day  long,  you  are  vitiating  it  with  foul  chemical 
exhalations;  and  the  horrible  nests,  which  you  call  towns,  are 
little  more  than  laboratories  for  the  distillation  into  heaven  of 
venomous  smokes  and  smells,  mixed  with  effluvia  from  decay- 
ing animal  matter  and  infectious  miasmata  from  purulent 
disease. 

On  the  other  hand,  your  power  of  purifying  the  air,  by  deal- 
ing properly  and  swiftly  with  all  substances  in  corruption,  by 
absolutely  forbidding  noxious  manufactures,  and  by  planting 
in  all  soils  the  trees  which  cleanse  and  invigorate  earth  and 
atmosphere,  is  literally  infinite.  You  might  make  every  breath 
of  air  you  draw,  food. 

Secondly,  your  power  over  the  rain  and  river-waters  of  the 
earth  is  infinite.  You  can  bring  rain  where  you  will,  by  plant- 
ing wisely  and  tending  carefully;  drought  where  you  will,  by 
ravage  of  woods  and  neglect  of  the  soil.  You  might  have  the 
rivers  of  England  as  pure  as  the  crystal  of  the  rock;  beautiful 
in  falls,  in  lakes,  in  living  pools;  so  full  of  fish  that  you  might 
take  them  out  with  your  hands  instead  of  nets.  Or  you  may 
do  always  as  you  have  done  now  —  turn  every  river  of  England 
into  a  common  sewer,  so  that  you  cannot  so  much  as  baptize 
an  English  baby  but  with  filth,  unless  you  hold  its  face  out  in 
the  rain;  and  even  that  falls  dirty. 

Then  for  the  third,  earth,  meant  to  be  nourishing  for  you 
and  blossoming.  You  have  learned  about  it  that  there  is  no 
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such  thing  as  a  flower;  and  as  far  as  your  scientific  hands  and 
scientific  brains,  inventive  of  explosive  and  deathful  instead  of 
blossoming  and  life-giving  dust,  can  contrive,  you  have  turned 
the  Mother  Earth,  Demeter,  into  the  Avenger  Earth,  Tisi- 
phone  —  with  the  voice  of  your  brother's  blood  crying  out  ol 
it  in  one  wild  harmony  round  all  its  murderous  sphere. 

That  is  what  you  have  done  for  the  Three  Material  Useful 
Things. 

Then  for  the  Three  Immaterial  Useful  Things.  For  Admira- 
tion, you  have  learned  contempt  and  conceit.  There  is  no 
lovely  thing  ever  yet  done  by  man  that  you  care  for,  or  can 
understand;  but  you  are  persuaded  you  are  able  to  do  much 
finer  things  yourselves.  You  gather  and  exhibit  together,  as  if 
equally  instructive,  what  is  infinitely  bad  with  what  is  infin- 
itely good.  You  do  not  know  which  is  which;  you  instinctively 
prefer  the  Bad,  and  do  more  of  it.  You  instinctively  hate  the 
Good,  and  destroy  it. 

Then,  secondly,  for  Hope.  You  have  not  so  much  spirit  of 
it  in  you  as  to  begin  any  plan  which  will  not  pay  for  ten  years; 
nor  so  much  intelligence  of  it  in  you  (either  politicians  or  work- 
men) as  to  be  able  to  form  one  clear  idea  of  what  you  would 
like  your  country  to  become. 

Then,  thirdly,  for  Love.  You  were  ordered  by  the  Founder 
of  your  religion  to  love  your  neighbour  as  yourselves.  You 
have  founded  an  entire  science  of  Political  Economy  on  what 
you  have  stated  to  be  the  constant  instinct  of  man  —  the  desire 
to  defraud  his  neighbour.  And  you  have  driven  your  womer 
mad,  so  that  they  ask  no  more  for  Love  nor  for  fellowship  witl 
you,  but  stand  against  you,  and  ask  for  "justice." 

Are  there  any  of  you  who  are  tired  of  all  this?  Any  of  you 
Landlords  or  Tenants?  Employers  or  Workmen?  Are  there  any 
landlords,  any  masters,  who  would  like  better  to  be  served  by 
men  than  by  iron  devils?  Any  tenants,  any  workmen,  who  can 
be  true  to  their  leaders  and  to  each  other?  who  can  vow  to  work 
and  to  live  faithfully,  for  the  sake  of  the  joy  of  their  homes? 

WilUny  such  give  the  tenth  of  what  they  have,  and  of  what 
they  earn,  not  to  emigrate  with,  but  to  stay  in  England  with, 
and  do  what  is  in  their  hands  and  hearts  to  make  her  a  happy 
England? 
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I  am  not  rich  (as  people  now  estimate  riches),  and  great  part 
of  what  I  have  is  already  engaged  in  maintaining  art-workmen, 
or  for  other  objects  more  or  less  of  public  utility.  The  tenth  of 
whatever  is  left  to  me,  estimated  as  accurately  as  I  can  (you 
shall  see  the  accounts) ,  I  will  make  over  to  you  in  perpetuity, 
with  the  best  security  that  English  law  can  give,  on  Christmas 
Day  of  this  year,  with  engagement  to  add  the  tithe  of  whatever 
I  earn  afterwards.  Who  else  will  help,  with  little  or  much?  the 
object  of  such  fund  being  to  begin,  and  gradually  —  no  matter 
how  slowly  —  to  increase  the  buying  and  securing  of  land  in 
England,  which  shall  not  be  built  upon,  but  cultivated  by 
Englishmen  with  their  own  hands  and  such  help  of  force  as 
they  can  find  in  wind  and  wave.  I  do  not  care  with  how  many 
or  how  few  this  thing  is  begun,  nor  on  what  inconsiderable 
scale  —  if  it  be  but  in  two  or  three  poor  men's  gardens.  So 
much,  at  least,  I  can  buy,  myself,  and  give  them.  If  no  help 
come,  I  have  done  and  said  what  I  could,  and  there  will  be  an 
end.  If  any  help  come  to  me,  it  is  to  be  on  the  following  condi- 
tions :  — 

We  will  try  to  make  some  small  piece  of  English  ground 
beautiful,  peaceful,  and  fruitful.  We  will  have  no  steam-engines 
upon  it,  and  no  railroads;  we  will  have  no  un tended  or  un- 
thought-of  creatures  on  it;  none  wretched  but  the  sick;  none 
idle  but  the  dead.  We  will  have  no  liberty  upon  it,  but  instant 
obedience  to  known  law  and  appointed  persons;  no  equality 
upon  it,  but  recognition  of  every  betterness  that  we  can  find, 
and  reprobation  of  every  worseness.  When  we  want  to  go  any- 
where, we  will  go  there  quietly  and  safely,  not  at  forty  miles  an 
hour  in  the  risk  of  our  lives;  when  we  want  to  carry  anything 
anywhere,  we  will  carry  it  either  on  the  backs  of  beasts,  or  on 
our  own,  or  in  carts  or  boats.  We  will  have  plenty  of  flowers 
and  vegetables  in  our  gardens,  plenty  of  corn  and  grass  in  our 
fields,  —  and  few  bricks.  We  will  have  some  music  and  poetry; 
the  children  shall  learn  to  dance  to  it  and  sing  it;  perhaps  some 
of  the  old  people,  in  time,  may  also.  We  will  have  some  art, 
moreover;  we  will  at  least  try  if,  like  the  Greeks,  we  can't  make 
some  pots.  The  Greeks  used  to  paint  pictures  of  gods  on  their 
pots.  We,  probably,  cannot  do  as  much;  but  we  may  put  some 
pictures  of  insects  on  them,  and  reptiles — butterflies  and  frogs., 
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if  nothing  better.  There  was  an  excellent  old  potter  in  France 
who  used  to  put  frogs  and  vipers  into  his  dishes,  to  the  admira- 
tion of  mankind ;  we  can  surely  put  something  nicer  than  that. 
Little  by  little,  some  higher  art  and  imagination  may  manifest 
themselves  among  us,  and  feeble  rays  of  science  may  dawn  for 
us:  —  botany,  though  too  dull  to  dispute  the  existence  of 
flowers;  and  history,  though  too  simple  to  question  the  nativity 
of  men;  nay,  even  perhaps  an  uncalculating  and  uncovetous 
wisdom,  as  of  rude  Magi,  presenting,  at  such  nativity,  gifts  of 
gold  and  frankincense. 

Faithfully  yours, 

JOHN  RUSKIN. 
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[Published  in  the  National  Review,  November  number.  The  essay  is  of 
•rucial  importance  as  denning  the  scope  of  practically  the  whole  career 
of  Arnold  as  a  writer.  In  particular,  note  his  characteristic  blend  of 
aesthetic  and  social  criticism,  in  such  a  passage  as  that  on  the  girl  named 
Wragg.  The  allusions  to  the  "Philistines"  (see  p.  514  and  elsewhere) 
are  best  explained  by  a  passage  in  Culture  and  Anarchy  (chapter  3),  where 
Arnold  defines  the  Philistine  as  "the  enemy  of  the  children  of  light  or  serv- 
ants of  the  idea,"  and  observes  that  the  term  "  specially  suits  our  middle 
class,  who  not  only  do  not  pursue  sweetness  and  light,  but  who  even  prefer 
to  them  that  sort  of  machinery  of  business,  chapels,  tea-meetings,  and 
addresses  ...  on  which  I  have  so  often  touched."] 

...  IT  is  of  the  last  importance  that  English  criticism  should 
clearly  discern  what  rule  for  its  course,  in  order  to  avail  itself 
of  the  field  now  opening  to  it,  and  to  produce  fruit  for  the 
future,  it  ought  to  take.  The  rule  may  be  summed  up  in  one 
word,  —  disinterestedness.  And  how  is  criticism  to  show  dis- 
interestedness? By  keeping  aloof  from  what  is  called  "the 
practical  view  of  things";  by  resolutely  following  the  law  of 
its  own  nature,  which  is  to  be  a  free  play  of  the  mind  on  all 
subjects  which  it  touches.  By  steadily  refusing  to  lend  itself 
to  any  of  those  ulterior,  political,  practical  considerations  about 
ideas,  which  plenty  of  people  will  be  sure  to  attach  to  them, 
which  perhaps  ought  often  to  be  attached  to  them,  which  in 
this  country  at  any  rate  are  certain  to  be  attached  to  them 
quite  sufficiently,  but  which  criticism  has  really  nothing  to  do 
with.  Its  business  is,  as  I  have  said,  simply  to  know  the  best 
that  is  known  and  thought  in  the  world,  and  by  in  its  turn 
making  this  known,  to  create  a  current  of  true  and  fresh  ideas. 
Its  business  is  to  do  this  with  inflexible  honesty,  with  due  abil- 
ity; but  its  business  is  to  do  no  more,  and  to  leave  alone  all 
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questions  of  practical  consequences  and  applications,  questions 
which  will  never  fail  to  have  due  prominence  given  to  them.  Else 
criticism,  besides  being  really  false  to  its  own  nature,  merely 
continues  in  the  old  rut  which  it  has  hitherto  followed  in  this 
country,  and  will  certainly  miss  the  chance  now  given  to  it 
For  what  is  at  present  the  baneof  criticism  in  this  country?  It 
is  that  practical  considerations  cling  to  it  and  stifle  it.  It  sub- 
serves interests  not  its  own.  Our  organs  of  criticism  are  organs 
of  men  and  parties  having  practical  ends  to  serve,  and  with 
them  those  practical  ends  are  the  first  thing  and  the  play  of 
mind  the  second;  so  much  play  of  mind  as  is  compatible  with 
the  prosecution  of  those  practical  ends  is  all  that  is  wanted. 
An  organ  like  the  Revue  des  Deux  Mondes,  having  for  its  main 
function  to  understand  and  utter  the  best  that  is  known  and 
thought  in  the  world,  existing,  it  may  be  said,  as  just  an  organ 
for  a  free  play  of  the  mind,  we  have  not.  But  we  have  the 
Edinburgh  Review,  existing  as  an  organ  of  the  old  Whigs,  and 
for  as  much  play  of  the  mind  as  may  suit  its  being  that;  we  have 
the  Quarterly  Review,  existing  as  an  organ  of  the  Tories,  and  for 
as  much  play  of  mind  as  may  suit  its  being  that;  we  have  the 
British  Quarterly  Review,  existing  as  an  organ  of  the  political 
Dissenters,  and  for  as  much  play  of  mind  as  may  suit  its  being 
that;  we  have  the  Times,  existing  as  an  organ  of  the  common, 
satisfied,  well-to-do  Englishman,  and  for  as  much  play  of  mind 
as  may  suit  its  being  that.  And  so  on  through  all  the  various 
fractions,  political  and  religious,  of  our  society;  every  fraction 
has,  as  such,  its  organ  of  criticism,  but  the  notion  of  combining 
all  fractions  in  the  common  pleasure  of  a  free  disinterested  play 
of  mind  meets  with  no  favour.  Directly  this  play  of  mind  wants 
to  have  more  scope,  and  to  forget  the  pressure  of  practical  con- 
siderations a  little,  it  is  checked,  it  is  made  to  feel  the  chain. 
We  saw  this  the  other  day  in  the  extinction,  so  much  to  be 
regretted,  of  the  Home  and  Foreign  Review.1  Perhaps  in  no 
organ  of  criticism  in  this  country  was  there  so  much  knowl- 
edge, so  much  play  of  mind;  but  these  could  not  save  it.  The 
Dublin  Review  subordinates  play  of  mind  to  the  practical  busi- 
ness of  English  and  Irish  Catholicism,  and  lives.  It  must  needs 
be  that  men  should  act  in  sects  and  parties,  that  each  of  these 

i  Published  1862-64. 
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sects  and  parties  should  have  its  organ,  and  should  make  this 
organ  subserve  the  interests  of  its  action;  but  it  would  be  well, 
too,  that  there  should  be  a  criticism,  not  the  minister  of  these 
interests,  not  their  enemy,  but  absolutely  and  entirely  inde- 
pendent of  them.  No  other  criticism  will  ever  attain  any  real 
authority  or  make  any  real  way  towards  its  end,  —  the  creat- 
ing a  current  of  true  and  fresh  ideas. 

It  is  because  criticism  has  so  little  kept  in  the  pure  intel- 
lectual sphere,  has  so  little  detached  itself  from  practice,  has 
been  so  directly  polemical  and  controversial,  that  it  has  so  ill 
accomplished,  in  this  country,  its  best  spiritual  work;  which 
is  to  keep  man  from  a  self-satisfaction  which  is  retarding  and 
vulgarizing,  to  lead  him  towards  perfection,  by  making  his 
mind  dwell  upon  what  is  excellent  in  itself,  and  the  absolute 
beauty  and  fitness  of  things.  A  polemical  practical  criticism 
makes  men  blind  even  to  the  ideal  imperfection  of  their  prac- 
tice, makes  them  willingly  assert  its  ideal  perfection,  in  order 
the  better  to  secure  it  against  attack;  and  clearly  this  is  nar- 
rowing and  baneful  for  them.  If  they  were  reassured  on  the 
practical  side,  speculative  considerations  of  ideal  perfection 
they  might  be  brought  to  entertain,  and  their  spiritual  horizon 
would  thus  gradually  widen.  Sir  Charles  Adderley1  says  to  the 
Warwickshire  farmers :  — 

"Talk  of  the  improvement  of  breed!  Why,  the  race  we  our- 
selves represent,  the  men  and  women,  the  old  Anglo-Saxon  race, 
are  the  best  breed  in  the  whole  world.  .  .  .  The  absence  of  a  too 
enervating  climate,  too  unclouded  skies,  and  a  too  luxurious 
nature,  has  produced  so  vigorous  a  race  of  people,  and  has 
rendered  us  so  superior  to  all  the  world." 

Mr.  Roebuck2  says  to  the  Sheffield  cutlers :  — 

"I  look  around  me  and  ask  what  is  the  state  of  England?  Is 
not  property  safe?  Is  not  every  man  able  to  say  what  he  likes? 
Can  you  not  walk  from  one  end  of  England  to  the  other  in 
perfect  security?  I  ask  you  whether,  the  world  over  or  in  past 
history,  there  is  anything  like  it?  Nothing.  I  pray  that  our 
unrivalled  happiness  may  last." 

Now  obviously  there  is  a  peril  for  poor  human  nature  in 

1  A  well-known  politician  (died  1905). 

2  John  Arthur  Roebuck,  Member  of  Parliament  for  Sheffield  (died  1879). 
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words  and  thoughts  of  such  exuberant  self -satisfaction,  until 
we  find  ourselves  safe  in  the  streets  of  the  Celestial  City. 

Das  wenige  verschwindet  leicht  dem  Blicke 
Der  vorwarts  sieht,  wie  viel  noch  Ubrig  bleibt  —  l 

says  Goethe;  "the  little  that  is  done  seems  nothing  when  we 
look  forward  and  see  how  much  we  have  yet  to  do."  Clearly 
this  is  a  better  line  of  reflection  for  weak  humanity,  so  long  as 
it  remains  on  this  earthly  field  of  labour  and  trial. 

But  neither  Sir  Charles  Adderley  nor  Mr.  Roebuck  is  by 
nature  inaccessible  to  considerations  of  this  sort.  They  only 
lose  sight  of  them  owing  to  the  controversial  life  we  all  lead, 
and  the  practical  form  which  all  speculation  takes  with  us. 
They  have  in  view  opponents  whose  aim  is  not  ideal,  but  prac- 
tical; and  in  their  zeal  to  uphold  their  own  practice  against 
these  innovators,  they  go  so  far  as  even  to  attribute  to  this 
practice  an  ideal  perfection.  Somebody  has  been  wanting  to 
introduce  a  six-pound  franchise,  or  to  abolish  church-rates,  or 
to  collect  agricultural  statistics  by  force,  or  to  diminish  local 
self-government.  How  natural,  in  reply  to  such  proposals,  very 
likely  improper  or  ill-timed,  to  go  a  little  beyond  the  mark  and 
to  say  stoutly,  "Such  a  race  of  people  as  we  stand,  so  superior 
to  all  the  world !  The  old  Anglo-Saxon  race,  the  best  breed  in 
the  whole  world!  I  pray  that  our  unrivalled  happiness  may 
last!  I  ask  you  whether,  the  world  over  or  in  past  history, 
there  is  anything  like  it?"  And  so  long  as  criticism  answers 
this  dithyramb  by  insisting  that  the  old  Anglo-Saxon  race 
would  be  still  more  superior  to  all  others  if  it  had  no  church- 
rates,  or  that  our  unrivalled  happiness  would  last  yet  longer 
with  a  six-pound  franchise,  so  long  will  the  strain,  "The  best 
breed  in  the  whole  world! "  swell  louder  and  louder,  everything 
ideal  and  refining  will  be  lost  out  of  sight,  and  both  the  assailed 
and  their  critics  will  remain  in  a  sphere,  to  say  the  truth,  per- 
fectly unvital,  a  sphere  in  which  spiritual  progression  is  im- 
possible. But  let  criticism  leave  church-rates  and  the  franchise 
alone,  and  in  the  most  candid  spirit,  without  a  single  lurking 
thought  of  practical  innovation,  confront  with  our  dithyramb 
this  paragraph  on  which  I  stumbled  in  a  newspaper  immedi- 
ately after  reading  Mr.  Roebuck:  - 

1  In  IpkiffnU  o*f  Tauris.  i,  ii. 
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"A  shocking  child  murder  has  just  been  committed  at  Not- 
tingham. A  girl  named  Wragg  left  the  workhouse  there  on 
Saturday  morning  with  her  young  illegitimate  child.  The  child 
was  soon  afterwards  found  dead  on  Mapperly  Hills,  having 
been  strangled.  Wragg  is  in  custody/7 

Nothing  but  that;  but,  in  juxtaposition  with  the  absolute 
eulogies  of  Sir  Charles  Adderley  and  Mr.  Roebuck,  how  elo- 
quent, how  suggestive  are  those  few  lines!  "Our  old  Anglo- 
Saxon  breed,  the  best  in  the  whole  world!"  —  how  much  that 
is  harsh  and  ill-favoured  there  is  in  this  best !  Wragg  !  If  we  are 
to  talk  of  ideal  perfection,  of  "the  best  in  the  whole  world," 
has  any  one  reflected  what  a  touch  of  grossness  in  our  race, 
what  an  original  short-coming  in  the  more  delicate  spiritual 
perceptions,  is  shown  by  the  natural  growth  amongst  us  of  such 
hideous  names,  —  Higginbottom,  Stiggins,  Bugg!  In  Ionia 
and  Attica  they  were  luckier  in  this  respect  than  "the  best 
race  in  the  world";  by  the  Ilissus  there  was  no  Wragg,  poor 
thing!  And  "our  unrivalled  happiness";  —  what  an  element 
of  grimness,  bareness,  and  hideousness  mixes  with  it  and  blurs 
it;  the  workhouse,  the  dismal  Mapperly  Hills,  —  how  dismal 
those  who  have  seen  them  will  remember;  —  the  gloom,  the 
smoke,  the  cold,  the  strangled  illegitimate  child!  "I  ask  you 
whether,  the  world  over  or  in  past  history,  there  is  anything 
like  it?"  Perhaps  not,  one  is  inclined  to  answer;  but  at  any 
rate,  in  that  case,  the  world  is  very  much  to  be  pitied.  And  the 
final  touch,  —  short,  bleak  and  inhuman:  Wragg  is  in  custody. 
The  sex  lost  in  the  confusion  of  our  unrivalled  happiness;  or 
(shall  I  say?)  the  superfluous  Christian  name  lopped  off  by  the 
straightforward  vigour  of  our  old  Anglo-Saxon  breed !  There  is 
profit  for  the  spirit  in  such  contrasts  as  this;  criticism  serves 
the  cause  of  perfection  by  establishing  them.  By  eluding  sterile 
conflict,  by  refusing  to  remain  in  the  sphere  where  alone  nar- 
row and  relative  conceptions  have  any  worth  and  validity, 
criticism  may  diminish  its  momentary  importance,  but  only  in 
this  way  has  it  a  chance  of  gaining  admittance  for  those  wider 
and  more  perfect  conceptions  to  which  all  its  duty  is  really 
owed.  Mr.  Roebuck  will  have  a  poor  opinion  of  an  adversary 
who  replies  to  his  defiant  songs  of  triumph  only  by  murmuring 
under  his  breath,  Wragg  is  in  custody ;  but  in  no  other  way  will 
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these  songs  of  triumph  be  induced  gradually  to  moderate  them- 
selves, to  get  rid  of  what  in  them  is  excessive  and  offensive, 
and  to  fall  in  to*  a  softer  and  truer  key. 

It  will  be  said  that  it  is  a  very  subtle  and  indirect  action 
which  I  am  thus  prescribing  for  criticism,  and  that,  by  embrac- 
ing in  this  manner  the  Indian  virtue  of  detachment  and  aban- 
doning the  sphere  of  practical  life,  it  condemns  itself  to  a  slow, 
and  obscure  work.  Slow  and  obscure  it  may  be,  but  it  is  the 
only  proper  work  of  criticism.  The  mass  of  mankind  will  never 
have  any  ardent  zeal  for  seeing  things  as  they  are;  very  inade- 
quate ideas  will  always  satisfy  them.  On  these  inadequate  ideas 
reposes,  and  must  repose,  the  general  practice  of  the  world. 
That  is  as  much  as  saying  that  whoever  sets  himself  to  see 
things  as  they  are  will  find  himself  one  of  a  very  small  circle; 
but  it  is  only  by  this  small  circle  resolutely  doing  its  own  work 
that  adequate  ideas  will  ever  get  current  at  all.  The  rush  and 
roar  of  practical  life  will  always  have  a  dizzying  and  attracting 
effect  upon  the  most  collected  spectator,  and  tend  to  draw  him 
into  its  vortex;  most  of  all  will  this  be  the  case  where  that  life 
is  so  powerful  as  it  is  in  England.  But  it  is  only  by  remaining 
collected,  and  refusing  to  lend  himself  to  the  point  of  view  of 
the  practical  man,  that  the  critic  can  do  the  practical  man  any 
service;  and  it  is  only  by  the  greatest  sincerity  in  pursuing  his 
own  course,  and  by  at  last  convincing  even  the  practical  man 
of  his  sincerity,  that  he  can  escape  misunderstandings  which 
perpetually  threaten  him. 

For  the  practical  man  is  not  apt  for  fine  distinctions,  and 
yet  in  these  distinctions  truth  and  the  highest  culture  greatly 
find  their  account.  But  it  is  not  easy  to  lead  a  practical  man,  — 
unless  you  reassure  him  as  to  your  practical  intentions,  you 
have  no  chance  of  leading  him,  —  to  see  that  a  thing  which  he 
has  always  been  used  to  look  at  from  one  side  only,  which  he 
greatly  values,  and  which,  looked  at  from  that  side,  quite  de- 
serves, perhaps,  all  the  prizing  and  admiring  which  he  bestows 
upon  it,  —  that  this  thing,  looked  at  from  another  side,  may 
appear  much  less  beneficent  and  beautiful,  and  yet  retain  all 
its  claims  to  our  practical  allegiance.  Where  shall  we  find  lan- 
guage innocent  enough,  how  shall  we  make  the  spotless  purity 
of  our  intentions  evident  enough,  to  enable  us  to  say  to  the 
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political  Englishman  that  the  British  Constitution  itself, 
which,  seen  from  the  practical  side,  looks  such  a  magnificent 
organ  of  progress  and  virtue,  seen  from  the  speculative  side,  - 
with  its  compromises,  its  love  of  facts,  its  horror  of  theory,  its 
studied  avoidance  of  clear  thoughts,  —  that,  seen  from  this 
side,  our  august  Constitution  sometimes  looks,  —  forgive  me, 
shade  of  Lord  Somers!1  —  a  colossal  machine  for  the  manufac- 
ture of  Philistines?  How  is  Cobbett2  to  say  this  and  not  be 
misunderstood,  blackened  as  he  is  with  the  smoke  of  a  lifelong 
conflict  in  the  field  of  political  practice?  how  is  Mr.  Carlyle  to 
say  it  and  not  be  misunderstood,  after  his  furious  raid  into  this 
field  with  his  Latter-day  Pamphlets  ?  how  is  Mr.  Ruskin,  after 
his  pugnacious  political  economy?  I  say,  the  critic  must  keep 
out  of  the  region  of  immediate  practice  in  the  political,  social, 
humanitarian  sphere,  if  he  wants  to  make  a  beginning  for  that 
more  free  speculative  treatment  of  things,  which  may  perhaps 
one  day  make  its  benefits  felt  even  in  this  sphere,  but  in  a  nat- 
ural and  thence  irresistible  manner. 

Do  what  he  will,  however,  the  critic  will  still  remain  exposed 
to  frequent  misunderstandings,  and  nowhere  so  much  as  in  this 
country.  For  here  people  are  particularly  indisposed  even  to 
comprehend  that  without  this  free  disinterested  treatment  of 
things,  truth  and  the  highest  culture  are  out  of  the  question. 
So  immersed  are  they  in  practical  life,  so  accustomed  to  take 
all  their  notions  from  this  life  and  its  processes,  that  they  are 
apt  to  think  that  truth  and  culture  themselves  can  be  reached 
by  the  processes  of  this  life,  and  that  it  is  an  impertinent  singu- 
larity to  think  of  reaching  them  in  any  other.  "We  are  all 
terra  filii" 3  cries  their  eloquent  advocate;  "all  Philistines  to- 
gether. Away  with  the  notion  of  proceeding  by  any  other  course 
than  the  course  dear  to  the  Philistines;  let  us  have  a  social 
movement,  let  us  organize  and  combine  a  party  to  pursue 
truth  and  new  thought,  let  us  call  it  the  liberal  party,  and  let  us 
all  stick  to  each  other,  and  back  each  other  up.  Let  us  have  no 
nonsense  about  independent  criticism,  and  intellectual  deli- 
cacy, and  the  few  and  the  many.  Don't  let  us  trouble  ourselves 
about  foreign  thought;  we  shall  invent  the  whole  thing  for 

1  An  eighteenth  century  statesman,  noted  as  a  defender  of  the  Constitution. 
*  A  radical  pamphleteer  (died  1835).  3  Children  of  Earth. 
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ourselves  as  we  go  along.  If  one  of  us  speaks  well,  applaud  him ; 
if  one  of  us  speaks  ill,  applaud  him  too;  we  are  all  in  the  same 
movement,  we  are  all  liberals,  we  are  all  in  pursuit  of  truth." 
In  this  way  the  pursuit  of  truth  becomes  really  a  social,  prac- 
tical, pleasurable  affair,  almost  requiring  a  chairman,  a  secre- 
tary, and  advertisements;  with  the  excitement  of  an  occasional 
scandal,  with  a  little  resistance  to  give  the  happy  sense  of  diffi- 
culty overcome;  but,  in  general,  plenty  of  bustle  and  very  little 
thought.  To  act  is  so  easy,  as  Goethe  says;  to  think  is  so  hard ! 
It  is  true  that  the  critic  has  many  temptations  to  go  with  the 
stream,  to  make  one  of  the  party  movement,  one  of  these 
terra  filii;  it  seems  ungracious  to  refuse  to  be  a  terra  filius, 
when  so  many  excellent  people  are;  but  the  critic's  duty  is  to 
refuse,  or,  if  resistance  is  vain,  at  least  to  cry  with  Obermann: l 
Perissons  en  resistant.  . 


PREFACE  TO  ESSAYS  IN  CRITICISM 

(FIRST  SERIES) 

1865 

[The  opening  paragraphs  of  this  Preface  represent  the  urbane  but  pro- 
voking controversial  banter  for  which  Arnold  was  distinguished.  The 
concluding  paragraph,  his  tribute  to  Oxford,  is  his  finest  piece  of  serious 
prose.] 

SEVERAL  of  the  Essays  which  are  here  collected  and  re- 
printed had  the  good  or  the  bad  fortune  to  be  much  criticized 
at  the  time  of  their  first  appearance.  I  am  not  now  going  to 
inflict  upon  the  reader  a  reply  to  those  criticisms;  for  one  or  two 
explanations  which  are  desirable,  I  shall  elsewhere,  perhaps, 
be  able  some  day  to  find  an  opportunity;  but,  indeed,  it  is  not 
in  my  nature,  —  some  of  my  critics  would  rather  say,  not  in 
my  power,  —  to  dispute  on  behalf  of  any  opinion,  even  my 
own,  very  obstinately.  To  try  and  approach  truth  on  one  side 
after  another,  not  to  strive  or  cry,  nor  to  persist  in  pressing 
forward,  on  any  one  side,  with  violence  and  self-will,  —  it  is 
only  thus,  it  seems  to  me,  that  mortals  may  hope  to  gain  any 
vision  of  the  mysterious  Goddess,  whom  we  shall  never  see 

1  The  hero  of  a  work  by  Senaocour  (1804). 
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except  in  outline,  but  only  thus  even  in  outline.  He  who  will 
do  nothing  but  fight  impetuously  towards  her  on  his  own,  one, 
favourite,  particular  line,  is  inevitably  destined  to  run  his  head 
into  the  folds  of  the  black  robe  in  which  she  is  wrapped. 

So  it  is  not  to  reply  to  my  critics  that  I  write  this  preface, 
but  to  prevent  a  misunderstanding,  of  which  certain  phrases 
that  some  of  them  use  make  me  apprehensive.  Mr.  Wright, 
one  of  the  many  translators  of  Homer,  has  published  a  letter 
to  the  Dean  of  Canterbury,  complaining  of  some  remarks  of 
mine,  uttered  now  a  long  while  ago,  on  his  version  of  the  Iliad.1 
One  cannot  be  always  studying  one's  own  works,  and  I  was 
really  under  the  impression,  till  I  saw  Mr.  Wright's  complaint, 
that  I  had  spoken  of  him  with  all  respect.  The  reader  may 
judge  of  my  astonishment,  therefore,  at  finding,  from  Mr. 
Wright's  pamphlet,  that  I  had  "  declared  with  much  solemnity 
that  there  is  not  any  proper  reason  for  his  existing."  That  I 
never  said;  but,  on  looking  back  at  my  Lectures  on  Translating 
Homer,  I  find  that  I  did  say,  not  that  Mr.  Wright,  but  that 
Mr.  Wright's  version  of  the  Iliad,  repeating  in  the  main  the 
merits  and  defects  of  Cowper's  version,  as  Mr.  Sotheby's  re- 
peated those  of  Pope's  version,  had,  if  I  might  be  pardoned  for 
saying  so,  no  proper  reason  for  existing.  Elsewhere  I  expressly 
spoke  of  the  merit  of  his  version;  but  I  confess  that  the  phrase, 
qualified  as  I  have  shown,  about  its  want  of  a  proper  reason  for 
existing,  I  used.  Well,  the  phrase  had,  perhaps,  too  much 
vivacity;  we  have  all  of  us  a  right  to  exist,  we  and  our  works; 
an  unpopular  author  should  be  the  last  person  to  call  in  ques- 
tion this  right.  So  I  gladly  withdraw  the  offending  phrase,  and 
I  am  sorry  for  having  used  it;  Mr.  Wright,  however,  would 
perhaps  be  more  indulgent  to  my  vivacity,  if  he  considered 
that  we  are  none  of  us  likely  to  be  lively  much  longer.  My 
vivacity  is  but  the  last  sparkle  of  flame  before  we  are  all  in  the 
dark,  the  last  glimpse  of  colour  before  we  all  go  into  drab,  — 
the  drab  of  the  earnest,  prosaic,  practical,  austerely  literal 
future.  Yes,  the  world  will  soon  be  the  Philistines' ! 2  and  then, 
with  every  voice,  not  of  thunder,  silenced,  and  the  whole  earth 
filled  and  ennobled  every  morning  by  the  magnificent  roaring 

1  In  Arnold's  Lectures  On  Translating  Homer. 

2  See  introductory  note  on  p.  508. 
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of  the  young  lions  of  the  Daily  Telegraph,  we  shall  all  yawn  in 
one  another's  faces  with  the  dismalest,  the  most  unimpeach- 
able gravity. 

But  I  return  to  my  design  in  writing  this  Preface.  That  de- 
sign was,  after  apologizing  to  Mr.  Wright  for  my  vivacity  of 
five  years  ago,  to  beg  him  and  others  to  let  me  bear  my  own 
burdens,  without  saddling  the  great  and  famous  University  to 
which  I  have  the  honour  to  belong  with  any  portion  of  them. 
What  I  mean  to  deprecate  is  such  phrases  as  "  his  professorial 
assault,"  "his  assertions  issued  ex  cathedra"  l  "  the  sanction  of 
his  name  as  the  representative  of  poetry,"  and  so  on.  Proud  as 
I  am  of  my  connection  with  the  University  of  Oxford,2 1  can 
truly  say  that,  knowing  how  unpopular  a  task  one  is  under- 
taking when  one  tries  to  pull  out  a  few  more  stops  in  that  power- 
ful but  at  present  somewhat  narrow- toned  organ,  the  modern 
Englishman,  I  have  sought  always  to  stand  by  myself,  and  to 
compromise  others  as  little  as  possible.  Besides  this,  my  native 
modesty  is  such  that  I  have  always  been  shy  of  assuming  the 
honourable  style  of  Professor,  because  this  is  a  title  I  share 
with  so  many  distinguished  men,  —  Professor  Pepper,  Profes- 
sor Anderson,  Professor  Frickel,  and  others,  —  who  adorn  it, 
I  feel,  much  more  than  I  do. 

However,  it  is  not  merely  out  of  modesty  that  I  prefer  to 
stand  alone,  and  to  concentrate  on  myself,  as  a  plain  citizen  of 
the  republic  of  letters,  and  not  as  an  office-bearer  in  a  hierarchy, 
the  whole  responsibility  for  all  I  write;  it  is  much  more  out  of 
genuine  devotion  to  the  University  of  Oxford,  for  which  I  feel, 
and  always  must  feel,  the  fondest,  the  most  reverential  attach- 
ment. In  an  epoch  of  dissolution  and  transformation,  such  as 
that  on  which  we  are  now  entered,  habits,  ties,  and  associations 
are  inevitably  broken  up,  the  action  of  individuals  becomes 
more  distinct,  the  shortcomings,  errors,  heats,  disputes,  which 
necessarily  attend  individual  action,  are  brought  into  greater 
prominence.  Who  would  not  gladly  keep  clear,  from  all  these 
passing  clouds,  an  august  institution  which  was  there  before 
they  arose,  and  which  will  be  there  when  they  have  blown  over? 

1  From  his  official  seat. 

*  When  the  above  was  written  the  author  had  still  the  Chair  of  Poetry  at  Oxford, 
which  he  has  since  vacated.  [Arnold's  note.) 
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It  is  true,  the  Saturday  Review  maintains  that  our  epoch  of 
transformation  is  finished;  that  we  have  found  our  philosophy; 
that  the  British  nation  has  searched  all  anchorages  for  the 
spirit,  and  has  finally  anchored  itself,  in  the  fulness  of  perfected 
knowledge,  on  Benthamism.1  This  idea  at  first  made  a  great 
impression  on  me ;  not  only  because  it  is  so  consoling  in  itself, 
but  also  because  it  explained  a  phenomenon  which  in  the  sum- 
mer of  last  year  had,  I  confess,  a  good  deal  troubled  me.  At 
that  time  my  avocations  led  me  to  travel  almost  daily  on  one  of 
the  Great  Eastern  Lines,  —  the  Woodford  Branch.  Every  one 
knows  that  the  murderer,  Miiller,  perpetrated  his  detestable 
act  on  the  North  London  Railway,  close  by.  The  English 
middle  class,  of  which  I  am  myself  a  feeble  unit,  travel  on  the 
Woodford  Branch  in  large  numbers.  Well,  the  demoralization 
of  our  class,  —  the  class  which  (the  newspapers  are  constantly 
saying  it,  so  I  may  repeat  it  without  vanity)  has  done  all  the 
great  things  which  have  ever  been  done  in  England,  —  the  de- 
moralization, I  say,  of  our  class,  caused  by  the  Bow  tragedy, 
was  something  bewildering.  Myself  a  transcendentalist  (as 
the  Saturday  Review  knows),  I  escaped  the  infection;  and,  day 
after  day,  I  used  to  ply  my  agitated  fellow-travellers  with  all 
the  consolations  which  my  transcendentalism  would  naturally 
suggest  to  me.  I  reminded  them  how  Caesar  refused  to  take 
precautions  against  assassination,  because  life  was  not  worth 
having  at  the  price  of  an  ignoble  solicitude  for  it.  I  reminded 
them  what  insignificant  atoms  we  all  are  in  the  life  of  the 
world.  "  Suppose  the  worst  to  happen,"  I  said,  addressing  a 
portly  jeweller  from  Cheapside;  "  suppose  even  yourself  to  be 
the  victim;  il  n'y  a  pas  d'homme  necessaire.  We  should  miss 
you  for  a  day  or  two  upon  the  Woodford  Branch;  but  the  great 
mundane  movement  would  still  go  on,  the  gravel  walks  of  your 
villa  would  still  be  rolled,  dividends  would  still  be  paid  at  the 
Bank,  omnibuses  would  still  run,  there  would  still  be  the  old 
crush  at  the  corner  of  Fenchurch  Street."  All  was  of  no  avail. 
Nothing  could  moderate,  in  the  bosom  of  the  great  English 
middle  class,  their  passionate,  absorbing,  almost  bloodthirsty 
clinging  to  life.  At  the  moment  I  thought  this  over-concern  a 
little  unworthy;  but  the  Saturday  Review  suggests  a  touching 

1  The  utilitarianism  of  the  school  of  Jeremy  Bentham. 
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explanation  of  it.  What  I  took  for  the  ignoble  clinging  to  life 
of  a  comfortable  worldling,  was,  perhaps,  only  the  ardent  long- 
ing of  a  faithful  Benthamite,  traversing  an  age  still  dimmed  by 
the  last  mists  of  transcendentalism,  to  be  spared  long  enough 
to  see  his  religion  in  the  full  and  final  blaze  of  its  triumph.  This 
respec table  man,  whom  I  imagined  to  be  going  up  to  London  to 
serve  his  shop,  or  to  buy  shares,  or  to  attend  an  Exeter  Hall 
meeting,  or  to  assist  at  the  deliberations  of  the  Marylebone 
Vestry,  was  even,  perhaps,  in  real  truth,  on  a  pious  pilgrimage, 
to  obtain  from  Mr.  Bentham's  executors  a  secret  bone  of  his 
great,  dissected  master.1 

And  yet,  after  all,  I  cannot  but  think  that  the  Saturday  Review 
has  here,  for  once,  fallen  a  victim  to  an  idea,  —  a  beautiful  but 
deluding  idea,  —  and  that  the  British  nation  has  not  yet,  so 
entirely  as  the  reviewer  seems  to  imagine,  found  the  last  word 
of  its  philosophy.  No,  we  are  all  seekers  still!  seekers  often 
make  mistakes,  and  I  wish  mine  to  redound  to  my  own  dis- 
credit only,  and  not  to  touch  Oxford.  Beautiful  city!  so  vener- 
able, so  lovely,  so  unravaged  by  the  fierce  intellectual  life  of 
our  century,  so  serene! 

"There  are  our  young  barbarians,  all  at  play!" 

And  yet,  steeped  in  sentiment  as  she  lies,  spreading  her  gar- 
dens to  the  moonlight,  and  whispering  from  her  towers  the  last 
enchantments  of  the  Middle  Age,  who  will  deny  that  Oxford, 
by  her  ineffable  charm,  keeps  ever  calling  us  nearer  to  the  true 
goal  of  all  of  us,  to  the  ideal,  to  perfection,  —  to  beauty,  in  a 
word,  which  is  only  truth  seen  from  another  side?  —  nearer, 
perhaps,  than  all  the  science  of  Tubingen.  Adorable  dreamer, 
whose  heart  has  been  so  romantic!  who  hast  given  thyself  so 
prodigally,  given  thyself  to  sides  and  to  heroes  not  mine, 
only  never  to  the  Philistines!  home  of  lost  causes,  and  forsaken 
beliefs,  and  unpopular  names,  and  impossible  loyalties!  what 
example  could  ever  so  inspire  us  to  keep  down  the  Philistine 
in  ourselves,  what  teacher  could  ever  so  save  us  from  that 
bondage  to  which  we  are  all  prone,  that  bondage  which  Goethe, 
in  his  incomparable  lines  on  the  death  of  Schiller,  makes  it  his 

1  Bcntham  left  his  body  to  be  dissected  in  the  interest  of  anatomy,  and  his  skeleton 
is  preserved  at  University  College,  Oxford. 
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friend's  highest  praise  (and  nobly  did  Schiller  deserve  the 
praise)  to  have  left  miles  out  of  sight  behind  him;  —  the  bond- 
age of  "was  uns  alle  bandigt,  das  Gemeine!  "  l  She  will  forgive 
me,  even  if  I  have  unwittingly  drawn  upon  her  a  shot  or  two 
aimed  at  her  unworthy  son;  for  she  is  generous,  and  the  cause 
in  which  I  fight  is,  after  all,  hers.  Apparitions  of  a  day,  what 
is  our  puny  warfare  against  the  Philistines,  compared  with  the 
warfare  which  this  queen  of  romance  has  been  waging  against 
them  for  centuries,  and  will  wage  after  we  are  gone? 


SWEETNESS  AND  LIGHT 

1867 

[The  opening  chapter  of  Culture  and  Anarchy:  an  essay  in  Political  and 
Social  Criticism,  first  published  in  the  Cornhill  Magazine,  1867-68,  and  in 
book  form  in  1869.  The  chapter-title  means  Beauty  and  Intelligence;  see 
P-  529-1 

THE  disparagers  of  culture  make  its  motive  curiosity;  some- 
times, indeed,  they  make  its  motive  mere  exclusiveness  and 
vanity.  The  culture  which  is  supposed  to  plume  itself  on  a 
smattering  of  Greek  and  Latin  is  a  culture  which  is  begotten  by 
nothing  so  intellectual  as  curiosity;  it  is  valued  either  out  of 
sheer  vanity  and  ignorance  or  else  as  an  engine  of  social  and  class 
distinction,  separating  its  holder,  like  a  badge  or  title,  from 
other  people  who  have  not  got  it.  No  serious  man  would  call 
this  culture,  or  attach  any  value  to  it,  as  culture,  at  all.  To  find 
the  real  ground  for  the  very  different  estimate  which  serious 
people  will  set  upon  culture,  we  must  find  some  motive  for  cul- 
ture in  the  terms  of  which  may  lie  a  real  ambiguity ;  and  such  a 
motive  the  word  curiosity  gives  us. 

I  have  before  now  pointed  out  that  we  English  do  not,  like 
the  foreigners,  use  this  word  in  a  good  sense  as  well  as  in  a  bad 
sense.  With  us  the  word  is  always  used  in  a  somewhat  disap- 
proving sense.  A  liberal  and  intelligent  eagerness  about  the 
things  of  the  mind  may  be  meant  by  a  foreigner  when  he 
speaks  of  curiosity,  but  with  us  the  word  always  conveys  a  cer- 
tain notion  of  frivolous  and  unedifying  activity.  In  the  Quar- 

1  "  That  which  holds  us  all  in  check  —  the  vulgar  commonplace." 
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terly  Review,  some  little  time  ago,  was  an  estimate  of  the  cele- 
brated French  critic,  M.  Sainte-Beuve,  and  a  very  inadequate 
estimate  it  in  my  judgment  was.  And  its  inadequacy  consisted 
chiefly  in  this:  that  in  our  English  way  it  left  out  of  sight  the 
double  sense  really  involved  in  the  word  curiosity,  thinking 
enough  was  said  to  stamp  M.  Sainte-Beuve  with  blame  if  it  was 
said  that  he  was  impelled  in  his  operations  as  a  critic  by  curios- 
ity, and  omitting  either  to  perceive  that  M.  Sainte-Beuve  him- 
self, and  many  other  people  with  him,  would  consider  that  this 
was  praiseworthy  and  not  blameworthy,  or  to  point  out  why  it 
ought  really  to  be  accounted  worthy  of  blame  and  not  of  praise. 
For,  as  there  is  a  curiosity  about  intellectual  matters  which  is 
futile,  and  merely  a  disease,  so  there  is  certainly  a  curiosity,  - 
a  desire  after  the  things  of  the  mind  simply  for  their  own  sakes 
and  for  the  pleasure  of  seeing  them  as  they  are,  —  which  is,  in 
an  intelligent  being,  natural  and  laudable.  Nay,  and  the  very 
desire  to  see  things  as  they  are  implies  a  balance  and  regulation 
of  mind  which  is  not  often  attained  without  fruitful  effort,  and 
which  is  the  very  opposite  of  the  blind  and  diseased  impulse  of 
mind  which  is  what  we  mean  to  blame  when  we  blame  curiosity. 
Montesquieu  says:  "The  first  motive  which  ought  to  impel 
us  to  study  is  the  desire  to  augment  the  excellence  of  our  na- 
ture, and  to  render  an  intelligent  being  yet  more  intelligent." 
This  is  the  true  ground  to  assign  for  the  genuine  scientific  pas- 
sion, however  manifested,  and  for  culture,  viewed  simply  as  a 
fruit  of  this  passion;  and  it  is  a  worthy  ground,  even  though  we 
let  the  term  curiosity  stand  to  describe  it. 

But  there  is  of  culture  another  view,  in  which  not  solely  the 
scientific  passion,  the  sheer  desire  to  see  things  as  they  are, 
natural  and  proper  in  an  intelligent  being,  appears  as  the 
ground  of  it.  There  is  a  view  in  which  all  the  love  of  our  neigh- 
bour, the  impulses  towards  action,  help,  and  beneficence,  the 
desire  for  removing  human  error,  clearing  human  confusion, 
and  diminishing  human  misery,  the  noble  aspiration  to  leave 
the  world  better  and  happier  than  we  found  it,  —  motives 
eminently  such  as  are  called  social,  —  come  in  as  part  of  the 
grounds  of  culture,  and  the  main  and  preeminent  part.  Cul- 
ture is  then  properly  described  not  as  having  its  origin  in  curi- 
osity, but  as  having  its  origin  in  the  love  of  perfection;  it  is 
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a  study  of  perfection.  It  moves  by  the  force,  not  merely  or  pri- 
marily of  the  scientific  passion  for  pure  knowledge,  but  also  of 
the  moral  and  social  passion  for  doing  good.  As,  in  the  first  view 
of  it,  we  took  for  its  worthy  motto  Montesquieu's  words:  "To 
render  an  intelligent  being  yet  more  intelligent!"  so,  in  the 
second  view  of  it,  there  is  no  better  motto  which  it  can  have 
than  these  words  of  Bishop  Wilson:  1  "To  make  reason  and  the 
will  of  God  prevail!" 

Only,  whereas  the  passion  for  doing  good  is  apt  to  be  over- 
hasty  in  determining  what  reason  and  the  will  of  God  say,  be- 
cause its  turn  is  for  acting  rather  than  thinking  and  it  wants 
to  be  beginning  to  act;  and  whereas  it  is  apt  to  take  its  own 
conceptions,  which  proceed  from  its  own  state  of  development 
and  share  in  all  the  imperfections  and  immaturities  of  this,  for 
a  basis  of  action;  what  distinguishes  culture  is,  that  it  is  pos- 
sessed by  the  scientific  passion  as  well  as  by  the  passion  of  doing 
good;  that  it  demands  worthy  notions  of  reason  and  the  will  of 
God,  and  does  not  readily  suffer  its  own  crude  conceptions  to 
substitute  themselves  for  them.  And  knowing  that  no  action 
or  institution  can  be  salutary  and  stable  which  is  not  based  on 
reason  and  the  will  of  God,  it  is  not  so  bent  on  acting  and  insti- 
tuting, even  with  the  great  aim  of  diminishing  human  error  and 
misery  ever  before  its  thoughts,  but  that  it  can  remember  that 
acting  and  instituting  are  of  little  use,  unless  we  know  how  and 
what  we  ought  to  act  and  to  institute. 

This  culture  is  more  interesting  and  more  far-reaching  than 
that  other,  which  is  founded  solely  on  the  scientific  passion  for 
knowing.  But  it  needs  times  of  faith  and  ardour,  times  when 
the  intellectual  horizon  is  opening  and  widening  all  around  us, 
to  flourish  in.  And  is  not  the  close  and  bounded  intellectual 
horizon  within  which  we  have  long  lived  and  moved  now  lifting 
up,  and  are  not  new  lights  finding  free  passage  to  shine  in  upon 
us?  For  a  long  time  there  was  no  passage  for  them  to  make 
their  way  in  upon  us,  and  then  it  was  of  no  use  to  think  of 
adapting  the  world's  action  to  them.  Where  was  the  hope  of 
.naking  reason  and  the  will  of  God  prevail  among  people  who 
had  a  routine  which  they  had  christened  reason  and  the  will 
of  God,  in  which  they  were  inextricably  bound,  and  beyond 

1  Thomas  Wilson  (died  1755),  author  of  Maxims,  frequently  praised  by  Arnold. 
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which  they  had  no  power  of  looking?  But  now  the  iron  force 
of  adhesion  to  the  old  routine  —  social,  political,  religious  — 
has  wonderfully  yielded ;  the  iron  force  of  exclusion  of  all  which 
is  new  has  wonderfully  yielded.  The  danger  now  is,  not  that 
people  should  obstinately  refuse  to  allow  anything  but  their 
old  routine  to  pass  for  reason  and  the  will  of  God,  but  either 
that  they  should  allow  some  novelty  or  other  to  pass  for  these 
too  easily,  or  else  that  they  should  underrate  the  importance  of 
them  altogether,  and  think  it  enough  to  follow  action  for  its  own 
sake,  without  troubling  themselves  to  make  reason  and  the  will 
of  God  prevail  therein.  Now,  then,  is  the  moment  for  culture 
to  be  of  service,  culture  which  believes  in  making  reason  and 
the  will  of  God  prevail,  believes  in  perfection,  is  the  study  and 
pursuit  of  perfection,  and  is  no  longer  debarred,  by  a  rigid 
invincible  exclusion  of  whatever  is  new,  from  getting  accept- 
ance for  its  ideas,  simply  because  they  are  new. 

The  moment  this  view  of  culture  is  seized,  the  moment  it  is 
regarded  not  solely  as  the  endeavour  to  see  things  as  they  are, 
to  draw  towards  a  knowledge  of  the  universal  order  which 
seems  to  be  intended  and  aimed  at  in  the  world,  and  which  it  is 
a  man's  happiness  to  go  along  with  or  his  misery  to  go  counter 
to,  —  to  learn,  in  short,  the  will  of  God,  —  the  moment,  I  say, 
culture  is  considered  not  merely  as  the  endeavour  to  see  and 
learn  this,  but  as  the  endeavour,  also,  to  make  it  prevail,  the 
moral,  social,  and  beneficent  character  of  culture  becomes  man- 
ifest. The  mere  endeavour  to  see  and  learn  the  truth  for  our 
own  personal  satisfaction  is  indeed  a  commencement  for  mak- 
ing it  prevail,  a  preparing  the  way  for  this,  which  always  serves 
this,  and  is  wrongly,  therefore,  stamped  with  blame  absolutely 
in  itself  and  not  only  in  its  caricature  and  degeneration.  But 
perhaps  it  has  got  stamped  with  blame,  and  disparaged  with 
the  dubious  title  of  curiosity,  because  in  comparison  with  this 
wider  endeavour  of  such  great  and  plain  utility  it  looks  selfish, 
petty,  and  unprofitable. 

And  religion,  the  greatest  and  most  important  of  the  efforts 
by  which  the  human  race  has  manifested  its  impulse  to  perfect 
itself,  —  religion,  that  voice  of  the  deepest  human  experience, 
—  does  not  only  enjoin  and  sanction  the  aim  which  is  the  great 
aim  of  culture,  the  aim  of  setting  ourselves  to  ascertain  what 
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perfection  is  and  to  make  it  prevail;  but  also,  in  determining 
generally  in  what  human  perfection  consists,  religion  comes  to 
a  conclusion  identical  with  that  which  culture  —  culture  seek- 
ing the  determination  of  this  question  through  all  the  voices  of 
human  experience  which  have  been  heard  upon  it,  of  art,  sci 
ence,  poetry,  philosophy,  history,  as  well  as  of  religion,  in  ordei 
to  give  a  greater  fulness  and  certainty  to  its  solution  —  like- 
wise reaches.  Religion  says:  The  kingdom  of  God  is  within  you ; 
and  culture,  in  like  manner,  places  human  perfection  in  an 
internal  condition,  in  the  growth  and  predominance  of  our 
humanity  proper,  as  distinguished  from  our  animality.  It 
places  it  in  the  ever-increasing  efficacy  and  in  the  general  har- 
monious expansion  of  those  gifts  of  thought  and  feeling,  which 
make  the  peculiar  dignity,  wealth,  and  happiness  of  human 
nature.  As  I  have  said  on  a  former  occasion:  "It  is  in  making 
endless  additions  to  itself,  in  the  endless  expansion  of  its  powers, 
in  endless  growth  in  wisdom  and  beauty,  that  the  spirit  of  the 
human  race  finds  its  ideal.  To  reach  this  ideal,  culture  is  an 
indispensable  aid,  and  that  is  the  true  value  of  culture."  Not 
a  having  and  a  resting,  but  a  growing  and  a  becoming,  is  the 
character  of  perfection  as  culture  conceives  it;  and  here,  too, 
it  coincides  with  religion. 

And  because  men  are  all  members  of  one  great  whole,  and 
the  sympathy  which  is  in  human  nature  will  not  allow  one 
member  to  be  indifferent  to  the  rest  or  to  have  a  perfect  welfare 
independent  of  the  rest,  the  expansion  of  our  humanity,  to  suit 
the  idea  of  perfection  which  culture  forms,  must  be  a  general 
expansion.  Perfection,  as  culture  conceives  it,  is  not  possible 
while  the  individual  remains  isolated.  The  individual  is  re- 
quired, under  pain  of  being  stunted  and  enfeebled  in  his  own 
development  if  he  disobeys,  to  carry  others  along  with  him  in 
his  march  towards  perfection,  to  be  continually  doing  all  he  can 
to  enlarge  and  increase  the  volume  of  the  human  stream  sweep- 
ing thitherward.  And  here,  once  more,  culture  lays  on  us  the 
same  obligation  as  religion,  which  says,  as  Bishop  Wilson  has 
admirably  put  it,  that  "to  promote  the  kingdom  of  God  is  to 
increase  and  hasten  one's  own  happiness." 

But,  finally,  perfection  —  as  culture  from  a  thorough  disin- 
terested study  of  human  nature  and  human  experience  learns 
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to  conceive  it  —  is  a  harmonious  expansion  of  all  the  powers 
which  make  the  beauty  and  worth  of  human  nature,  and  is  not 
consistent  with  the  over-development  of  any  one  power  at  the 
expense  of  the  rest.  Here  culture  goes  beyond  religion,  as  reli- 
gion is  generally  conceived  by  us. 

If  culture,  then,  is  a  study  of  perfection,  and  of  harmonious 
perfection,  general  perfection,  and  perfection  which  consists  in 
becoming  something  rather  than  in  having  something,  in  an 
inward  condition  of  the  mind  and  spirit,  not  in  an  outward  set 
of  circumstances,  —  it  is  clear  that  culture,  instead  of  being 
the  frivolous  and  useless  thing  which  Mr.  Bright,  and  Mr. 
Frederic  Harrison,  and  many  other  Liberals  are  apt  to  call  it, 
has  a  very  important  function  to  fulfil  for  mankind.  And  this 
function  is  particularly  important  in  our  modern  world,  of 
which  the  whole  civilization  is,  to  a  much  greater  degree  than 
the  civilization  of  Greece  and  Rome,  mechanical  and  external, 
and  tends  constantly  to  become  more  so.  But  above  all  in  our 
own  country  has  culture  a  weighty  part  to  perform,  because 
here  that  mechanical  character,  which  civilization  tends  to  take 
everywhere,  is  shown  in  the  most  eminent  degree.  Indeed 
nearly  all  the  characters  of  perfection,  as  culture  teaches  us  to 
fix  them,  meet  in  this  country  with  some  powerful  tendency 
which  thwarts  them  and  sets  them  at  defiance.  The  idea  of 
perfection  as  an  inward  condition  of  the  mind  and  spirit  is  at 
variance  with  the  mechanical  and  material  civilization  in  esteem 
with  us,  and  nowhere,  as  I  have  said,  so  much  in  esteem  as  with 
us.  The  idea  of  perfection  as  a  general  expansion  of  the  human 
family  is  at  variance  with  our  strong  individualism,  our  hatred 
of  all  limits  to  the  unrestrained  swing  of  the  individual's  per- 
sonality, our  maxim  of  "  every  man  for  himself."  Above  all, 
the  idea  of  perfection  as  a  harmonious  expansion  of  human  na- 
ture is  at  variance  with  our  want  of  flexibility,  with  our  inapti- 
tude for  seeing  more  than  one  side  of  a  thing,  with  our  intense 
energetic  absorption  in  the  particular  pursuit  we  happen  to  be 
following.  So  culture  has  a  rough  task  to  achieve  in  this  coun- 
try. Its  preachers  have,  and  are  likely  long  to  have,  a  hard 
time  of  it,  and  they  will  much  of tener  be  regarded,  for  a  great 
while  to  come,  as  elegant  or  spurious  Jeremiahs  than  as  friends 
and  benefactors.  That,  however,  will  not  prevent  their  doing 
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in  the  end  good  service  if  they  persevere.  And,  meanwhile,  the 
mode  of  action  they  have  to  pursue,  and  the  sort  of  habits  they 
must  fight  against,  ought  to  be  made  quite  clear  for  every  one 
to  see,  who  may  be  willing  to  look  at  the  matter  attentively 
and  dispassionately. 

Faith  in  machinery  is,  I  said,  our  besetting  danger;  often  in 
machinery  most  absurdly  disproportioned  to  the  end  which 
this  machinery,  if  it  is  to  do  any  good  at  all,  is  to  serve;  but 
always  in  machinery,  as  if  it  had  a  value  in  and  for  itself. 
What  is  freedom  but  machinery?  what  is  population  but  ma- 
chinery? what  is  coal  but  machinery?  what  are  railroads  but 
machinery?  what  is  wealth  but  machinery?  what  are,  even, 
religious  organizations  but  machinery?  Now  almost  every 
voice  in  England  is  accustomed  to  speak  of  these  things  as  if 
they  were  precious  ends  in  themselves,  and  therefore  had  some 
of  the  characters  of  perfection  indisputably  joined  to  them.  I 
have  before  now  l  noticed  Mr.  Roebuck's  stock  argument  for 
proving  the  greatness  and  happiness  of  England  as  she  is,  and 
for  quite  stopping  the  mouths  of  all  gainsay ers.  Mr.  Roebuck 
is  never  weary  of  reiterating  this  argument  of  his,  so  I  do  not 
know  why  I  should  be  weary  of  noticing  it.  "May  not  every 
man  in  England  say  what  he  likes?  "  -  Mr.  Roebuck  perpetu- 
ally asks;  and  that,  he  thinks,  is  quite  sufficient,  and  when 
every  man  may  say  what  he  likes,  our  aspirations  ought  to  be 
satisfied.  But  the  aspirations  of  culture,  which  is  the  study  of 
perfection,  are  not  satisfied,  unless  what  men  say,  when  they 
may  say  what  they  like,  is  worth  saying,  —  has  good  in  it,  and 
more  good  than  bad.  In  the  same  way  the  Times,  replying  to 
some  foreign  strictures  on  the  dress,  looks,  and  behaviour  of 
the  English  abroad,  urges  that  the  English  ideal  is  that  every 
one  should  be  free  to  do  and  to  look  just  as  he  likes.  But  cul- 
ture indefatigably  tries,  not  to  make  what  each  raw  person  may 
like  the  rule  by  which  he  fashions  himself,  but  to  draw  ever 
nearer  to  a  sense  of  what  is  indeed  beautiful,  graceful,  and  be- 
coming, and  to  get  the  raw  person  to  like  that. 

And  in  the  same  way  with  respect  to  railroads  and  coal. 
Every  one  must  have  observed  the  strange  language  current 
during  the  late  discussions  as  to  the  possible  failure  of  our  sup- 

1  See  page  510. 
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plies  of  coal.  Our  coal,  thousands  of  people  were  saying,  is  the 
real  basis  of  our  national  greatness;  if  our  coal  runs  short,  there 
is  an  end  of  the  greatness  of  England.  But  what  is  greatness? 
-  culture  makes  us  ask.  Greatness  is  a  spiritual  condition 
worthy  to  excite  love,  interest,  and  admiration;  and  the  out- 
ward proof  of  possessing  greatness  is  that  we  excite  love,  inter- 
est, and  admiration.  If  England  were  swallowed  up  by  the  sea 
to-morrow,  which  of  the  two,  a  hundred  years  hence,  would 
most  excite  the  love,  interest,  and  admiration  of  mankind,  - 
would  most,  therefore,  show  the  evidences  of  having  possessed 
greatness,  —  the  England  of  the  last  twenty  years,  or  the 
England  of  Elizabeth,  of  a  time  of  splendid  spiritual  effort,  but 
when  our  coal,  and  our  industrial  operations  depending  on  coal, 
were  very  little  developed?  Well,  then,  what  an  unsound  habit 
of  mind  it  must  be  which  makes  us  talk  of  things  like  coal  or  iron 
as  constituting  the  greatness  of  England,  and  how  salutary  a 
friend  is  culture,  bent  on  seeing  things  as  they  are,  and  thus 
dissipating  delusions  of  this  kind  and  fixing  standards  of  per- 
fection that  are  real! 

Wealth,  again,  that  end  to  which  our  prodigious  works  for 
material  advantage  are  directed,  —  the  commonest  of  com- 
monplaces tells  us  how  men  are  always  apt  to  regard  wealth 
as  a  precious  end  in  itself;  and  certainly  they  have  never  been 
so  apt  thus  to  regard  it  as  they  are  in  England  at  the  present 
time.  Never  did  people  believe  anything  more  firmly  than 
nine  Englishmen  out  of  ten  at  the  present  day  believe  that  our 
greatness  and  welfare  are  proved  by  our  being  so  very  rich. 
Now,  the  use  of  culture  is  that  it  helps  us,  by  means  of  its 
spiritual  standard  of  perfection,  to  regard  wealth  as  but  machin- 
ery, and  not  only  to  say  as  a  matter  of  words  that  we  regard 
wealth  as  but  machinery,  but  really  to  perceive  and  feel  that  it 
is  so.  If  it  were  not  for  this  purging  effect  wrought  upon  our 
minds  by  culture,  the  whole  world,  the  future  as  well  as  the 
present,  would  inevitably  belong  to  the  Philistines.  The  people 
who  believe  most  that  our  greatness  and  welfare  are  proved  by 
our  being  very  rich,  and  who  most  give  their  lives  and  thoughts 
to  becoming  rich,  are  just  the  very  people  whom  we  call  Philis- 
tines. Culture  says:  "  Consider  these  people,  then,  their  way 
of  life,  their  habits,  their  manners,  the  very  tones  of  their  voice; 
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look  at  them  attentively;  observe  the  literature  they  read,  the 
things  which  give  them  pleasure,  the  words  which  come  forth 
out  of  their  mouths,  the  thoughts  which  make  the  furniture  of 
their  minds;  would  any  amount  of  wealth  be  worth  having 
with  the  condition  that  one  was  to  become  just  like  these  people 
by  having  it?  "  And  thus  culture  begets  a  dissatisfaction  which 
is  of  the  highest  possible  value  in  stemming  the  common  tide  of 
men's  thoughts  in  a  wealthy  and  industrial  community,  and 
which  saves  the  future,  as  one  may  hope,  from  being  vulgar- 
ized, even  if  it  cannot  save  the  present. 

Population,  again,  and  bodily  health  and  vigour,  are  things 
which  are  nowhere  treated  in  such  an  unintelligent,  misleading, 
exaggerated  way  as  in  England.  Both  are  really  machinery; 
yet  how  many  people  all  around  us  do  we  see  rest  in  them  and 
fail  to  look  beyond  them!  Why,  one  has  heard  people,  fresh 
from  reading  certain  articles  of  the  Times  on  the  Registrar- 
General's  returns  of  marriages  and  births  in  this  country,  who 
would  talk  of  our  large  English  families  in  quite  a  solemn 
strain,  as  if  they  had  something  in  itself  beautiful,  elevating, 
and  meritorious  in  them;  as  if  the  British  Philistine  would 
have  only  to  present  himself  before  the  Great  Judge  with  his 
twelve  children,  in  order  to  be  received  among  the  sheep  as  a 
matter  of  right! 

But  bodily  health  and  vigour,  it  may  be  said,  are  not  to  be 
classed  with  wealth  and  population  as  mere  machinery;  they 
have  a  more  real  and  essential  value.  True;  but  only  as  they 
are  more  intimately  connected  with  a  perfect  spiritual  condi- 
tion than  wealth  or  population  are.  The  moment  we  disjoin 
them  from  the  idea  of  a  perfect  spiritual  condition,  and  pursue 
them,  as  we  do  pursue  them,  for  their  own  sake  and  as  ends  in 
themselves,  our  worship  of  them  becomes  as  mere  worship  of 
machinery,  as  our  worship  of  wealth  or  population,  and  as  un- 
intelligent and  vulgarizing  a  worship  as  that  is.  Every  one 
with  anything  like  an  adequate  idea  of  human  perfection  has 
distinctly  marked  this  subordination  to  higher  and  spiritual 
ends  of  the  cultivation  of  bodily  vigour  and  activity.  "Bodily 
exercise  profiteth  little;  but  godliness  is  profitable  unto  all 
things,"  says  the  author  of  the  Epistle  to  Timothy.  And  the 
utilitarian  Franklin  says  just  as  explicitly:  —  "Eat  and  drink 
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such  an  exact  quantity  as  suits  the  constitution  of  thy  body, 
in  reference  to  the  services  of  the  mind."  But  the  point  of  view 
of  culture,  keeping  the  mark  of  human  perfection  simply  and 
broadly  in  view,  and  not  assigning  to  this  perfection,  as  reli- 
gion or  utilitarianism  assigns  to  it,  a  special  and  limited  char- 
acter, this  point  of  view,  I  say,  of  culture  is  best  given  by  these 
words  of  Epictetus:  "It  is  a  sign  of  a<£wa,"  says  he,  —  that  is, 
of  a  nature  not  finely  tempered,  —  "to  give  yourselves  up  to 
things  which  relate  to  the  body;  to  make,  for  instance,  a  great 
fuss  about  exercise,  a  great  fuss  about  eating,  a  great  fuss  about 
drinking,  a  great  fuss  about  walking,  a  great  fuss  about  riding. 
All  these  things  ought  to  be  done  merely  by  the  way :  the  forma- 
tion of  the  spirit  and  character  must  be  our  real  concern."  This 
is  admirable;  and,  indeed,  the  Greek  word  evfvta,  a  finely 
tempered  nature,  gives  exactly  the  notion  of  perfection  as  cul- 
ture brings  us  to  conceive  it:  a  harmonious  perfection,  a  per- 
fection in  which  the  characters  of  beauty  and  intelligence  are 
both  present,  which  unites  "the  two  noblest  of  things,"  -  as 
Swift,  who  of  one  of  the  two,  at  any  rate,  had  himself  all  too 
little,  most  happily  calls  them  in  his  Battle  of  the  Books,  —  "  the 
two  noblest  of  things,  sweetness  and  light.11  The  eixpvrp  is  the 
man  who  tends  towards  sweetness  and  light;  the  a$vrf;,  on  the 
other  hand,  is  our  Philistine.  The  immense  spiritual  significance 
of  the  Greeks  is  due  to  their  having  been  inspired  with  this  cen- 
tral and  happy  idea  of  the  essential  character  of  human  perfec- 
tion; and  Mr.  B  right's  misconception  of  culture,  as  a  smatter- 
ing of  Greek  and  Latin,  comes  itself,  after  all,  from  this  won- 
derful significance  of  the  Greeks  having  affected  the  very 
machinery  of  our  education,  and  is  in  itself  a  kind  of  homage 
to  it. 

In  thus  making  sweetness  and  light  to  be  characters  of  per- 
fection, culture  is  of  like  spirit  with  poetry,  follows  one  law 
with  poetry.  Far  more  than  on  our  freedom,  our  population, 
and  our  industrialism,  many  amongst  us  rely  upon  our  reli- 
gious organizations  to  save  us.  I  have  called  religion  a  yet 
more  important  manifestation  of  human  nature  than 
because  it  has  worked  on  a  broader  scale  for  perfection, 
with  greater  masses  of  men.  But  the  idea  of  beauty  and  of  a 
human  nature  perfect  on  all  its  sides,  which  is  the  dominant 
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idea  of  poetry,  is  a  true  and  invaluable  idea,  though  it  has  not 
yet  had  the  success  that  the  idea  of  conquering  the  obvious 
faults  of  our  animality,  and  of  a  human  nature  perfect  on  the 
moral  side,  —  which  is  the  dominant  idea  of  religion,  —  has 
been  enabled  to  have;  and  it  is  destined,  adding  to  itself  the 
religious  idea  of  a  devout  energy,  to  transform  and  govern  the 
other. 

The  best  art  and  poetry  of  the  Greeks,  in  which  religion  and 
poetry  are  one,  in  which  the  idea  of  beauty  and  of  a  human 
nature  perfect  on  all  sides  adds  to  itself  a  religious  and  devout 
energy,  and  works  in  the  strength  of  that,  is  on  this  account  of 
such  surpassing  interest  and  instructiveness  for  us,  though  it 
was  —  as,  having  regard  to  the  human  race  in  general,  and, 
indeed,  having  regard  to  the  Greeks  themselves,  we  must  own 
—  a  premature  attempt,  an  attempt  which  for  success  needed 
the  moral  and  religious  fibre  in  humanity  to  be  more  braced 
and  developed  than  it  had  yet  been.  But  Greece  did  not  err  in 
having  the  idea  of  beauty,  harmony,  and  complete  human  per- 
fection, so  present  and  paramount.  It  is  impossible  to  have  this 
idea  too  present  and  paramount;  only,  the  moral  fibre  must  be 
braced  too.  And  we,  because  we  have  braced  the  moral  fibre, 
are  not  on  that  account  in  the  right  way,  if  at  the  same  time  the 
idea  of  beauty,  harmony,  and  complete  human  perfection,  is 
wanting  or  misapprehended  amongst  us;  and  evidently  it  is 
wanting  or  misapprehended  at  present.  And  when  we  rely  as 
we  do  on  our  religious  organizations,  which  in  themselves  do 
not  and  cannot  give  us  this  idea,  and  think  we  have  done 
enough  if  we  make  them  spread  and  prevail,  then,  I  say,  we 
fall  into  our  common  fault  of  overvaluing  machinery. 

Nothing  is  more  common  than  for  people  to  confound  the 
inward  peace  and  satisfaction  which  follows  the  subduing  of 
the  obvious  faults  of  our  animality  with  what  I  may  call  abso- 
lute inward  peace  and  satisfaction,  —  the  peace  and  satisfac- 
tion which  are  reached  as  we  draw  near  to  complete  spiritual 
perfection,  and  not  merely  to  moral  perfection,  or  rather  to 
relative  moral  perfection.  No  people  in  the  world  have  done 
more  and  struggled  more  to  attain  this  relative  moral  perfec- 
tion than  our  English  race  has.  For  no  people  in  the  world  has 
the  command  to  resist  the  devil,  to  overcome  the  wicked  one,  in 
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the  nearest  and  most  obvious  sense  of  those  words,  had  such  a 
pressing  force  and  reality.  And  we  have  had  our  reward,  not 
only  in  the  great  worldly  prosperity  which  our  obedience  to 
this  command  has  brought  us,  but  also,  and  far  more,  in  great 
inward  peace  and  satisfaction.  But  to  me  few  things  are  more 
pathetic  than  to  see  people,  on  the  strength  of  the  inward  peace 
and  satisfaction  which  their  rudimentary  efforts  towards  per- 
fection have  brought  them,  employ,  concerning  their  incom- 
plete perfection  and  the  religious  organizations  within  which 
they  have  found  it,  language  which  properly  applies  only  to 
complete  perfection,  and  is  a  far-off  echo  of  the  human  soul's 
prophecy  of  it  Religion  itself,  I  need  hardly  say,  supplies 
them  in  abundance  with  this  grand  language.  And  very  freely 
do  they  use  it;  yet  it  is  really  the  severest  possible  criticism  of 
such  an  incomplete  perfection  as  alone  we  have  yet  reached 
through  our  religious  organizations. 

The  impulse  of  the  English  race  towards  moral  development 
and  self-conquest  has  nowhere  so  powerfully  manifested  itself 
as  in  Puritanism.  Nowhere  has  Puritanism  found  so  adequate 
an  expression  as  in  the  religious  organization  of  the  Independ- 
ents. The  modern  Independents  have  a  newspaper,  the  Non- 
conformist, written  with  great  sincerity  and  ability.  The  motto, 
the  standard,  the  profession  of  faith  which  this  organ  of  theirs 
carries  aloft,  is : "  The  Dissidence  of  Dissent  and  the  Protestant- 
ism of  the  Protestant  religion."  There  is  sweetness  and  light, 
and  an  ideal  of  complete  harmonious  human  perfection!  One 
need  not  go  to  culture  and  poetry  to  find  language  to  judge  it. 
Religion,  with  its  instinct  for  perfection,  supplies  language  to 
judge  it,  —  language,  too,  which  is  in  our  mouths  every  day. 
"Finally,  be  of  one  mind,  united  in  feeling,"  says  St.  Peter. 
There  is  an  ideal  which  judges  the  Puritan  ideal:  "The  Dissi- 
dence of  Dissent  and  the  Protestantism  of  the  Protestant 
religion ! "  And  religious  organizations  like  this  are  what  people 
believe  in,  rest  in,  would  give  their  lives  for!  Such,  I  say,  is  the 
wonderful  virtue  of  even  the  beginnings  of  perfection,  of  having 
conquered  even  the  plain  faults  of  our  animality,  that  the  reli- 
gious organization  which  has  helped  us  to  do  it  can  seem  to  us 
something  precious,  salutary,  and  to  be  propagated,  even 
when  it  wears  such  a  brand  of  imperfection  on  its  forehead  as 


532  MATTHEW  ARNOLD 

this.  And  men  have  got  such  a  habit  of  giving  to  the  language 
of  religion  a  special  application,  of  making  it  a  mere  jargon, 
that  for  the  condemnation  which  religion  itself  passes  on  the 
shortcomings  of  their  religious  organizations  they  have  no  ear; 
they  are  sure  to  cheat  themselves  and  to  explain  this  condem- 
nation away.  They  can  only  be  reached  by  the  criticism  which 
culture,  like  poetry,  speaking  a  language  not  to  be  sophisti- 
cated, and  resolutely  testing  these  organizations  by  the  ideal  of 
a  human  perfection  complete  on  all  sides,  applies  to  them. 

But  men  of  culture  and  poetry,  it  will  be  said,  are  again  and 
again  failing,  and  failing  conspicuously,  in  the  necessary  first 
stage  to  a  harmonious  perfection,  in  the  subduing  of  the  great 
obvious  faults  of  our  animality,  which  it  is  the  glory  of  these 
religious  organizations  to  have  helped  us  to  subdue.  True,  they 
do  often  so  fail.  They  have  often  been  without  the  virtues  as 
well  as  the  faults  of  the  Puritan;  it  has  been  one  of  their  dangers 
that  they  so  felt  the  Puritan's  faults  that  they  too  much  neg- 
lected the  practice  of  his  virtues.  I  will  not,  however,  excul- 
pate them  at  the  Puritan's  expense.  They  have  often  failed  in 
morality,  and  morality  is  indispensable.  And  they  have  been 
punished  for  their  failure,  as  the  Puritan  has  been  rewarded  for 
his  performance.  They  have  been  punished  wherein  they  erred ; 
but  their  ideal  of  beauty,  of  sweetness  and  light,  and  a  human 
nature  complete  on  all  its  sides,  remains  the  true  ideal  of  per- 
fection still;  just  as  the  Puritan's  ideal  of  perfection  remains 
narrow  and  inadequate,  although  for  what  he  did  well  he  has 
been  richly  rewarded.  Notwithstanding  the  mighty  results  of 
the  Pilgrim  Fathers'  voyage,  they  and  their  standard  of  per- 
fection are  rightly  judged  when  we  figure  to  ourselves  Shake- 
speare or  Virgil  —  souls  in  whom  sweetness  and  light,  and  all 
that  in  human  nature  is  most  humane,  were  eminent — accom- 
panying them  on  their  voyage,  and  think  what  intolerable  com- 
pany Shakespeare  and  Virgil  would  have  found  them!  In  the 
same  way  let  us  judge  the  religious  organizations  which  we  see 
all  around  us.  Do  not  let  us  deny  the  good  and  the  happiness 
which  they  have  accomplished;  but  do  not  let  us  fail  to  see 
clearly  that  their  idea  of  human  perfection  is  narrow  and  inad- 
equate, and  that  the  Dissidence  of  Dissent  and  the  Protestant- 
ism of  the  Protestant  religion  will  never  bring  humanity  to  its 
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true  goal.  As  I  said  with  regard  to  wealth:  Let  us  look  at  the 
life  of  those  who  live  in  and  for  it,  —  so  I  say  with  regard  to 
the  religious  organizations.  Look  at  the  life  imaged  in  such  a 
newspaper  as  the  Nonconformist,  —  a  life  of  jealousy  of  the 
Establishment,  disputes,  tea-meetings,  openings  of  chapels, 
sermons;  and  then  think  of  it  as  an  ideal  of  a  human  life  com- 
pleting itself  on  all  sides,  and  aspiring  with  all  its  organs  after 
sweetness,  light,  and  perfection! 

Another  newspaper,  representing,  like  the  Nonconformist, 
one  of  the  religious  organizations  of  this  country,  was  a  short 
time  ago  giving  an  account  of  the  crowd  at  Epsom  on  the 
Derby  day, l  and  of  all  the  vice  and  hideousness  which  was  to 
be  seen  in  that  crowd;  and  then  the  writer  turned  suddenly 
round  upon  Professor  Huxley,  and  asked  him  how  he  proposed 
to  cure  all  this  vice  and  hideousness  without  religion.  I  confess 
I  felt  disposed  to  ask  the  asker  this  question:  and  how  do  you 
propose  to  cure  it  with  such  a  religion  as  yours?  How  is  the 
ideal  of  a  life  so  unlovely,  so  unattractive,  so  incomplete,  so 
narrow,  so  far  removed  from  a  true  and  satisfying  ideal  of 
human  perfection,  as  is  the  life  of  your  religious  organization 
as  you  yourself  reflect  it,  to  conquer  and  transform  all  this  vice 
and  hideousness?  Indeed,  the  strongest  plea  for  the  study  of 
perfection  as  pursued  by  culture,  the  clearest  proof  of  the 
actual  inadequacy  of  the  idea  of  perfection  held  by  the  religious 
organizations,  —  expressing,  as  I  have  said,  the  most  wide- 
spread effort  which  the  human  race  has  yet  made  after  perfec- 
tion, —  is  to  be  found  in  the  state  of  our  life  and  society  with 
these  in  possession  of  it,  and  having  been  in  possession  of  it  I 
know  not  how  many  hundred  years.  We  are  all  of  us  included 
in  some  religious  organization  or  other;  we  all  call  ourselves,  in 
the  sublime  and  aspiring  language  of  religion  which  I  have  be- 
fore noticed,  children  of  God.  Children  of  God;  —  it  is  an 
immense  pretension!  —  and  how  are  we  to  justify  it?  By  the 
works  which  we  do,  and  the  words  which  we  speak.  And  the 
work  which  we  collective  children  of  God  do,  our  grand  centre 
of  life,  our  city  which  we  have  builded  for  us  to  dwell  in,  is 
London!  London,  with  its  unutterable  external  hideous- 
ness,  and  with  its  internal  canker  of  publice  egestas,  privatim 

1  The  great  day  of  the  horse-races  at  Epsom. 
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opulentia,1 — to  use  the  words  which  Sallust  puts  into  Cato's 
mouth  about  Rome,  —  unequalled  in  the  world!  The  word, 
again,  which  we  children  of  God  speak,  the  voice  which  most 
hits  our  collective  thought,  the  newspaper  with  the  largest  cir- 
culation in  England,  nay,  with  the  largest  circulation  in  the 
whole  world,  is  the  Daily  Telegraph !  I  say  that  when  our  reli- 
gious organizations  —  which  I  admit  to  express  the  most  con- 
siderable effort  after  perfection  that  our  race  has  yet  made  - 
land  us  in  no  better  result  than  this,  it  is  high  time  to  examine 
carefully  their  idea  of  perfection,  to  see  whether  it  does  not 
leave  out  of  account  sides  and  forces  of  human  nature  which 
we  might  turn  to  great  use;  whether  it  would  not  be  more  oper- 
ative if  it  were  more  complete.  And  I  say  that  the  English 
reliance  on  our  religious  organizations  and  on  their  ideas  of 
human  perfection  just  as  they  stand,  is  like  our  reliance  on  free- 
dom, on  muscular  Christianity,  on  population,  on  coal,  on 
wealth,  —  mere  belief  in  machinery,  and  unfruitful;  and  that 
it  is  wholesomely  counteracted  by  culture,  bent  on  seeing  things 
as  they  are,  and  on  drawing  the  human  race  onwards  to  a  more 
complete,  a  harmonious  perfection.  .  .  . 

The  pursuit  of  perfection,  then,  is  the  pursuit  of  sweetness 
and  light.  He  who  works  for  sweetness  and  light,  works  to 
make  reason  and  the  will  of  God  prevail.  He  who  works  for 
machinery,  he  who  works  for  hatred,  works  only  for  confusion. 
Culture  looks  beyond  machinery,  culture  hates  hatred ;  culture 
has  one  great  passion,  the  passion  for  sweetness  and  light.  It 
has  one  even  yet  greater!  —  the  passion  for  making  them  pre- 
vail. It  is  not  satisfied  till  we  all  come  to  a  perfect  man;  il 
knows  that  the  sweetness  and  light  of  the  few  must  be  imper- 
fect until  the  raw  and  unkindled  masses  of  humanity  are 
touched  with  sweetness  and  light.  If  I  have  not  shrunk  from 
saying  that  we  must  work  for  sweetness  and  light,  so  neither 
have  I  shrunk  from  saying  that  we  must  have  a  broad  basis, 
must  have  sweetness  and  light  for  as  many  as  possible.  Again 
and  again  I  have  insisted  how  those  are  the  happy  moments  of 
humanity,  how  those  are  the  marking  epochs  of  a  people's  life, 
how  those  are  the  flowering  times  for  literature  and  art  and  all 

1  "Poverty  widespread,  opulence  among  individuals."   (Catiline,  52.) 
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the  creative  power  of  genius,  when  there  is  a  national  glow  of 
life  and  thought,  when  the  whole  of  society  is  in  the  fullest 
measure  permeated  by  thought,  sensible  to  beauty,  intelligent 
and  alive.  Only  it  must  be  real  thought  and  real  beauty;  real 
sweetness  and  real  light.  Plenty  of  people  will  try  to  give  the 
masses,  as  they  call  them,  an  intellectual  food  prepared  and 
adapted  in  the  way  they  think  proper  for  the  actual  condition 
of  the  masses.  The  ordinary  popular  literature  is  an  example  of 
this  way  of  working  on  the  masses.  Plenty  of  people  will  try 
to  indoctrinate  the  masses  with  the  set  of  ideas  and  judgments 
instituting  the  creed  of  their  own  profession  or  party.  Our 
religious  and  political  organizations  give  an  example  of  this 
way  of  working  on  the  masses.  I  condemn  neither  way:  but 
culture  works  differently.  It  does  not  try  to  teach  down  to  the 
level  of  inferior  classes;  it  does  not  try  to  win  them  for  this  or 
that  sect  of  its  own,  with  ready-made  judgments  and  watch- 
words. It  seeks  to  do  away  with  classes ;  to  make  the  best  that 
has  been  thought  and  known  in  the  world  current  everywhere ; 
to  make  all  men  live  in  an  atmosphere  of  sweetness  and  light, 
where  they  may  use  ideas,  as  it  uses  them  itself,  freely,  - 
nourished,  and  not  bound  by  them. 

This  is  the  social  idea ;  and  the  men  of  culture  are  the  true 
apostles  of  equality.  The  great  men  of  culture  are  those  who 
have  had  a  passion  for  diffusing,  for  making  prevail,  for  carry- 
ing from  one  end  of  society  to  the  other,  the  best  knowledge, 
the  best  ideas  of  their  time;  who  have  laboured  to  divest  knowl- 
edge of  all  that  was  harsh,  uncouth,  difficult,  abstract,  pro- 
fessional, exclusive;  to  humanize  it,  to  make  it  efficient  outside 
the  clique  of  the  cultivated  and  learned,  yet  still  remaining  the 
best  knowledge  and  thought  of  the  time,  and  a  true  source, 
therefore,  of  sweetness  and  light.  Such  a  man  was  Abelard  in 
the  Middle  Ages,  in  spite  of  all  his  imperfections;  and  thence 
the  boundless  emotion  and  enthusiasm  which  Abelard  excited. 
Such  were  Lessing  and  Herder  in  Germany,  at  the  end  of  the 
last  century;  and  their  services  to  Germany  were  in  this  way 
inestimably  precious.  Generations  will  pass,  and  literary 
monuments  will  accumulate,  and  works  far  more  perfect  than 
the  works  of  Lessing  and  Herder  will  be  produced  in  Germany; 
and  yet  the  names  of  these  two  men  will  fill  a  German  with  a 
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reverence  and  enthusiasm  such  as  the  names  of  the  most  gifted 
masters  will  hardly  awaken.  And  why?  Because  they  human- 
ized knowledge;  because  they  broadened  the  basis  of  life  and 
intelligence;  because  they  worked  powerfully  to  diffuse  sweet- 
ness and  light,  to  make  reason  and  the  will  of  God  prevail. 
With  Saint  Augustine  they  said:  "Let  us  not  leave  thee  alone 
to  make  in  the  secret  of  thy  knowledge,  as  thou  didst  before  the 
creation  of  the  firmament,  the  division  of  light  from  darkness; 
let  the  children  of  thy  spirit,  placed  in  their  firmament,  make 
their  light  shine  upon  the  earth,  mark  the  division  of  night  and 
day,  and  announce  the  revolution  of  the  times ;  for  the  old  order 
is  passed,  and  the  new  arises;  the  night  is  spent,  the  day  is 
come  forth;  and  thou  shalt  crown  the  year  with  thy  blessing, 
when  thou  shalt  send  forth  labourers  into  thy  harvest  sown  by 
other  hands  than  theirs;  when  thou  shalt  send  forth  new  la- 
bourers to  new  seed-times,  whereof  the  harvest  shall  be  not 
yet." 


POETRY   A    CRITICISM    OF   LIFE 

1879 

[This  passage  is  from  the  essay  on  Wordsworth,  which  Arnold  wrote  as 
an  introduction  to  a  volume  of  selections  from  Wordsworth.  It  also 
appeared  in  Macmillan's  Magazine  for  July,  1879,  and  was  later  reprinted 
in  the  second  series  of  Essays  in  Criticism.  For  the  doctrine  of  the  "  crit- 
icism of  life"  see  also  a  passage  in  the  essay  on  "  The  Study  of  Poetry," 
p.  542  below;  it  was  further  discussed  by  Arnold  in  his  essay  on  Byron, 
and  gave  rise  to  considerable  critical  controversy.] 

.  .  .  LONG  ago,  in  speaking  of  Homer,  I  said  that  the  noble 
and  profound  application  of  ideas  to  life  is  the  most  essential 
part  of  poetic  greatness.  I  said  that  a  great  poet  receives  his 
distinctive  character  of  superiority  from  his  application,  under 
the  conditions  immutably  fixed  by  the  laws  of  poetic  beauty 
and  poetic  truth,  —  from  his  application,  I  say,  to  his  subject, 
whatever  it  may  be,  of  the  ideas 

On  man,  on  nature,  and  on  human  life, 

which  he  has  acquired  for  himself.  The  line  quoted  is  Words- 
worth's own;  and  his  superiority  arises  from  his  powerful  use, 
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in  his  best  pieces,  his  powerful  application  to  his  subject,  of 
ideas  "on  man,  on  nature,  and  on  human  life." 

Voltaire,  with  his  signal  acuteness,  most  truly  remarked 
that  "no  nation  has  treated  in  poetry  moral  ideas  with  more 
energy  and  depth  than  the  English  nation."  And  he  adds: 
"There,  it  seems  to  me,  is  the  great  merit  of  the  English  poets." 
Voltaire  does  not  mean,  by  "treating  in  poetry  moral  ideas," 
the  composing  moral  and  didactic  poems;  —  that  brings  us  but 
a  very  little  way  in  poetry.  He  means  just  the  same  thing  as 
was  meant  when  I  spoke  above  "of  the  noble  and  profound 
application  of  ideas  to  life";  and  he  means  the  application  of 
these  ideas  under  the  conditions  fixed  for  us  by  the  laws  of 
poetic  beauty  and  poetic  truth.  If  it  is  said  that  to  call  these 
ideas  moral  ideas  is  to  introduce  a  strong  and  injurious  limita- 
tion, I  answer  that  it  is  to  do  nothing  of  the  kind,  because 
moral  ideas  are  really  so  main  a  part  of  human  life.  The  ques- 
tion, how  to  live,  is  itself  a  moral  idea;  and  it  is  the  question 
which  most  interests  every  man,  and  with  which,  in  some  way 
or  other,  he  is  perpetually  occupied.  A  large  sense  is  of  course 
to  be  given  to  the  term  moral.  Whatever  bears  upon  the  ques- 
tion, "how  to  live,"  comes  under  it. 

Nor  love  thy  life,  nor  hate;  but,  what  thou  liv'st, 
Live  well;  how  long  or  short,  permit  to  heaven.1 

In  those  fine  lines  Milton  utters,  as  every  one  at  once  perceives, 
a  moral  idea.    Yes,  but  so  too,  when  Keats  consoles  the  for- 
ward-bending lover  on  the  Grecian  Urn,  the  lover  arrested  and 
presented  in  immortal  relief  by  the  sculptor's  hand  before  b 
can  kiss,  with  the  line, 

Forever  wilt  thou  love,  and  she  be  fair  — 
he  utters  a  moral  idea.   When  Shakespeare  says,  that 

We  are  such  stuff 

As  dreams  are  made  of,  and  our  little  life 
Is  rounded  with  a  sleep,2 

he  utters  a  moral  idea. 

Voltaire  was  right  in  thinking  that  the  energetic  and  pro- 
found treatment  of  moral  ideas,  in  this  large  sense,  is  what  dis- 

1  Paradise  Lost.  Bk.  xi,  lines  553-54.  *  Tempest,  iv,  i. 
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tinguishes  the  English  poetry.  He  sincerely  meant  praise,  not 
dispraise  or  hint  of  limitation;  and  they  err  who  suppose  that 
poetic  limitation  is  a  necessary  consequence  of  the  fact,  the  fact 
being  granted  as  Voltaire  states  it.  If  what  distinguishes  the 
greatest  poets  is  their  powerful  and  profound  application  of 
'  ideas  to  life,  which  surely  no  good  critic  will  deny,  then  to  pre- 
fix  to  the  term  ideas  here  the  term  moral  makes  hardly  any 
difference,  because  human  life  itself  is  in  so  preponderating  a 
degree  moral. 

It  is  important,  therefore,  to  hold  fast  to  this:  that  poetry 
js  at  bottom  a  criticism  of  life ;  that  the  greatness  of  a  poet  lies 
zn  his  powerful  and  beautiful  application  of  ideas  to  life,  —  to 
the  question:  How  to  live.  Morals  are  often  treated  in  a  nar- 
row and  false  fashion;  they  are  bound  up  with  systems  of 
thought  and  belief  which  have  had  their  day;  they  are  fallen 
into  the  hands  of  pedants  and  professional  dealers;  they  grow 
tiresome  to  some  of  us.  We  find  attraction,  at  times,  even  in 
a  poetry  of  revolt  against  them;  in  a  poetry  which  might 
take  for  its  motto  Omar  Khayyam's  words:  "Let  us  make 
up  in  the  tavern  for  the  time  which  we  have  wasted  in  the 
mosque."  Or  we  find  attractions  in  a  poetry  indifferent  to 
them;  in  a  poetry  where  the  contents  may  be  what  they  will, 
but  where  the  form  is  studied  and  exquisite.  We  delude  our- 
selves in  either  case;  and  the  best  cure  for  our  delusion  is  to 
let  our  minds  rest  upon  that  great  and  inexhaustible  word 
life,  until  we  learn  to  enter  into  its  meaning.  A  poetry  of 
revolt  against  moral  ideas  is  a  poetry  of  revolt  against  life; 
a  poetry  of  indifference  towards  moral  ideas  is  a  poetry  of 
indifference  towards  life. 

Epictetus  had  a  happy  figure  for  things  like  the  play  of  the 
senses,  or  literary  form  and  finish,  or  argumentative  ingenuity, 
in  comparison  with  "the  best  and  master  thing"  for  us,  as  he 
called  it,  —  the  concern,  how  to  live.  Some  people  were  afraid 
of  them,  he  said,  or  they  disliked  and  undervalued  them.  Such 
people  were  wrong;  they  were  unthankful  or  cowardly.  But 
the  things  might  also  be  over-prized,  and  treated  as  final  when 
they  are  not.  They  bear  to  life  the  relation  which  inns  bear  to 
home.  "As  if  a  man,  journeying  home,  and  finding  a  nice  inn 
on  the  road,  and  liking  it,  were  to  stay  forever  at  the  inn!  Man, 
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thou  hast  forgotten  thine  object;  thy  journey  was  not  to  this, 
but  through  this.  '  But  this  inn  is  taking.'  And  how  many  other 
inns,  too,  are  taking,  and  how  many  fields  and  meadows!  but 
as  places  of  passage  merely.  You  have  an  object,  which  is 
this :  to  get  home,  to  do  your  duty  to  your  family,  friends,  and 
fellow-countrymen,  to  attain  inward  freedom,  serenity,  happi- 
ness, contentment.  Style  takes  your  fancy,  arguing  takes  your 
fancy,  and  you  forget  your  home  and  want  to  make  your  abode 
with  them  and  to  stay  with  them,  on  the  plea  that  they  are 
taking.  Who  denies  that  they  are  taking?  but  as  places  of 
passage,  as  inns.  And  when  I  say  this,  you  suppose  me  to  be 
attacking  the  care  for  style,  the  care  for  argument.  I  am  not; 
I  attack  the  resting  in  them,  the  not  looking  to  the  end  which  is 
beyond  them." 

Now,  when  we  come  across  a  poet  like  Theophile  Gautier,1 
we  have  a  poet  who  has  taken  up  his  abode  at  an  inn,  and  never 
got  farther.  There  may  be  inducements  to  this  or  that  one  of 
us,  at  this  or  that  moment,  to  find  delight  in  him,  to  cleave  to 
him;  but  after  all,  we  do  not  change  the  truth  about  him,  — 
we  only  stay  ourselves  in  his  inn  along  with  him.  And  when 
we  come  across  a  poet  like  Wordsworth,  who  sings 

Of  truth,  of  grandeur,  beauty,  love  and  hope, 
And  melancholy  fear  subdued  by  faith, 
Of  blessed  consolations  in  distress, 
Of  moral  strength  and  intellectual  power, 
Of  joy  in  widest  commonalty  spread  — 

then  we  have  a  poet  intent  on  "the  best  and  master  thing," 
and  who  prosecutes  his  journey  home.  We  say,  for  brevity's 
sake,  that  he  deals  with  life,  because  he  deals  with  that  in  which 
life  really  consists.  This  is  what  Voltaire  means  to  praise  in  the 
English  poets.  this  dealing  with  what  is  really  life.  Hut 
always  it  is  the  mark  of  the  greatest  poets  that  they  deal  with 
it;  and  to  say  that  the  English  poets  are  remarkable  for  dealing 
with  it,  is  only  another  way  of  saying,  what  is  true,  that  in 
poetry  the  English  genius  has  especially  shown  its  power. 

Wordsworth  deals  with  it,  and  his  greatness  lies  in  his  deal- 
ing with  it  so  powerfully.  I  have  named  a  number  of  celebrated 
poets  above  all  of  whom  he,  in  my  opinion,  deserves  to  be 

?  A  French  poet  (died  1872). 
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placed.  He  is  to  be  placed  above  poets  like  Voltaire,  Dryden, 
Pope,  Lessing,  Schiller,  because  these  famous  personages,  with 
a  thousand  gifts  and  merits,  never,  or  scarcely  ever,  attain  the 
distinctive  accent  and  utterance  of  the  high  and  genuine  poets— 

Quique  pii  vates  et  Phoebo  digna  locuti  —  1 

at  all.  Burns,  Keats,  Heine,  not  to  speak  of  others  in  our  list, 
have  this  accent;  —  who  can  doubt  it?  And  at  the  same  time 
they  have  treasures  of  humour,  felicity,  passion,  for  which  in 
iVordsworth  we  shall  look  in  vain.  Where,  then,  is  Words- 
worth's superiority?  It  is  here ;  he  deals  with  more  of  life  than 
they  do;  he  deals  with  life  as  a  whole,  more  powerfully.  .  .  . 
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[This  essay  was  written  as  the  general  introduction  to  an  anthology 
called  English  Poets,  edited  by  T.  H.  Ward.  It  is  particularly  notable  for 
Arnold's  doctrine  of  poetic  "touchstones"  as  a  guide  to  taste.] 

"THE  future  of  poetry  is  immense,  because  in  poetry,  where 
it  is  worthy  of  its  high  destinies,  our  race,  as  time  goes  on,  will 
find  an  ever  surer  and  surer  stay.  There  is  not  a  creed  which  is 
not  shaken,  not  an  accredited  dogma  which  is  not  shown  to  be 
questionable,  not  a  received  tradition  which  does  not  threaten 
to  dissolve.  Our  religion  has  materialized  itself  in  the  fact,  in 
the  supposed  fact;  it  has  attached  its  emotion  to  the  fact,  and 
now  the  fact  is  failing  it.  But  for  poetry  the  idea  is  everything: 
the  rest  is  a  world  of  illusion,  of  divine  illusion.  Poetry  attaches 
its  emotion  to  the  idea;  the  idea  is  the  fact.  The  strongest  part 
of  our  religion  to-day  is  its  unconscious  poetry."2 

Let  me  be  permitted  to  quote  these  words  of  my  own,  as 
uttering  the  thought  which  should,  in  my  opinion,  go  with  us 
and  govern  us  in  all  our  study  of  poetry.  In  the  present  work 
it  is  the  course  of  one -great  contributory  stream  to  the  world- 
river  of  poetry  that  we  are  invited  to  follow.  We  are  here  in- 
vited to  trace  the  stream  of  English  poetry.  But  whether  we 

1  "The  devoted  bards  who  utter  things  worthy  of  Phoebus."    (Vergil,  Mneid,  Bk.  6.) 
*  Quoted  from  Arnold's  introduction  to  a  work  called  The  Hundred  Greatest  Men. 
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set  ourselves,  as  here,  to  follow  only  one  of  the  several  streams 
that  make  the  mighty  river  of  poetry,  or  whether  we  seek  to 
know  them  all,  our  governing  thought  should  be  the  same.  We 
should  conceive  of  poetry  worthily,  and  more  highly  than  it 
has  been  the  custom  to  conceive  of  it.  We  should  conceive  of  it 
as  capable  of  higher  uses,  and  called  to  higher  destinies,  than 
those  which  in  general  men  have  assigned  to  it  hitherto.  More 
and  more  mankind  will  discover  that  we  have  to  turn  to  poetry 
to  interpret  life  for  us,  to  console  us,  to  sustain  us.  Without 
poetry,  our  science  will  appear  incomplete;  and  most  of  what 
now  passes  with  us  for  religion  and  philosophy  will  be  replaced 
by  poetry.  Science,  I  say,  will  appear  incomplete  without  it. 
For  finely  and  truly  does  Wordsworth  call  poetry  "the  impas- 
sioned expression  which  is  in  the  countenance  of  all  science "; 
and  what  is  a  countenance  without  its  expression?  Again, 
Wordsworth  finely  and  truly  calls  poetry  "  the  breath  and  finer 
spirit  of  all  knowledge":  our  religion,  parading  evidences  such 
as  those  on  which  the  popular  mind  relies  now;  our  philosophy, 
pluming  itself  on  its  reasonings  about  causation  and  finite  and 
infinite  being;  what  are  they  but  the  shadows  and  dreams  and 
false  shows  of  knowledge?  The  day  will  come  when  we  shall 
wonder  at  ourselves  for  having  trusted  to  them,  for  having 
taken  them  seriously;  and  the  more  we  perceive  their  hollow- 
ness,  the  more  we  shall  prize  "the  breath  and  finer  spirit  of 
knowledge"  offered  to  us  by  poetry. 

But  if  we  conceive  thus  highly  of  the  destinies  of  poetry,  we 
must  also  set  our  standard  for  poetry  high,  since  poetry,  to 
be  capable  of  fulfilling  such  high  destinies,  must  be  poetry  of  a 
high  order  of  excellence.  We  must  accustom  ourselves  to  a  high 
standard  and  to  a  strict  judgment.  Sainte-Beuve  relates  that 
Napoleon  one  day  said,  when  somebody  was  spoken  of  in  his 
presence  as  a  charlatan:  "Charlatan  as  much  as  you  please; 
but  where  is  there  not  charlatanism?"  -"Yes,"  answers 
Sainte-Beuve,  "in  politics,  in  the  art  of  governing  mankind, 
that  is  perhaps  true.  But  in  the  order  of  thought,  in  art,  the 
glory,  the  eternal  honour  is  that  charlatanism  shall  find  no 
entrance;  herein  lies  the  inviolableness  of  that  noble  portion  of 
man's  being."  It  is  admirably  said,  and  let  us  hold  fast  to  it. 
In  poetry,  which  is  thought  and  art  in  one,  it  is  the  glory,  the 
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eternal  honour,  that  charlatanism  shall  find  no  entrance;  that 
this  noble  sphere  be  kept  inviolate  and  inviolable.  Charlatan- 
ism is  for  confusing  or  obliterating  the  distinctions  between 
excellent  and  inferior,  sound  and  unsound  or  only  half -sound, 
true  and  untrue  or  only  half-true.  It  is  charlatanism,  conscious 
or  unconscious,  whenever  we  confuse  or  obliterate  these.  And 
in  poetry,  more  than  anywhere  else,  it  is  unpermissible  to  con- 
fuse or  obliterate  them.  For  in  poetry  the  distinction  between 
excellent  and  inferior,  sound  and  unsound  or  only  half-sound, 
true  and  untrue  or  only  half- true,  is  of  paramount  importance. 
It  is  of  paramount  importance  because  of  the  high  destinies  of 
poetry.  In  poetry,  as  a  criticism  of  life  under  the  conditions 
fixed  for  such  a  criticism  by  the  laws  of  poetic  truth  and  poetic 
beauty,  the  spirit  of  our  race  will  find,  we  have  said,  as  time 
goes  on  and  as  other  helps  fail,  its  consolation  and  stay.  But 
the  consolation  and  stay  will  be  of  power  in  proportion  to  the 
power  of  the  criticism  of  life.  And  the  criticism  of  life  will  be 
of  power  in  proportion  as  the  poetry  conveying  it  is  excellent 
rather  than  inferior,  sound  rather  than  unsound  or  half-sound, 
true  rather  than  untrue  or  half-true. 

The  best  poetry  is  what  we  want;  the  best  poetry  will  be 
found  to  have  a  power  of  forming,  sustaining,  and  delighting 
us,  as  nothing  else  can.  A  clearer,  deeper  sense  of  the  best  in 
poetry,  and  of  the  strength  and  joy  to  be  drawn  from  it,  is  the 
most  precious  benefit  which  we  can  gather  from  a  poetical  col- 
lection such  as  the  present.  And  yet  in  the  very  nature  and 
conduct  of  such  a  collection  there  is  inevitably  something 
which  tends  to  obscure  in  us  the  consciousness  of  what  our 
benefit  should  be,  and  to  distract  us  from  the  pursuit  of  it.  We 
should  therefore  steadily  set  it  before  our  minds  at  the  outset, 
and  should  compel  ourselves  to  revert  constantly  to  the  thought 
of  it  as  we  proceed. 

Yes;  constantly  in  reading  poetry,  a  sense  for  the  best,  the 
really  excellent,  and  of  the  strength  and  joy  to  be  drawn  from 
it,  should  be  present  in  our  minds  and  should  govern  our  esti- 
mate of  what  we  read.  But  this  real  estimate,  the  only  true  one, 
is  liable  to  be  superseded,  if  we  are  not  watchful,  by  two  other 
kinds  of  estimate,  the  historic  estimate  and  the  personal  esti- 
mate, both  of  which  are  fallacious.  A  poet  or  a  poem  may 
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count  to  us  historically,  they  may  count  to  us  on  grounds  per- 
sonal to  ourselves,  and  they  may  count  to  us  really.  They  may 
count  to  us  historically.  The  course  of  development  of  a 
nation's  language,  thought,  and  poetry,  is  profoundly  interest- 
ing; and  by  regarding  a  poet's  work  as  a  stage  in  this  course  of 
development  we  may  easily  bring  ourselves  to  make  it  of  more 
importance  as  poetry  than  in  itself  it  really  is,  we  may  come  to 
use  a  language  of  quite  exaggerated  praise  in  criticising  it;  in 
short,  to  over-rate  it.  So  arises  in  our  poetic  judgments  the  fal- 
lacy caused  by  the  estimate  which  we  may  call  historic.  Then, 
again,  a  poet  or  a  poem  may  count  to  us  on  grounds  personal 
to  ourselves.  Our  personal  affinities,  likings,  and  circumstances, 
have  great  power  to  sway  our  estimate  of  this  or  that  poet's 
work,  and  to  make  us  attach  more  importance  to  it  as  poetry 
than  in  itself  it  really  possesses,  because  to  us  it  is,  or  has  been, 
of  high  importance.  Here  also  we  over-rate  the  object  of  our 
interest,  and  apply  to  it  a  language  of  praise  which  is  quite 
exaggerated.  And  thus  we  get  the  source  of  a  second  fallacy  in 
our  poetic  judgments  —  the  fallacy  caused  by  an  estimate 
which  we  may  call  personal. 

Both  fallacies  are  natural.  It  is  evident  how  naturally  the 
study  of  the  history  and  development  of  a  poetry  may  incline 
a  man  to  pause  over  reputations  and  works  once  conspicuous 
but  now  obscure,  and  to  quarrel  with  a  careless  public  for  skip- 
ping, in  obedience  to  mere  tradition  and  habit,  from  one  famous 
name  or  work  in  its  national  poetry  to  another,  ignorant  of 
what  it  misses,  and  of  the  reason  for  keeping  what  it  keeps, 
and  of  the  whole  process  of  growth  in  its  poetry.  The  French 
have  become  diligent  students  of  their  own  early  poetry,  which 
they  long  neglected ;  the  study  makes  many  of  them  dissatisfied 
with  their  so-called  classical  poetry,  the  court- tragedy  of  the 
seventeenth  century,  a  poetry  which  Pellisson  long  ago  re- 
proached with  its  want  of  the  true  poetic  stamp,  with  its 
politesse  sttrile  et  rampante,1  but  which  nevertheless  has  reigned 
in  France  as  absolutely  as  if  it  had  been  the  perfection  of  classi- 
cal poetry  indeed.  The  dissatisfaction  is  natural;  yet  a  lively 
and  accomplished  critic,  M.  Charles  d'H6ricault,  the  editor  of 
Clement  Marot,  goes  too  far  when  he  says  that  "the  cloud  of 

1  Barren  and  cringing  civility. 
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glory  playing  round  a  classic  is  a  mist  as  dangerous  to  the 
future  of  a  literature  as  it  is  intolerable  for  the  purposes  of 
history."  "It  hinders,"  he  goes  on,  "it  hinders  us  from  seeing 
more  than  one  single  point,  the  culminating  and  exceptional 
point,  the  summary,  fictitious  and  arbitrary,  of  a  thought  and 
of  a  work.  It  substitutes  a  halo  for  a  physiognomy,  it  puts  a 
statue  where  there  was  once  a  man,  and  hiding  from  us  all 
trace  of  the  labour,  the  attempts,  the  weaknesses,  the  failures, 
it  claims  not  study  but  veneration;  it  does  not  show  us  how  the 
thing  is  done,  it  imposes  upon  us  a  model.  Above  all,  for  the 
historian  this  creation  of  classic  personages  is  inadmissible;  for 
it  withdraws  the  poet  from  his  time,  from  his  proper  life,  it 
breaks  historical  relationships,  it  blinds  criticism  by  conven- 
tional admiration,  and  renders  the  investigation  of  literary 
origins  unacceptable.  It  gives  us  a  human  personage  no  longer, 
but  a  God  seated  immovable  amidst  His  perfect  work,  like 
Jupiter  on  Olympus;  and  hardly  will  it  be  possible  for  the 
young  student,  to  whom  such  work  is  exhibited  at  such  a  dis- 
tance from  him,  to  believe  that  it  did  not  issue  ready-made 
from  that  divine  head." 

All  this  is  brilliantly  and  tellingly  said,  but  we  must  plead 
for  a  distinction.  Everything  depends  on  the  reality  of  a  poet's 
classic  character.  If  he  is  a  dubious  classic,  let  us  sift  him;  if  he 
is  a  false  classic,  let  us  explode  him.  But  if  he  is  a  real  classic, 
if  his  work  belongs  to  the  class  of  the  very  best  (for  this  is  the 
true  and  right  meaning  of  the  word  classic,  classical),  then  the 
great  thing  for  us  is  to  feel  and  enjoy  his  work  as  deeply  as  ever 
we  can,  and  to  appreciate  the  wide  difference  between  it  and  all 
work  which  has  not  the  same  high  character.  This  is  what  is 
salutary,  this  is  what  is  formative;  this  is  the  great  benefit  to 
be  got  from  the  study  of  poetry.  Everything  which  interferes 
with  it,  which  hinders  it,  is  injurious.  True,  we  must  read  our 
classic  with  open  eyes,  and  not  with  eyes  blinded  with  super- 
stition; we  must  perceive  when  his  work  comes  short,  when  it 
drops  out  of  the  class  of  the  very  best,  and  we  must  rate  it,  in 
such  cases,  at  its  proper  value.  But  the  use  of  this  negative 
criticism  is  not  in  itself,  it  is  entirely  in  its  enabling  us  to  have  a 
clearer  sense  and  a  deeper  enjoyment  of  what  is  truly  excel- 
lent; To  trace  the  labour,  the  attempts,  the  weaknesses,  the 
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failures  of  a  genuine  classic,  to  acquaint  one's  self  with  his  time 
and  his  life  and  his  historical  relationships,  is  mere  literary 
dilettantism  unless  it  has  that  clear  sense  and  deeper  enjoy- 
ment for  its  end.  It  may  be  said  that  the  more  we  know  about 
a  classic  the  better  we  shall  enjoy  him;  and,  if  we  lived  as  long 
as  Methuselah  and  had  all  of  us  heads  of  perfect  clearness  and 
wills  of  perfect  steadfastness,  this  might  be  true  in  fact  as  it  is 
plausible  in  theory.  But  the  case  here  is  much  the  same  as  the 
case  with  the  Greek  and  Latin  studies  of  our  schoolboys.  The 
elaborate  philological  groundwork  which  we  require  them  to 
lay  is  in  theory  an  admirable  preparation  for  appreciating  the 
Greek  and  Latin  authors  worthily.  The  more  thoroughly  we 
lay  the  groundwork,  the  better  we  shall  be  able,  it  may  be  said, 
to  enjoy  the  authors.  True,  if  time  were  not  so  short,  and 
schoolboys'  wits  not  so  soon  tired  and  their  power  of  attention 
exhausted;  only,  as  it  is,  the  elaborate  philological  preparation 
goes  on,  but  the  authors  are  little  known  and  less  enjoyed.  So 
with  the  investigator  of  " historic  origins"  in  poetry.  He  ought 
to  enjoy  the  true  classic  all  the  better  for  his  investigations;  he 
often  is  distracted  from  the  enjoyment  of  the  best,  and  with 
the  less  good  he  overbusies  himself,  and  is  prone  to  over-rate 
it  in  proportion  to  the  trouble  which  it  has  cost  him.  .  .  . 

There  can  be  no  more  useful  help  for  discovering  what 
poetry  belongs  to  the  class  of  the  truly  excellent,  and  can  there- 
fore do  us  most  good,  than  to  have  always  in  one's  mind  lines 
and  expressions  of  the  great  masters,  and  to  apply  them  as  a 
touchstone  to  other  poetry.  ( )f  course  \ve  are  not  to  require  this 
other  poetry  to  resemble  them;  it  may  he  very  dissimilar.  But 
if  we  have  any  tact  we  shall  find  them,  when  we  have  lodged 
them  well  in  our  minds,  an  infallible  touchstone  for  detecting 
the  presence  or  absence  of  high  poetic  quality,  and  also  the 
degree  of  this  quality,  in  all  other  poetry  which  we  may  place 
beside  them.  Short  passages,  even  single  lines,  will  serve  our 
turn  quite  sufficiently.  Take  the  two  lines  which  I  have  just 
quoted  from  Homer,  the  poet's  comment  on  Helen's  mention 
of  her  brothers;1  —  or  take  his 

1  So  said  she;  they  long  since  in  Earth's  soft  arms  were  reposing, 
There,  in  their  own  dear  land,  their  fatherland,  Lacedemon. 
(Iliad,  HI,  243-44;  translated  by  Dr.  Hawtrey.)   [This  and  the  following  five  notes 
are  Arnold's.) 
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,  ri  <r<t>ui  86/MV  nijMji  &VO.KTI 
;  vfj.€is  8'  tvrbv  dy^pu  r  ddavdrw  re. 
iva  dvffT^voi(ri  fjt£T  dvSpdffiv  &\ye 


the  address  of  Zeus  to  the  horses  of  Peleus;  —  or  take  finally 
his 

Koi  <r£,  ytpov,  rb  irpiv  \£v  dKotiofJLev  8\piov  elvai- 2 

the  words  of  Achilles  to  Priam,  a  suppliant  before  him.  Take 
that  incomparable  line  and  a  half  of  Dante,  Ugolino's  tremen- 
dous words  — 

Io  no  piangeva;  si  dentro  impietrai. 

Piangevan  elli  .  .  .  3 

>ake  the  lovely  words  of  Beatrice  to  Virgil  - 

Io  son  fatta  da  Dio,  sua  merce,  tale, 
Che  la  vostra  miseria  non  mi  tange, 
Ne  fiamma  d'esto  incendio  non  m'assale  .  .  . 4 

take  the  simple,  but  perfect,  single  line  — 

In  la  sua  volontade  e  nostra  pace.5 

Take  of  Shakespeare  a  line  or  two  of  Henry  the  Fourth's  expos- 
tulation with  sleep  — 

Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  mast 

Seal  up  the  ship-boy's  eyes,  and  rock  his  brains 

In  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  surge  .  .  . 

and  take,  as  well,  Hamlet's  dying  request  to  Horatio  — 

If  thou  didst  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart, 
Absent  thee  from  felicity  awhile, 
And  in  this  harsh  world  draw  thy  breath  in  pain 
To  tell  my  story  .  .  . 

Take  of  Milton  that  Miltonic  passage  — 

Darken'd  so,  yet  shone 
Above  them  all  the  archangel;  but  his  face 

1  "Ah,  unhappy  pair,  why  gave  we  you  to  King  Peleus,  to  a  mortal?  but  ye  are  without 
old  age,  and  immortal.    Was  it  that  with  men  born  to  misery  ye  might  have  sorrow?" 
(Iliad,  xvn,  443-45-) 

2  "Nay,  and  thou  too,  old  man,  in  former  days  wast,  as  we  hear,  happy."     (Iliad, 
:xiv,  543.) 

3  "I  wailed  not,  so  of  stone  grew  I  within;  they  wailed."   (Inferno,  xxxm,  39-40.) 

4  "Of  such  sort  hath  God,  thanked  be  His  mercy,  made  me,  that  your  misery  toucheth 
me  not,  neither  doth  the  flame  of  this  fire  strike  me."   (Inferno,  n,  91-93.) 

5  "In  His  will  is  our  peace."   (Paradiso,  in,  85.) 
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Deep  scars  of  thunder  had  intrench 'd,  and  care 
Sat  on  his  faded  cheek  .  .  . 

add  two  such  lines  as  - 

And  courage  never  to  submit  or  yield 
And  what  is  else  not  to  be  overcome  . . . 

and  finish  with  the  exquisite  close  to  the  loss  of  Proserpine, 
the  loss 

.  .  .  which  cost  Ceres  all  that  pain 
To  seek  her  through  the  world. 

These  few  lines,  if  we  have  tact  and  can  use  them,  are  enough 
even  of  themselves  to  keep  clear  and  sound  our  judgments 
about  poetry,  to  save  us  from  fallacious  estimates  of  it,  to  con- 
duct us  to  a  real  estimate. 

The  specimens  I  have  quoted  differ  widely  from  one  another, 
but  they  have  in  common  this:  the  possession  of  the  very  high- 
est poetical  quality.  If  we  are  thoroughly  penetrated  by  their 
power,  we  shall  find  that  we  have  acquired  a  sense  enabling  us, 
whatever  poetry  may  be  laid  before  us,  to  feel  the  degree  in 
which  a  high  poetical  quality  is  present  or  wanting  there. 
Critics  give  themselves  great  labour  to  draw  out  what  in  the 
abstract  constitutes  the  characters  of  a  high  quality  of  poetry. 
It  is  much  better  simply  to  have  recourse  to  concrete  exam- 
ples; —  to  take  specimens  of  poetry  of  the  high,  the  very  high- 
est quality,  and  to  say:  The  characters  of  a  high  quality  of 
poetry  are  what  is  expressed  there.  They  are  far  better  recog- 
nized by  being  felt  in  the  verse  of  the  master,  than  by  being 
perused  in  the  prose  of  the  critic.  Nevertheless  if  we  are  ur- 
gently pressed  to  give  some  critical  account  of  them,  we  may 
safely,  perhaps,  venture  on  laying  down,  not  indeed  how  and 
why  the  characters  arise,  but  where  and  in  what  they  arise. 
They  are  in  the  matter  and  substance  of  the  poetry,  and  they 
are  in  its  manner  and  style.  Both  of  these,  the  substance  and 
matter  on  the  one  hand,  the  style  and  manner  on  the  other, 
have  a  mark,  an  accent,  of  high  beauty,  worth,  and  power. 
But  if  we  are  asked  to  define  this  mark  and  accent  in  the  ab- 
stract, our  answer  must  be:  No,  for  we  should  thereby  be 
darkening  the  question,  not  clearing  it.  The  mark  and  accent 
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are  as  given  by  the  substance  and  matter  of  that  poetry,  by  the 
style  and  manner  of  that  poetry,  and  of  all  other  poetry  which 
is  akin  to  it  in  quality. 

Only  one  thing  we  may  add  as  to  the  substance  and  matter 
of  poetry,  guiding  ourselves  by  Aristotle's  profound  observa- 
tion that  the  superiority  of  poetry  over  history  consists  in  its 
possessing  a  higher  truth  and  a  higher  seriousness  (faXoao- 
<f>(0T€pov  /cal  o-TrovSaidrepov) .  Let  us  add,  therefore,  to  what  we 
have  said,  this:  that  the  substance  and  matter  of  the  best 
poetry  acquire  their  special  character  from  possessing,  in  an 
eminent  degree,  truth  and  seriousness.  We  may  add  yet  fur- 
ther, what  is  in  itself  evident,  that  to  the  style  and  manner  of 
the  best  poetry  their  special  character,  their  accent,  is  given 
by  their  diction,  and,  even  yet  more,  by  their  movement. 
And  though  we  distinguish  between  the  two  characters,  the 
two  accents,  of  superiority,  yet  they  are  nevertheless  vitally 
connected  one  with  the  other.  The  superior  character  of  truth 
and  seriousness,  in  the  matter  and  substance  of  the  best  poetry, 
is  inseparable  from  the  superiority  of  diction  and  movement 
marking  its  style  and  manner.  The  two  superiorities  are  closely 
related,  and  are  in  steadfast  proportion  one  to  the  other.  So 
far  as  high  poetic  truth  and  seriousness  are  wanting  to  a  poet's 
matter  and  substance,  so  far  also,  we  may  be  sure,  will  a  high 
poetic  stamp  of  diction  and  movement  be  wanting  to  his  style 
and  manner.  In  proportion  as  this  high  stamp  of  diction  and 
movement,  again,  is  absent  from  a  poet's  style  and  manner,  we 
shall  find,  also,  that  high  poetic  truth  and  seriousness  are  ab- 
sent from  his  substance  and  matter.  . 
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[Published  in  the  Nineteenth  Century  for  August.  Arnold  later  used  the 
essay  as  a  lecture,  especially  in  America,  and  reprinted  it,  in  revised  form, 
in  the  volume  called  Discourses  in  America.  The  later  text  is  used  here.] 

PRACTICAL  people  talk  with  a  smile  of  Plato  and  of  his  abso- 
lute ideas;  and  it  is  impossible  to  deny  that  Plato's  ideas  do 
often  seem  unpractical  and  impracticable,  and  especially  when 
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one  views  them  in  connection  with  the  life  of  a  great  work-a- 
day  world  like  the  United  States.  The  necessary  staple  of  the 
life  of  such  a  world  Plato  regards  with  disdain;  handicraft  and 
trade  and  the  working  professions  he  regards  with  disdain;  but 
what  becomes  of  the  life  of  an  industrial  modern  community 
if  you  take  handicraft  and  trade  and  the  working  professions 
out  of  it?  The  base  mechanic  arts  and  handicrafts,  says  Plato, 
bring  about  a  natural  weakness  in  the  principle  of  excellence  in 
a  man,  so  that  he  cannot  govern  the  ignoble  growths  in  him, 
but  nurses  them,  and  cannot  understand  fostering  any  other. 
Those  who  exercise  such  arts  and  trades,  as  they  have  their 
bodies,  he  says,  marred  by  their  vulgar  businesses,  so  they  have 
their  souls,  too,  bowed  and  broken  by  them.  And  if  one  of  these 
uncomely  people  has  a  mind  to  seek  self-culture  and  philosophy, 
Plato  compares  him  to  a  bald  little  tinker,  who  has  scraped 
together  money,  and  has  got  his  release  from  service,  and  has 
had  a  bath,  and  bought  a  new  coat,  and  is  rigged  out  like  a 
bridegroom  about  to  marry  the  daughter  of  his  master  who  has 
fallen  into  poor  and  helpless  estate. 

Nor  do  the  working  professions  fare  any  better  than  trade 
at  the  hands  of  Plato.  He  draws  for  us  an  inimitable  picture  of 
the  working  lawyer,  and  of  his  life  of  bondage;  he  shows  how 
this  bondage  from  his  youth  up  has  stunted  and  warped  him, 
and  made  him  small  and  crooked  of  soul,  encompassing  him 
with  difficulties  which  he  is  not  man  enough  to  rely  on  justice 
and  truth  as  means  to  encounter,  but  has  recourse,  for  help  out 
of  them,  to  falsehood  and  wrong.  And  so,  says  Plato,  this  poor 
creature  is  bent  and  broken,  and  grows  up  from  boy  to  man 
without  a  particle  of  soundness  in  him,  although  exceedingly 
smart  and  clever  in  his  own  esteem. 

One  cannot  refuse  to  admire  the  artist  who  draws  these  pic- 
tures. But  we  say  to  ourselves  that  his  ideas  show  the  influ- 
ence of  a  primitive  and  obsolete  order  of  things,  when  the 
warrior  caste  and  the  priestly  caste  were  alone  in  honour,  and 
the  humble  work  of  the  world  was  done  by  slaves.  We  have 
now  changed  all  that;  the  modern  majesty  l  consists  in  work,  as 
Emerson  declares;  and  in  work,  we  may  add,  principally  of  such 

1  Arnold's  text  reads  "majority";  but  Emerson  said  "majesty"  (essay  on  "Literary 
Ethics"). 
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plain  and  dusty  kind  as  the  work  of  cultivators  of  the  ground, 
handicraftsmen,  men  of  trade  and  business,  men  of  the  working 
professions.  Above  all  is  this  true  in  a  great  industrious  com- 
munity such  as  that  of  the  United  States. 

Now  education,  many  people  go  on  to  say,  is  still  mainly 
governed  by  the  ideas  of  men  like  Plato,  who  lived  when  the 
warrior  caste  and  the  priestly  or  philosophical  class  were  alone 
in  honour,  and  the  really  useful  part  of  the  community  were 
slaves.  It  is  an  education  fitted  for  persons  of  leisure  in  such  a 
community.  This  education  passed  from  Greece  and  Rome  to 
the  feudal  communities  of  Europe,  where  also  the  warrior  caste 
and  the  priestly  caste  were  alone  held  in  honour,  and  where  the 
really  useful  and  working  part  of  the  community,  though  not 
nominally  slaves  as  in  the  pagan  world,  were  practically  not 
much  better  off  than  slaves,  and  not  more  seriously  regarded. 
And  how  absurd  it  is,  people  end  by  saying,  to  inflict  this  edu- 
cation upon  an  industrious  modern  community,  where  very 
few  indeed  are  persons  of  leisure,  and  the  mass  to  be  consid- 
ered has  not  leisure,  but  is  bound,  for  its  own  great  good,  and 
for  the  great  good  of  the  world  at  large,  to  plain  labour  and  to 
industrial  pursuits,  and  the  education  in  question  tends  neces- 
sarily to  make  men  dissatisfied  with  these  pursuits  and  unfitted 
for  them! 

That  is  what  is  said.  So  far  I  must  defend  Plato,  as  to  plead 
that  his  view  of  education  and  studies  is  in  the  general,  as  it 
seems  to  me,  sound  enough,  and  fitted  for  all  sorts  and  condi- 
tions of  men,  whatever  their  pursuits  may  be.  "  An  intelligent 
man,"  says  Plato,  "will  prize  those  studies  which  result  in 
his  soul  getting  soberness,  righteousness,  and  wisdom,  and  will 
less  value  the  others."  I  cannot  consider  that  a  bad  description 
of  the  aim  of  education,  and  of  the  motives  which  should  govern 
us  in  the  choice  of  studies,  whether  we  are  preparing  ourselves 
for  a  hereditary  seat  in  the  English  House  of  Lords  or  for  the 
pork  trade  in  Chicago. 

Still  I  admit  that  Plato's  world  was  not  ours,  that  his  scorn 
of  trade  and  handicraft  is  fantastic,  that  he  had  no  conception 
of  a  great  industrial  community  such  as  that  of  the  United 
States,  and  that  such  a  community  must  and  will  shape  its 
education  to  suit  its  own  needs.  If  the  usual  education  handed 
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down  to  it  from  the  past  does  not  suit  it,  it  will  certainly  before 
long  drop  this  and  try  another.  The  usual  education  in  the 
past  has  been  mainly  literary.  The  question  is  whether  the 
studies  which  were  long  supposed  to  be  the  best  for  all  of  us  are 
practically  the  best  now;  whether  others  are  not  better.  The 
tyranny  of  the  past,  many  think,  weighs  on  us  injuriously  in  the 
predominance  given  to  letters  in  education.  The  question  is 
raised  whether,  to  meet  the  needs  of  our  modern  life,  the  pre- 
dominance ought  not  now  to  pass  from  letters  to  science;  and 
naturally  the  question  is  nowhere  raised  with  more  energy  than 
here  in  the  United  States.  The  design  of  abasing  what  is  called 
"mere  literary  instruction  and  education/'  and  of  exalting  what 
is  called  "  sound,  extensive,  and  practical  scientific  knowledge," 
is,  in  this  intensely  modern  world  of  the  United  States,  even 
more  perhaps  than  in  Europe,  a  very  popular  design,  and  makes 
great  and  rapid  progress. 

I  am  going  to  ask  whether  the  present  movement  for  ousting 
letters  from  their  old  predominance  in  education,  and  for  trans- 
ferring the  predominance  in  education  to  the  natural  sciences, — 
whether  this  brisk  and  flourishing  movement  ought  to  prevail, 
and  whether  it  is  likely  that  in  the  end  it  really  will  prevail.  An 
objection  may  be  raised  which  I  will  anticipate.  My  own 
studies  have  been  almost  wholly  in  letters,  and  my  visits  to  the 
field  of  the  natural  sciences  have  been  very  slight  and  inade- 
quate, although  those  sciences  have  always  strongly  moved 
my  curiosity.  A  man  of  letters,  it  will  perhaps  be  said,  is  not 
competent  to  discuss  the  comparative  merits  of  letters  and 
natural  science  as  means  of  education.  To  this  objection  I  reply, 
first  of  all,  that  his  incompetence,  if  he  attempts  the  discussion 
but  is  really  incompetent  for  it,  will  be  abundantly  visible; 
nobody  will  be  taken  in;  he  will  have  plenty  of  sharp  observers 
and  critics  to  save  mankind  from  that  danger.  But  the  line  I 
am  going  to  follow  is,  as  you  will  soon  discover,  so  extremely 
simple,  that  perhaps  it  may  be  followed  without  failure  even 
by  one  who  for  a  more  ambitious  line  of  discussion  would  be 
quite  incompetent. 

Some  of  you  may  possibly  remember  a  phrase  of  mine  which 
has  been  the  object  of  a  good  deal  of  comment;  an  observation 
to  the  effect  that  in  our  culture,  the  aim  being  to  know  ourselves 
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and  the  world,  we  have,  as  the  means  to  this  end,  to  know  the 
best  which  has  been  thought  and  said  in  the  world.  A  man  of 
science,  who  is  also  an  excellent  writer  and  the  very  prince  of 
debaters,  Professor  Huxley,  in  a  discourse  at  the  opening  of 
Sir  Josiah  Mason's  college  at  Birmingham,1  laying  hold  of  this 
phrase,  expanded  it  by  quoting  some  more  words  of  mine, 
which  are  these:  "The  civilized  world  is  to  be  regarded  as  now 
being,  for  intellectual  and  spiritual  purposes,  one  great  confed- 
eration, bound  to  a  joint  action  and  working  to  a  common  re- 
sult; and  whose  members  have  for  their  proper  outfit  a  knowl- 
edge of  Greek,  Roman,  and  Eastern  antiquity,  and  of  one 
another.  Special  local  and  temporary  advantages  being  put 
out  of  account,  that  modern  nation  will  in  the  intellectual  and 
spiritual  sphere  make  most  progress,  which  most  thoroughly 
carries  out  this  programme." 

Now  on  my  phrase,  thus  enlarged,  Professor  Huxley  re- 
marks that  when  I  speak  of  the  above-mentioned  knowledge 
as  enabling  us  to  know  ourselves  and  the  world,  I  assert  litera- 
ture to  contain  the  materials  which  suffice  for  thus  making  us 
know  ourselves  and  the  world.  But  it  is  not  by  any  means 
clear,  says  he,  that  after  having  learnt  all  which  ancient  and 
modern  literatures  have  to  tell  us,  we  have  laid  a  sufficiently 
broad  and  deep  foundation  for  that  criticism  of  life,  that 
knowledge  of  ourselves  and  the  world,  which  constitutes  cul- 
ture. On  the  contrary,  Professor  Huxley  declares  that  he  finds 
himself  "wholly  unable  to  admit  that  either  nations  or  indi- 
viduals will  really  advance,  if  their  outfit  draws  nothing  from 
the  stores  of  physical  science.  An  army  without  weapons  of 
precision,  and  with  no  particular  base  of  operations,  might 
more  hopefully  enter  upon  a  campaign  on  the  Rhine,  than  a 
man,  devoid  of  a  knowledge  of  what  physical  science  has  done 
in  the  last  century,  upon  a  criticism  of  life." 

This  shows  how  needful  it  is  for  those  who  are  to  discuss  any 
matter  together,  to  have  a  common  understanding  as  to  the 
sense  of  the  terms  they  employ,  —  how  needful,  and  how  diffi- 
cult. What  Professor  Huxley  says,  implies  just  the  reproach 
which  is  so  often  brought  against  the  study  of  belles  lettres,  as 
they  are  called:  that  the  study  is  an  elegant  one,  but  slight  and 

1  See  page  591. 
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ineffectual;  a  smattering  of  Greek  and  Latin  and  other  orna- 
mental things,  of  little  use  for  any  one  whose  object  is  to  get  at 
truth,  and  to  be  a  practical  man.  So,  too,  M.  Renan  talks  of 
the  "superficial  humanism"  of  a  school-course  which  treats  us 
as  if  we  were  all  going  to  be  poets,  writers,  preachers,  orators, 
and  he  opposes  this  humanism  to  positive  science,  or  the  critical 
search  after  truth.  And  there  is  always  a  tendency  in  those 
who  are  remonstrating  against  the  predominance  of  letters  in 
education,  to  understand  by  letters  belles  lettres,  and  by  belles 
lettres  a  superficial  humanism,  the  opposite  of  science  or  true 
knowledge. 

But  when  we  talk  of  knowing  Greek  and  Roman  antiquity, 
for  instance,  which  is  the  knowledge  people  have  called  the 
humanities,  I  for  my  part  mean  a  knowledge  which  is  some- 
thing more  than  a  superficial  humanism,  mainly  decorative. 
41 1  call  all  teaching  scientific"  says  Wolf,  the  critic  of  Homer, 
"  which  is  systematically  laid  out  and  followed  up  to  its  original 
sources.  For  example:  a  knowledge  of  classical  antiquity  is 
scientific  when  the  remains  of  classical  antiquity  are  correctly 
studied  in  the  original  languages."  There  can  be  no  doubt  that 
Wolf  is  perfectly  right;  that  all  learning  is  scientific  which  is 
systematically  laid  out  and  followed  up  to  its  original  sources, 
and  that  a  genuine  humanism  is  scientific. 

When  I  speak  of  knowing  Greek  and  Roman  antiquity, 
therefore,  as  a  help  to  knowing  ourselves  and  the  world,  I  mean 
more  than  a  knowledge  of  so  much  vocabulary,  so  much  gram- 
mar, so  many  portions  of  authors  in  the  Greek  and  Latin  lan- 
guages, —  I  mean  knowing  the  Greeks  and  Romans,  and  their 
life  and  genius,  and  what  they  were  and  did  in  the  world;  what 
we  get  from  them,  and  what  is  its  value.  That,  at  least,  is  the 
ideal;  and  when  we  talk  of  endeavouring  to  know  Greek  and 
Roman  antiquity,  as  a  help  to  knowing  ourselves  and  the 
world,  we  mean  endeavouring  so  to  know  them  as  to  satisfy 
this  ideal,  however  much  we  may  still  fall  short  of  it. 

The  same  also  as  to  knowing  our  own  and  other  modem 
nations,  with  the  like  aim  of  getting  to  understand  ourselves 
and  the  world.  To  know  the  best  that  has  been  thought  and 
said  by  the  modern  nations,  is  to  know,  says  Professor  Huxley, 
"only  what  modern  literatures  have  to  tell  us;  it  is  the  criticism 
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of  life  contained  in  modem  literature."  And  yet  "the  distinc- 
tive character  of  our  times,"  he  urges,  "  lies  in  the  vast  and  con- 
stantly increasing  part  which  is  played  by  natural  knowledge/5 
And  how,  therefore,  can  a  man,  devoid  of  knowledge  of  what 
physical  science  has  done  in  the  last  century,  enter  hopefully 
upon  a  criticism  of  modern  life? 

Let  us,  I  say,  be  agreed  about  the  meaning  of  the  terms  we 
are  using.  I  talk  of  knowing  the  best  which  has  been  thought 
and  uttered  in  the  world;  Professor  Huxley  says  this  means 
knowing  literature.  Literature  is  a  large  word;  it  may  mean 
everything  written  with  letters  or  printed  in  a  book.  Euclid's 
Elements  and  Newton's  Principia  are  thus  literature.  All  knowl- 
edge that  reaches  us  through  books  is  literature.  But  by  litera- 
ture Professor  Huxley  means  belles  lettres.  He  means  to  make 
me  say,  that  knowing  the  best  which  has  been  thought  and 
said  by  the  modern  nations  is  knowing  their  belles  lettres  and 
no  more.  And  this  is  no  sufficient  equipment,  he  argues,  for  a 
criticism  of  modern  life.  But  as  I  do  not  mean,  by  knowing 
ancient  Rome,  knowing  merely  more  or  less  of  Latin  belles 
lettres,  and  taking  no  account  of  Rome's  military,  and  political, 
and  legal,  and  administrative  work  in  the  world;  and  as,  by 
knowing  ancient  Greece,  I  understand  knowing  her  as  the 
giver  of  Greek  art,  and  the  guide  to  a  free  and  right  use  of 
reason  and  to  scientific  method,  and  the  founder  of  our  mathe- 
matics and  physics  and  astronomy  and  biology,  —  I  under- 
stand knowing  her  as  all  this,  and  not  merely  knowing  certain 
Greek  poems,  and  histories,  and  treatises,  and  speeches,  —  so 
as  to  the  knowledge  of  modern  nations  also.  By  knowing  mod- 
ern nations,  I  mean  not  merely  knowing  their  belles  lettres,  but 
knowing  also  what  has  been  done  by  such  men  as  Coperni- 
cus, Galileo,  Newton,  Darwin.  "Our  ancestors  learned,"  says 
Professor  Huxley,  "that  the  earth  is  the  centre  of  the  visible 
universe,  and  that  man  is  the  cynosure  of  things  terrestrial; 
and  more  especially  was  it  inculcated  that  the  course  of  nature 
had  no  fixed  order,  but  that  it  could  be,  and  constantly  was, 
altered."  But  for  us  now,  continues  Professor  Huxley,  "the 
notions  of  the  beginning  and  the  end  of  the  world  entertained 
by  our  forefathers  are  no  longer  credible.  It  is  very  certain 
that  the  earth  is  not  the  chief  body  in  the  material  universe, 
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and  that  the  world  is  not  subordinated  to  man's  use.  It  is  even 
more  certain  that  nature  is  the  expression  of  a  definite  order, 
with  which  nothing  interferes."  "And  yet,"  he  cries,  "the 
purely  classical  education  advocated  by  the  representatives  of 
the  humanists  in  our  day  gives  no  inkling  of  all  this!" 

In  due  place  and  time  I  will  just  touch  upon  that  vexed 
question  of  classical  education;  but  at  present  the  question 
is  as  to  what  is  meant  by  knowing  the  best  which  modern 
nations  have  thought  and  said.  It  is  not  knowing  their  belles 
lettres  merely  which  is  meant.  To  know  Italian  belles  lettres 
is  not  to  know  Italy,  and  to  know  English  belles  lettres  is  not 
to  know  England.  Into  knowing  Italy  and  England  there 
comes  a  great  deal  more,  Galileo  and  Newton  amongst  it.  The 
reproach  of  being  a  superficial  humanism,  a  tincture  of  belles 
lettres,  may  attach  rightly  enough  to  some  other  disciplines; 
but  to  the  particular  discipline  recommended  when  I  proposed 
knowing  the  best  that  has  been  thought  and  said  in  the  world, 
it  does  not  apply.  In  that  best  I  certainly  include  what  in 
modern  times  has  been  thought  and  said  by  the  great  observers 
and  knowers  of  nature. 

There  is,  therefore,  really  no  question  between  Professor 
Huxley  and  me  as  to  whether  knowing  the  great  results  of  the 
modern  scientific  study  of  nature  is  not  required  as  a  part  of  our 
culture,  as  well  as  knowing  the  products  of  literature  and  art. 
But  to  follow  the  processes  by  which  those  results  are  reached, 
ought,  say  the  friends  of  physical  science,  to  be  made  the  staple 
of  education  for  the  bulk  of  mankind.  And  here  there  does 
arise  a  question  between  those  whom  Professor  Huxley  calls 
with  playful  sarcasm  "  the  Levites  of  culture,"  and  those  whom 
the  poor  humanist  is  sometimes  apt  to  regard  as  its  Nebuchad- 
nezzars. 

The  great  results  of  the  scientific  investigation  of  nature  we 
are  agreed  upon  knowing,  but  how  much  of  our  study  are  we 
bound  to  give  to  the  processes  by  which  those  results  are 
reached?  The  results  have  their  visible  bearing  on  human  life. 
But  all  the  processes,  too,  all  the  items  of  fact,  by  which  those 
results  are  reached  and  established,  are  interesting.  All  knowl- 
ledge  is  interesting  to  a  wise  man,  and  the  knowledge  of  nature 
is  interesting  to  all  men.  It  is  very  interesting  to  know  that 
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from  the  albuminous  white  of  the  egg  the  chick  in  the  egg  gets 
tne  materials  for  its  flesh,  bones,  blood,  and  feathers,  while 
from  the  fatty  yolk  of  the  egg  it  gets  the  heat  and  energy  which 
enable  it  at  length  to  break  its  shell  and  begin  the  world.  It  is 
less  interesting,  perhaps,  but  still  it  is  interesting,  to  know  that 
when  a  taper  burns,  the  wax  is  converted  into  carbonic  acid 
and  water.  Moreover,  it  is  quite  true  that  the  habit  of  deal- 
ing with  facts,  which  is  given  by  the  study  of  nature,  is,  as  the 
friends  of  physical  science  praise  it  for  being,  an  excellent 
discipline.  The  appeal,  in  the  study  of  nature,  is  constantly 
to  observation  and  experiment;  not  only  is  it  said  that  the 
thing  is  so,  but  we  can  be  made  to  see  that  it  is  so.  Not  only 
does  a  man  tell  us  that  when  a  taper  burns  the  wax  is  converted 
into  carbonic  acid  and  water,  as  a  man  may  tell  us,  if  he  likes, 
that  Charon  is  punting  his  ferry-boat  on  the  river  Styx,  or 
that  Victor  Hugo  is  a  sublime  poet,  or  Mr.  Gladstone  the  most 
admirable  of  statesmen;  but  we  are  made  to  see  that  the  con- 
version into  carbonic  acid  and  water  does  actually  happen. 
This  reality  of  natural  knowledge  it  is,  which  makes  the  friends 
of  physical  science  contrast  it,  as  a  knowledge  of  things,  with 
the  humanist's  knowledge,  which  is,  say  they,  a  knowledge  of 
words.  And  hence  Professor  Huxley  is  moved  to  lay  it  down 
that,  "for  the  purpose  of  attaining  real  culture,  an  exclusively 
scientific  education  is  at  least  as  effectual  as  an  exclusively  lit- 
erary education."  And  a  certain  President  of  the  Section  for 
Mechanical  Science  in  the  British  Association  is,  in  Scripture 
phrase,  "very  bold,"  and  declares  that  if  a  man,  in  his  mental 
training,  "has  substituted  literature  and  history  for  natural 
science,  he  has  chosen  the  less  useful  alternative."  But  whethei 
we  go  these  lengths  or  not,  we  must  all  admit  that  in  natural 
science  the  habit  gained  of  dealing  with  facts  is  a  most  valuable 
discipline,  and  that  every  one  should  have  some  experience 
of  it. 

More  than  this,  however,  is  demanded  by  the  reformers.  It 
is  proposed  to  make  the  training  in  natural  science  the  main 
part  of  education,  for  the  great  majority  of  mankind  at  any 
rate.  And  here,  I  confess,  I  part  company  with  the  friends  of 
physical  science,  with  whom  up  to  this  point  I  have  been  agree- 
ing. In  differing  from  them,  however,  I  wish  to  proceed  with 
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the  utmost  caution  and  diffidence.  The  smailness  of  my  own 
acquaintance  with  the  disciplines  of  natural  science  is  ever 
before  my  mind,  and  I  am  fearful  of  doing  these  disciplines  an 
injustice.  The  ability  and  pugnacity  of  the  partisans  of  natural 
science  make  them  formidable  persons  to  contradict.  The  tone 
of  tentative  inquiry,  which  befits  a  being  of  dim  faculties  and 
bounded  knowledge,  is  the  tone  I  would  wish  to  take  and  not  to 
depart  from.  At  present  it  seems  to  me  that  those  who  are  for 
giving  to  natural  knowledge,  as  they  call  it,  the  chief  place  in 
the  education  of  the  majority  of  mankind,  leave  one  important 
thing  out  of  their  account:  the  constitution  of  human  nature. 
But  I  put  this  forward  on  the  strength  of  some  facts  not  at  all 
recondite,  very  far  from  it;  facts  capable  of  being  stated  in  the 
simplest  possible  fashion,  and  to  which,  if  I  so  state  them,  the 
man  of  science  will,  I  am  sure,  be  willing  to  allow  their  due 
weight. 

Deny  the  facts  altogether,  I  think,  he  hardly  can.  He  can 
hardly  deny  that  when  we  set  ourselves  to  enumerate  the  pow- 
ers which  go  to  the  building  up  of  human  life,  and  say  that 
they  are  the  power  of  conduct,  the  power  of  intellect  and  knowl- 
edge, the  power  of  beauty,  and  the  power  of  social  life  and 
manners,  —  he  can  hardly  deny  that  this  scheme,  though  drawn 
in  rough  and  plain  lines  enough,  and  not  pretending  to  scien- 
tific exactness,  does  yet  give  a  fairly  true  representation  of  the 
matter.  Human  nature  is  built  up  by  these  powers;  we  have 
the  need  for  them  all.  When  we  have  rightly  met  and  adjusted 
the  claims  of  them  all,  we  shall  then  be  in  a  fair  way  for  getting 
soberness  and  righteousness  with  wisdom.  This  is  evident 
enough,  and  the  friends  of  physical  science  would  admit  it. 

But  perhaps  they  may  not  have  sufficiently  observed  another 
thing:  namely,  that  the  several  powers  just  mentioned  are  not 
isolated,  but  there  is,  in  the  generality  of  mankind,  a  perpetual 
tendency  to  relate  them  one  to  another  in  divers  ways.  With 
one  such  way  of  relating  them  I  am  particularly  concerned 
now.  Following  our  instinct  for  intellect  and  knowledge,  we 
acquire  pieces  of  knowledge;  and  presently,  in  the  generality 
of  men,  there  arises  the  desire  to  relate  these  pieces  »f  knowl- 
edge to  our  sense  for  conduct,  to  our  sense  for  beauty,  —  and 
there  is  weariness  and  dissatisfaction  if  the  desire  is  balked. 
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Now  in  this  desire  lies,  I  think,  the  strength  of  that  hold 
which  letters  have  upon  us. 

All  knowledge  is,  as  I  said  just  now,  interesting;  and  even 
items  of  knowledge  which  from  the  nature  of  the  case  cannot 
well  be  related,  but  must  stand  isolated  in  our  thoughts,  have 
their  interest.  Even  lists  of  exceptions  have  their  interest.  If 
we  are  studying  Greek  accents,  it  is  interesting  to  know  that 
pals  and  pas,  and  some  other  monosyllables  of  the  same  form 
of  declension,  do  not  take  the  circumflex  upon  the  last  syllable 
of  the  genitive  plural,  but  vary,  in  this  respect,  from  the  com- 
mon rule.  If  we  are  studying  physiology,  it  is  interesting  to 
know  that  the  pulmonary  artery  carries  dark  blood  and  the 
pulmonary  vein  carries  bright  blood,  departing  in  this  respect 
from  the  common  rule  for  the  division  of  labour  between  the 
veins  and  the  arteries.  But  every  one  knows  how  we  seek  natu- 
rally to  combine  the  pieces  of  our  knowledge  together,  to  bring 
them  under  general  rules,  to  relate  them  to  principles ;  and  how 
unsatisfactory  and  tiresome  it  would  be  to  go  on  forever  learn- 
ing lists  of  exceptions,  or  accumulating  items  of  fact  which 
must  stand  isolated. 

Well,  that  same  need  of  relating  our  knowledge,  which  oper- 
ates here  within  the  sphere  of  our  knowledge  itself,  we  shall 
find  operating,  also,  outside  that  sphere.  We  experience,  as  we 
go  on  learning  and  knowing,  —  the  vast  majority  of  us  experi- 
ence, —  the  need  of  relating  what  we  have  learnt  and  known  to 
the  sense  which  we  have  in  us  for  conduct,  to  the  sense  which 
we  have  in  us  for  beauty. 

A  certain  Greek  prophetess  of  Mantineia  in  Arcadia,  Dio- 
tima  by  name,  once  explained  to  the  philosopher  Socrates  that 
love,  and  impulse,  and  bent  of  all  kinds,  is,  in  fact,  nothing  else 
but  the  desire  in  men  that  good  should  forever  be  present  to 
them.  This  desire  for  good,  Diotima  assured  Socrates,  is  our 
fundamental  desire,  of  which  fundamental  desire  every  impulse 
in  us  is  only  some  one  particular  form.  And  therefore  this 
fundamental  desire  it  is,  I  suppose,  —  this  desire  in  men  that 
good  should  be  forever  present  to  them,  —  which  acts  in  us 
when  we  feel  the  impulse  for  relating  our  knowledge  to  our 
sense  for  conduct  and  to  our  sense  for  beauty.  At  any  rate, 
with  men  in  general  the  instinct  exists.  Such  is  human  nature. 
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And  the  instinct,  it  will  be  admitted,  is  innocent,  and  human 
nature  is  preserved  by  our  following  the  lead  of  its  innocent 
instincts.  Therefore,  in  seeking  to  gratify  this  instinct  in  ques- 
tion, we  are  following  the  instinct  of  self-preservation  in  human 
ity. 

But,  no  doubt,  some  kinds  of  knowledge  cannot  be  made  to 
directly  serve  the  instinct  in  question,  cannot  be  directly  re- 
lated to  the  sense  for  beauty,  to  the  sense  for  conduct.  These 
are  instrument-knowledges;  they  lead  on  to  other  knowledges, 
which  can.  A  man  who  passes  his  life  in  instrument-knowl- 
edges is  a  specialist.  They  may  be  invaluable  as  instruments  to 
something  beyond,  for  those  who  have  the  gift  thus  to  employ 
them ;  and  they  may  be  disciplines  in  themselves  wherein  it  is 
useful  for  every  one  to  have  some  schooling.  But  it  is  incon- 
ceivable that  the  generality  of  men  should  pass  all  their  mental 
life  with  Greek  accents  or  with  formal  logic.  My  friend  Pro- 
fessor Sylvester,  who  is  one  of  the  first  mathematicians  in  the 
world,  holds  transcendental  doctrines  as  to  the  virtue  of  mathe- 
matics, but  those  doctrines  are  not  for  common  men.  In  the 
very  Senate  House  and  heart  of  our  English  Cambridge  I  once 
ventured,  though  not  without  an  apology  for  my  profaneness, 
to  hazard  the  opinion  that  for  the  majority  of  mankind  a  little 
of  mathematics,  even,  goes  a  long  way.  Of  course  this  is  quite 
consistent  with  their  being  of  immense  importance  as  an  instru- 
ment to  something  else;  but  it  is  the  few  who  have  the  aptitude 
for  thus  using  them,  not  the  bulk  of  mankind. 

The  natural  sciences  do  not,  however,  stand  on  the  same 
footing  with  these  instrument-knowledges.  Experience  shows 
us  that  the  generality  of  men  will  find  more  interest  in  learning 
that,  when  a  taper  burns,  the  wax  is  converted  into  carbonic 
acid  and  water,  or  in  learning  the  explanation  of  the  phenom- 
enon of  dew,  or  in  learning  how  the  circulation  of  the  blood 
is  carried  on,  than  they  find  in  learning  that  the  genitive  plural 
of  pais  and  pas  does  not  take  the  circumflex  on  the  termination. 
And  one  piece  of  natural  knowledge  is  added  to  another,  and 
others  are  added  to  that,  and  at  last  we  come  to  propositions 
so  interesting  as  Mr.  Darwin's  famous  proposition  that  "our 
ancestor  was  a  hairy  quadruped  furnished  with  a  tail  and 
pointed  ears,  probably  arboreal  in  his  habits."  Or  we  come  to 
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propositions  of  such  reach  and  magnitude  as  those  which  Pro- 
fessor Huxley  delivers,  when  he  says  that  the  notions  of  our 
forefathers  about  the  beginning  and  the  end  of  the  world  were 
all  wrong,  and  that  nature  is  the  expression  of  a  definite  order 
with  which  nothing  interferes. 

Interesting,  indeed,  these  results  of  science  are,  important 
they  are,  and  we  should  all  of  us  be  acquainted  with  them.  But 
what  I  now  wish  you  to  mark  is,  that  we  are  still,  when  they 
are  propounded  to  us  and  we  receive  them,  we  are  still  in  the 
sphere  of  intellect  and  knowledge.  And  for  the  generality  of 
men  there  will  be  found,  I  say,  to  arise,  when  they  have  duly 
taken  in  the  proposition  that  their  ancestor  was  "a  hairy  quad- 
ruped furnished  with  a  tail  and  pointed  ears,  probably  arboreal 
in  his  habits,"  there  will  be  found  to  arise  an  invincible  desire 
to  relate  this  proposition  to  the  sense  in  us  for  conduct,  and  to 
the  sense  in  us  for  beauty.  But  this  the  men  of  science  will  not 
do  for  us,  and  will  hardly  even  profess  to  do.  They  will  give 
us  other  pieces  of  knowledge,  other  facts,  about  other  animals 
and  their  ancestors,  or  about  plants,  or  about  stones,  or  about 
stars;  and  they  may  finally  bring  us  to  those  great  "general 
conceptions  of  the  universe,  which  are  forced  upon  us  all,"  says 
Professor  Huxley,  "by  the  progress  of  physical  science."  But 
still  it  will  be  knowledge  only  which  they  give  us ;  knowledge 
not  put  for  us  into  relation  with  our  sense  for  conduct,  our  sense 
for  beauty,  and  touched  with  emotion  by  being  so  put ;  not  thus 
put  for  us,  and  therefore,  to  the  majority  of  mankind,  after  a 
certain  while,  unsatisfying,  wearying. 

Not  to  the  born  naturalist,  I  admit.  But  what  do  we  mean 
by  a  born  naturalist?  We  mean  a  man  in  whom  the  zeal  for 
observing  nature  is  so  uncommonly  strong  and  eminent,  that 
it  marks  him  off  from  the  bulk  of  mankind.  Such  a  man  will 
pass  his  life  happily  in  collecting  natural  knowledge  and  reason- 
ing upon  it,  and  will  ask  for  nothing,  or  hardly  anything,  more. 
I  have  heard  it  said  that  the  sagacious  and  admirable  natural- 
ist whom  we  lost  not  very  long  ago,  Mr.  Darwin,  once  owned 
to  a  friend  that  for  his  part  he  did  not  experience  the  neces- 
sity for  two  things  which  most  men  find  so  necessary  to  them, 
—  religion  and  poetry;  science  and  the  domestic  affections,  he 
thought,  were  enough.  To  a  born  naturalist,  I  can  well  under- 
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stand  that  this  should  seem  so.  So  absorbing  is  his  occupation 
with  nature,  so  strong  his  love  for  his  occupation,  that  he  goes 
on  acquiring  natural  knowledge  and  reasoning  upon  it,  and  has 
little  time  or  inclination  for  thinking  about  getting  it  related 
to  the  desire  in  man  for  conduct,  the  desire  in  man  for  beauty. 
He  relates  it  to  them  for  himself  as  he  goes  along,  so  far  as  he 
feels  the  need;  and  he  draws  from  the  domestic  affections  all 
the  additional  solace  necessary.  But  then  Darwins  are  ex- 
tremely rare.  Another  great  and  admirable  master  of  natural 
knowledge,  Faraday,  was  a  Sandemanian.  That  is  to  say,  he 
related  his  knowledge  to  his  instinct  for  conduct  and  to  his 
instinct  for  beauty,  by  the  aid  of  that  respectable  Scottish 
sectary,  Robert  Sandeman. l  And  so  strong,  in  general,  is  the 
demand  of  religion  and  poetry  to  have  their  share  in  a  man,  to 
associate  themselves  with  his  knowing,  and  to  relieve  and  re- 
joice it,  that,  probably,  for  one  man  amongst  us  with  the  dis- 
position to  do  as  Darwin  did  in  this  respect,  there  are  at  least 
fifty  with  the  disposition  to  do  as  Faraday. 

Education  lays  hold  upon  us,  in  fact,  by  satisfying  this  de- 
mand. Professor  Huxley  holds  up  to  scorn  mediaeval  education 
with  its  neglect  of  the  knowledge  of  nature,  its  poverty  even  of 
literary  studies,  its  formal  logic  devoted  to  "showing  how  and 
why  that  which  the  Church  said  was  true  must  be  true."  But 
the  great  mediaeval  Universities  were  not  brought  into  being, 
we  may  be  sure,  by  the  zeal  for  giving  a  jejune  and  contempt- 
ible education.  Kings  have  been  their  nursing  fathers,  and 
queens  have  been  their  nursing  mothers,  but  not  for  this. 
The  mediaeval  Universities  came  into  being,  because  the  sup- 
posed knowledge,  delivered  by  Scripture  and  the  Church,  so 
deeply  engaged  men's  hearts,  by  so  simply,  easily,  and  power- 
fully relating  itself  to  their  desire  for  conduct,  their  desire  for 
beauty.  All  other  knowledge  was  dominated  by  this  supposed 
knowledge  and  was  subordinated  to  it,  because  of  the  surpass- 
ing strength  of  the  hold  which  it  gained  upon  the  affections  of 
men,  by  allying  itself  profoundly  with  their  sense  for  conduct, 
their  sense  for  beauty. 

But  now,  says  Professor  Huxley,  conceptions  of  the  universe 
fatal  to  the  notions  held  by  our  forefathers  have  been  forced 

1  The  founder  of  a  communistic  church  (died  1771). 
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upon  us  by  physical  science.  Grant  to  him  that  they  are  thus 
fatal,  that  the  new  conceptions  must  and  will  soon  become  cur- 
rent everywhere,  and  that  every  one  will  finally  perceive  them 
to  be  fatal  to  the  beliefs  of  our  forefathers.  The  need  of  humane 
letters,  as  they  are  truly  called,  because  they  serve  the  para- 
mount desire  in  men  that  good  should  be  forever  present  to 
them,  —  the  need  of  humane  letters,  to  establish  a  relation  be- 
tween the  new  conceptions,  and  our  instinct  for  beauty,  our 
instinct  for  conduct,  is  only  the  more  visible.  The  Middle  Age 
could  do  without  humane  letters,  as  it  could  do  without  the 
study  of  nature,  because  its  supposed  knowledge  was  made 
to  engage  its  emotions  so  powerfully.  Grant  that  the  supposed 
knowledge  disappears,  its  power  of  being  made  to  engage  the 
emotions  will  of  course  disappear  along  with  it,  —  but  the 
emotions  themselves,  and  their  claim  to  be  engaged  and  satis- 
fied, will  remain.  Now  if  we  find  by  experience  that  humane 
letters  have  an  undeniable  power  of  engaging  the  emotions, 
the  importance  of  humane  letters  in  a  man's  training  becomes 
not  less,  but  greater,  in  proportion  to  the  success  of  modern  sci- 
ence in  extirpating  what  it  calls  "mediaeval  thinking." 

Have  humane  letters,  then,  have  poetry  and  eloquence,  the 
power  here  attributed  to  them  of  engaging  the  emotions,  and 
do  they  exercise  it?  And  if  they  have  it  and  exercise  it,  how  do 
they  exercise  it,  so  as  to  exert  an  influence  upon  man's  sense 
for  conduct,  his  sense  for  beauty?  Finally,  even  if  they  both 
can  and  do  exert  an  influence  upon  the  senses  in  question,  how 
are  they  to  relate  to  them  the  results  —  the  modern  results  — • 
of  natural  science?  All  these  questions  may  be  asked.  First 
have  poetry  and  eloquence  the  power  of  calling  out  the  emo- 
tions? The  appeal  is  to  experience.  Experience  shows  that  for 
the  vast  majority  of  men,  for  mankind  in  general,  they  have  the 
power.  Next,  do  they  exercise  it?  They  do.  But  then,  how  do 
they  exercise  it  so  as  to  affect  man's  sense  for  conduct,  his  sense 
for  beauty?  And  this  is  perhaps  a  case  for  applying  the  Preach- 
er's words:  "Though  a  man  labour  to  seek  it  out,  yet  he  shall 
not  find  it;  yea,  farther,  though  a  wise  man  think  to  know  it, 
yet  shall  he  not  be  able  to  find  it."  1  Why  should  it  be  one 
thing,  in  its  effect  upon  the  emotions,  to  say,  "Patience  is  a 

1  Ecclesiastes,  vm,  17. 
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virtue,"  and  quite  another  thing,  in  its  effect  upon  the  emo- 
tions, to  say  with  Homer, 


"for  an  enduring  heart  have  the  destinies  appointed  to  the 
children  of  men'?  Why  should  it  be  one  thing,  in  its  effect 
upon  the  emotions,  to  say  with  the  philosopher  Spinoza,  Felici- 
tas  in  ea  consistit  quod  homo  suum  esse  conservare  potest  — 
"Man's  happiness  consists  in  his  being  able  to  preserve  his 
own  essence,"  and  quite  another  thing,  in  its  effect  upon  the 
emotions,  to  say  with  the  Gospel,  "  What  is  a  man  advantaged, 
if  he  gain  the  whole  world,  and  lose  himself,  forfeit  himself?" 
How  does  this  difference  of  effect  arise?  I  cannot  tell,  and  I  am 
not  much  concerned  to  know;  the  important  thing  is  that  it 
does  arise,  and  that  we  can  profit  by  it.  But  how,  finally,  are 
poetry  and  eloquence  to  exercise  the  power  of  relating  the  mod- 
ern results  of  natural  science  to  man's  instinct  for  conduct,  his 
instinct  for  beauty?  And  here  again  I  answer  that  I  do  not 
know  how  they  will  exercise  it,  but  that  they  can  and  will  exer- 
cise it  I  am  sure.  I  do  not  mean  that  modern  philosophical 
poets  and  modern  philosophical  moralists  are  to  come  and  re- 
late for  us,  in  express  terms,  the  results  of  modern  scientific 
research  to  our  instinct  for  conduct,  our  instinct  for  beauty. 
But  I  mean  that  we  shall  find,  as  a  matter  of  experience,  if  we 
know  the  best  that  has  been  thought  and  uttered  in  the  world, 
—  we  shall  find  that  the  art  and  poetry  and  eloquence  of  men 
who  lived,  perhaps,  long  ago,  who  had  the  most  limited  natural 
knowledge,  who  had  the  most  erroneous  conceptions  about 
many  important  matters,  —  we  shall  find  that  this  art,  and 
poetry,  and  eloquence,  have  in  fact  not  only  the  power  of 
refreshing  and  delighting  us;  they  have  also  the  power,— 
such  is  the  strength  and  worth,  in  essentials,  of  their  authors' 
criticism  of  life,  —  they  have  a  fortifying,  and  elevating,  and 
quickening,  and  suggestive  power,  capable  of  wonderfully 
helping  us  to  relate  the  results  of  modern  science  to  our  need 
for  conduct,  our  need  for  beauty.  Homer's  conceptions  of  the 
physical  universe  were,  I  imagine,  grotesque;  but  really,  under 
the  shock  of  hearing  from  modern  science  that  "  the  world  is  not 

»  Iliad,  xxiv,  49. 
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subordinated  to  man's  use,  and  that  man  is  not  the  cynosure 
of  things  terrestrial,"  I  could,  for  my  own  part,  desire  no  bette* 
comfort  than  Homer's  line  which  I  quoted  just  now, 


T\iirbv  yap  MotjDai  BvfMv  dtvav 

"for  an  enduring  heart  have  the  destinies  appointed  to  the 
children  of  men"! 

And  the  more  that  men's  minds  are  cleared,  the  more  that 
the  results  of  science  are  frankly  accepted,  the  more  that 
poetry  and  eloquence  come  to  be  received  and  studied  as  what 
in  truth  they  really  are,  —  the  criticism  of  life  by  gifted  men, 
alive  and  active  with  extraordinary  power  at  an  unusual  num- 
ber of  points  ;  —  so  much  the  more  will  the  value  of  humane 
letters,  and  of  art  also,  which  is  an  utterance  having  a  like  kind 
of  power  with  theirs,  be  felt  and  acknowledged,  and  their 
place  in  education  be  secured. 

Let  us,  therefore,  all  of  us,  avoid  indeed  as  much  as  possible 
any  invidious  comparison  between  the  merits  of  humane  let- 
ters, as  means  of  education,  and  the  merits  of  the  natural 
sciences.  But  when  some  President  of  a  Section  for  Mechanical 
Science  insists  on  making  the  comparison,  and  tells  us  that  "he 
who  in  his  training  has  substituted  literature  and  history  for 
natural  science  has  chosen  the  less  useful  alternative,"  let  us 
make  answer  to  him  that  the  student  of  humane  letters  only, 
will,  at  least,  know  also  the  great  general  conceptions  brought 
in  by  modern  physical  science;  for  science,  as  Professor  Huxley 
says,  forces  them  upon  us  all.  But  the  student  of  the  natural 
sciences  only,  will,  by  our  very  hypothesis,  know  nothing  of 
humane  letters;  not  to  mention  that  in  setting  himself  to  be 
perpetually  accumulating  natural  knowledge,  he  sets  himself 
to  do  what  only  specialists  have  in  general  the  gift  for  doing 
genially.  And  so  he  will  probably  be  unsatisfied,  or  at  any  rate 
incomplete,  and  even  more  incomplete  than  the  student  of 
humane  letters  only. 

I  once  mentioned  in  a  school-report,  how  a  young  man  in 
one  of  our  English  training  colleges  having  to  paraphrase  the 
passage  in  Macbeth  beginning, 

Can'st  thou  not  minister  to  a  mind  diseased? 
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turned  this  line  into,  "Can  you  not  wait  upon  the  lunatic?" 
And  I  remarked  what  a  curious  state  of  things  it  would  be,  if 
every  pupil  of  our  national  schools  knew,  let  us  say,  that  the 
moon  is  two  thousand  one  hundred  and  sixty  miles  in  diameter, 
and  thought  at  the  same  time  that  a  good  paraphrase  for 

Can'st  thou  not  minister  to  a  mind  diseased? 

was,  "Can  you  not  wait  upon  the  lunatic?"  If  one  is  driven 
to  choose,  I  think  I  would  rather  have  a  young  person  ignorant 
about  the  moon's  diameter,  but  aware  that  "  Can  you  not  wait 
upon  the  lunatic?"  is  bad,  than  a  young  person  whose  educa- 
tion had  been  such  as  to  manage  things  the  other  way. 

Or  to  go  higher  than  the  pupils  of  our  national  schools.  I 
have  in  my  mind's  eye  a  member  of  our  British  Parliament 
who  comes  to  travel  here  in  America,  who  afterwards  relates 
his  travels,  and  who  shows  a  really  masterly  knowledge  of  the 
geology  of  this  great  country  and  of  its  mining  capabilities,  but 
who  ends  by  gravely  suggesting  that  the  United  States  should 
borrow  a  prince  from  our  Royal  Family,  and  should  make  him 
their  king,  and  should  create  a  House  of  Lords  of  great  landed 
proprietors  after  the  pattern  of  ours;  and  then  America,  he 
thinks,  would  have  her  future  happily  and  perfectly  secured. 
Surely,  in  this  case,  the  President  of  the  Section  for  Mechanical 
Science  would  himself  hardly  say  that  our  member  of  Parlia- 
ment, by  concentrating  himself  upon  geology  and  mineralogy, 
and  so  on,  and  not  attending  to  literature  and  history,  had 
"chosen  the  more  useful  alternative." 

If  then  there  is  to  be  separation  and  option  between  humane 
letters  on  the  one  hand,  and  the  natural  sciences  on  the  other, 
the  great  majority  of  mankind,  all  who  have  not  exceptional 
and  overpowering  aptitudes  for  the  study  of  nature,  would  do 
well,  I  cannot  but  think,  to  choose  to  be  educated  in  humane 
letters  rather  than  in  the  natural  sciences.  Letters  will  call 
out  their  being  at  more  points,  will  make  them  live  more. 

I  said  that  before  I  ended  I  would  just  touch  on  the  question 
of  classical  education,  and  I  will  keep  my  word.  Even  if  litera- 
ture is  to  retain  a  large  place  in  our  education,  yet  Latin  and 
Greek,  say  the  friends  of  progress,  will  certainly  have  to  go. 
Greek  is  the  grand  offender  in  the  eyes  of  these  gentlemen.  The  / 
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attackers  of  the  established  course  of  study  think  that  against 
Greek,  at  any  rate,  they  have  irresistible  arguments.  Litera- 
ture may  perhaps  be  needed  in  education,  they  say;  but  why 
on  earth  should  it  be  Greek  literature?  Why  not  French  or 
German?  Nay,  "has  not  an  Englishman  models  in  his  own 
literature  of  every  kind  of  excellence?  "  As  before,  it  is  not  on 
any  weak  pleadings  of  my  own  that  I  rely  for  convincing  the 
gainsayers;  it  is  on  the  constitution  of  human  nature  itself,  and 
on  the  instinct  of  self-preservation  in  humanity.  The  instinct 
for  beauty  is  set  in  human  nature,  as  surely  as  the  instinct  for 
knowledge  is  set  there,  or  the  instinct  for  conduct.  If  the  in- 
stinct for  beauty  is  served  by  Greek  literature  and  art  as  it  is 
served  by  no  other  literature  and  art,  we  may  trust  to  the  in- 
stinct of  self-preservation  in  humanity  for  keeping  Greek  as 
part  of  our  culture.  We  may  trust  to  it  for  even  making  the 
study  of  Greek  more  prevalent  than  it  is  now.  Greek  will  come, 
I  hope,  some  day  to  be  studied  more  rationally  than  at  present; 
but  it  will  be  increasingly  studied  as  men  increasingly  feel  the 
need  in  them  for  beauty,  and  how  powerfully  Greek  art  and 
Greek  literature  can  serve  this  need.  Women  will  again  study 
Greek,  as  Lady  Jane  Grey  did;  I  believe  that  in  that  chain  of 
forts,  with  which  the  fair  host  of  the  Amazons  are  now  engird- 
ling  our  English  universities,  — I  find  that  here  in  America,  in 
colleges  like  Smith  College  in  Massachusetts,  and  Vassar  Col- 
lege in  the  State  of  New  York,  and  in  the  happy  families  of  the 
mixed  universities  out  West,  they  are  studying  it  already. 

Defuit  una  mihi  symmetria  prisca,  —  "The  antique  sym- 
metry was  the  one  thing  wanting  to  me,"  said  Leonardo  da 
Vinci;  and  he  was  an  Italian.  I  will  not  presume  to  speak  for 
the  Americans,  but  I  am  sure  that,  in  the  Englishman,  the 
want  of  this  admirable  symmetry  of  the  Greeks  is  a  thousand 
times  more  great  and  crying  than  in  any  Italian.  The  results  of 
the  want  show  themselves  most  glaringly,  perhaps,  in  our 
architecture,  but  they  show  themselves,  also,  in  all  our  art. 
Fit  details  strictly  combined,  in  view  of  a  large  general  result  nobly 
conceived;  that  is  just  the  beautiful  symmetria  prisca  of  the 
Greeks,  and  it  is  just  where  we  English  fail,  where  all  our  art 
fails.  Striking  ideas  we  have,  and  well  executed  details  we 
have;  but  that  high  symmetry  which,  with  satisfying  and  de- 
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lightful  effect,  combines  them,  we  seldom  or  never  have.  The 
glorious  beauty  of  the  Acropolis  at  Athens  did  not  come  from 
single  fine  things  stuck  about  on  that  hill,  a  statue  here,  a  gate- 
way there;  —  no,  it  arose  from  all  things  being  perfectly  com- 
bined for  a  supreme  total  effect.  What  must  not  an  Englishman 
feel  about  our  deficiencies  in  this  respect,  as  the  sense  for 
beauty,  whereof  this  symmetry  is  an  essential  element,  awak- 
ens and  strengthens  within  him!  what  will  not  one  day  be  his 
respect  and  desire  for  Greece  and  its  symmetria  prisca,  when 
the  scales  drop  from  his  eyes  as  he  walks  the  London  streets, 
and  he  sees  such  a  lesson  in  meanness  as  the  Strand,  for  in- 
stance, in  its  true  deformity!  But  here  we  are  coming  to  our 
friend  Mr.  Ruskin's  province,  and  I  will  not  intrude  upon  it, 
for  he  is  its  very  sufficient  guardian. 

And  so  we  at  last  find,  it  seems,  we  find  flowing  in  favour  of 
the  humanities  the  natural  and  necessary  stream  of  things, 
which  seemed  against  them  when  we  started.  The  "hairy 
quadruped  furnished  with  a  tail  and  pointed  ears,  probably 
arboreal  in  his  habits,"  this  good  fellow  carried  hidden  in  his 
nature,  apparently,  something  destined  to  develop  into  a  neces- 
sity for  humane  letters.  Nay,  more;  we  seem  finally  to  be  even 
led  to  the  further  conclusion  that  our  hairy  ancestor  carried  in 
his  nature,  also,  a  necessity  for  Greek. 

And  therefore,  to  say  the  truth,  I  cannot  really  think  that 
humane  letters  are  in  much  actual  danger  of  being  thrust  out 
from  their  leading  place  in  education,  in  spite  of  the  array  of 
authorities  against  them  at  this  moment.  So  long  as  human 
nature  is  what  it  is,  their  attractions  will  remain  irresistible. 
As  with  Greek,  so  with  letters  generally:  they  will  some  day 
come,  we  may  hope,  to  be  studied  more  rationally,  but  they 
will  not  lose  their  place.  What  will  happen  will  rather  be  that 
there  will  be  crowded  into  education  other  matters  besides, 
far  too  many;  there  will  be,  perhaps,  a  period  of  unsettlement 
and  confusion  and  false  tendency;  but  letters-  will  not  in  the 
end  lose  their  leading  place.  If  they  lose  it  for  a  time,  they  will 
get  it  back  again.  We  shall  be  brought  back  to  them  by  our 
wants  and  aspirations.  And  a  poor  humanist  may  possess  his 
soul  in  patience,  neither  strive  nor  cry,  admit  the  energy  and 
brilliancy  of  the  partisans  of  physical  science,  and  their  present 
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favour  with  the  public,  to  be  far  greater  than  his  own,  and  still 
have  a  happy  faith  that  the  nature  of  things  works  silently  on 
behalf  of  the  studies  which  he  loves,  and  that,  while  we  shall 
all  have  to  acquaint  ourselves  with  the  great  results  reached 
by  modern  science,  and  to  give  ourselves  as  much  training  in 
its  disciplines  as  we  can  conveniently  carry,  yet  the  majority 
of  men  will  always  require  humane  letters;  and  so  much  the 
more,  as  they  have  the  more  and  the  greater  results  of  science 
to  relate  to  the  need  in  man  for  conduct,  and  to  the  need  in  him 
for  beauty. 
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[This  essay  appeared  in  Macmillan's  Magazine  and  in  the  collection 
called  Lay  Sermons;  it  was  in  the  first  place  a  popular  address  delivered 
at  Edinburgh.  It  is  one  of  the  important  examples,  not  only  of  Huxley's 
gift  of  popular  exposition  of  scientific  subjects,  but  also  of  his  view  of  the 
philosophic  significance  of  the  new  science.  In  the  latter  portion,  neces- 
sarily abbreviated  here,  he  shows  that  his  view  of  the  physical  baSis  of 
life  led  him  to  be,  not  a  materialist  (that  is,  one  believing  that  the  laws  of 
matter  fully  account  for  all  human  experiences),  but  an  agnostic  —  his 
well-known  term  for  one  who  contents  himself  with  the  limitations  of 
scientifically  proved  knowledge.] 

IN  order  to  make  the  title  of  this  discourse  generally  intelli- 
gible, I  have  translated  the  term  "Protoplasm,"  which  is  the 
scientific  name  of  the  substance  of  which  I  am  about  to  speak, 
by  the  words  "the  physical  basis  of  life."  I  suppose  that,  to 
many,  the  idea  that  there  is  such  a  thing  as  a  physical  basis,  or 
matter,  of  life  may  be  novel  —  so  widely  spread  is  the  concep- 
tion of  life  as  a  something  which  works  through  matter,  but  is 
independent  of  it;  and  even  those  who  are  aware  that  matter 
and  life  are  inseparably  connected,  may  not  be  prepared  for 
the  conclusion  plainly  suggested  by  the  phrase,  "the  physical 
basis  or  matter  of  life,"  that  there  is  some  one  kind  of  matter 
which  is  common  to  all  living  beings,  and  that  their  endless 
diversities  are  bound  together  by  a  physical,  as  well  as  an 
ideal,  unity.  In  fact,  when  first  apprehended,  such  a  doctrine 
as  this  appears  almost  shocking  to  common  sense. 

What,  truly,  can  seem  to  be  more  obviously  different  from 
one  another,  in  faculty,  in  form,  and  in  substance,  than  the 
various  kinds  of  living  beings?  What  community  of  faculty 
can  there  be  between  the  bright-coloured  lichen,  which  so 
nearly  resembles  a  mere  mineral  incrustation  of  the  bare  rock 
on  which  it  grows,  and  the  painter,  to  whom  it  is  instinct  with 
beauty,  or  the  botanist,  whom  it  feeds  with  knowledge? 
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Again,  think  of  the  microscopic  fungus  —  a  mere  infinitesimal 
ovoid  particle,  which  finds  space  and  duration  enough  to  mul- 
tiply into  countless  millions  in  the  body  of  a  living  fly;  and 
then  of  the  wealth  of  foliage,  the  luxuriance  of  flower  and  fruit, 
which  lies  between  this  bald  sketch  of  a  plant  and  the  giant 
pine  of  California,  towering  to  the  dimensions  of  a  cathedral 
spire,  or  the  Indian  fig,  which  covers  acres  with  its  profound 
shadow,  and  endures  while  nations  and  empires  come  and  go 
around  its  vast  circumference.  Or,  turning  to  the  other  half  of 
the  world  of  life,  picture  to  yourselves  the  great  Finner  whale, 
hugest  of  beasts  that  live,  or  have  lived,  disporting  his  eighty 
or  ninety  feet  of  bone,  muscle  and  blubber,  with  easy  roll, 
among  waves  in  which  the  stoutest  ship  that  ever  left  dockyard 
would  flounder  hopelessly;  and  contrast  him  with  the  invis- 
ible animalcules —  mere  gelatinous  specks,  multitudes  of  which 
could,  in  fact,  dance  upon  the  point  of  a  needle  with  the  same 
ease  as  the  angels  of  the  Schoolmen  could,  in  imagination. 
With  these  images  before  your  minds,  you  may  well  ask,  what 
community  of  form,  or  structure,  is  there  between  the  animal- 
cule and  the  whale;  or  between  the  fungus  and  the  fig-tree? 
And,  a  fortiori,1  between  all  four? 

Finally,  if  we  regard  substance,  or  material  composition, 
what  hidden  bond  can  connect  the  flower  which  a  girl  wears 
in  her  hair  and  the  blood  which  courses  through  her  youth- 
ful veins;  or,  what  is  there  in  common  between  the  dense 
and  resisting  mass  of  the  oak,  or  the  strong  fabric  of  the  tor- 
toise, and  'those  broad  disks  of  glassy  jelly  which  may  be  seen 
pulsating^  through  the  waters  of  a  calm  sea,  but  which  drain 
away  to  mere  films  in  the  hand  which  raises  them  out  of  their 
element? 

Such  objections  as  these  must,  I  think,  arise  in  the  mind  of 
every  one  who  ponders,  for  the  first  time,  upon  the  conception 
of  a  single  physical  basis  of  life  underlying  all  the  diversities  of 
vital  existence ;  but  I  propose  to  demonstrate  to  you  that,  not- 
withstanding these  apparent  difficulties,  a  threefold  unity  — 
namely,  a  unity  of  power  or  faculty,  a  unity  of  form,  and  a 
unity  of  substantial  composition  —  does  pervade  the  whole 
living  world. 

1  So  much  the  more. 


ON  THE  PHYSICAL  BASIS  OF  LIFE         571 

No  very  abstruse  argumentation  is  needed,  in  the  first  place, 
to  prove  that  the  powers,  or  faculties,  of  all  kinds  of  living 
matter,  diverse  as  they  may  be  in  degree,  are  substantially 
similar  in  kind. 

Goethe  has  condensed  a  survey  of  all  powers  of  mankind 
into  the  well-known  epigram:  — 

"  Warum  treibt  sich  das  Volk  so  und  schreit?  Es  will  sich  ernahren, 
Kinder  zeugen,  und  die  nahren  so  gut  es  vermag. 

Weiter  bringt  es  kein  Mensch,  stell'  er  sich  wie  er  auch  will."1 

In  physiological  language  this  means,  that  all  the  multifa- 
rious and  complicated  activities  of  man  are  comprehensible 
under  three  categories.  Either  they  are  immediately  directed 
towards  the  maintenance  and  development  of  the  body,  or  they 
effect  transitory  changes  in  the  relative  positions  of  parts  of 
the  body,  or  they  tend  towards  the  continuance  of  the  species. 
Even  those  manifestations  of  intellect,  of  feeling,  and  of  will, 
which  we  rightly  name  the  higher  faculties,  are  not  excluded 
from  this  classification,  inasmuch  as  to  every  one  but  the  sub- 
ject of  them,  they  are  known  only  as  transitory  changes  in  the 
relative  positions  of  parts  of  the  body.  Speech,  gesture,  and 
every  other  form  of  human  action  are,  in  the  long  run,  resolv- 
able into  muscular  contraction,  and  muscular  contraction  is  but 
a  transitory  change  in  the  relative  positions  of  the  parts  of  a 
muscle.  But  the  scheme  which  is  large  enough  to  embrace  the 
activities  of  the  highest  form  of  life,  covers  all  those  of  the 
lower  creatures.  The  lowest  plant,  or  animalcule,  feeds,  grows, 
md  reproduces  its  kind.  In  addition,  all  animals  manifesx 
chose  transitory  changes  of  form  which  we  class  under  irritabil- 
ity and  contractility;  and  it  is  more  than  probable  that  when 
the  vegetable  world  is  thoroughly  explored,  we  shall  find  all 
plants  in  possession  of  the  same  powers,  at  one  time  or  other 
of  their  existence. 

I  am  not  now  alluding  to  such  phenomena,  at  once  rare  and 
conspicuous,  as  those  exhibited  by  the  leaflets  of  the  sensitive 
plants,  or  the  stamens  of  the  barberry,  but  to  much  more 

1  "Why  does  the  mass  of  people  so  push  and  shout?  They  wish  to  acquire  a  living, 
bring  forth  children,  and  nurture  them  as  well  as  they  can.  .  .  .  No  man  can  go  further, 
let  him  imafrine  what  he  will."  (From  the  Venetian  Epigrams.) 
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widely  spread,  and  at  the  same  time,  more  subtle  and  hidden, 
manifestations  of  vegetable  contractility.  You  are  doubtless 
aware  that  the  common  nettle  owes  its  stinging  property  to 
the  innumerable  stiff  and  needle-like,  though  exquisitely  deli- 
cate, hairs  which  cover  its  surface.  Each  stinging-needle  tapers 
from  a  broad  base  to  a  slender  summit,  which,  though  rounded 
at  the  end,  is  of  such  microscopic  fineness  that  it  readily  pene- 
trates, and  breaks  off  in,  the  skin.  The  whole  hair  consists  of 
a  very  delicate  outer  case  of  wood,  closely  applied  to  the  inner 
surface  of  which  is  a  layer  of  semifluid  matter,  full  of  innum- 
erable granules  of  extreme  minuteness.  This  semifluid  lining 
is  protoplasm,  which  thus  constitutes  a  kind  of  bag,  full  of  a 
limpid  liquid,  and  roughly  corresponding  in  form  with  the 
interior  of  the  hair  which  it  fills.  When  viewed  with  a  suffi- 
ciently high  magnifying  power,  the  protoplasmic  layer  of  the 
nettle  hair  is  seen  to  be  in  a  condition  of  unceasing  activity. 
Local  contractions  of  the  whole  thickness  of  its  substance  pass 
slowly  and  gradually  from  point  to  point,  and  give  rise  to  the 
appearance  of  progressive  waves,  just  as  the  bending  of  suc- 
cessive stalks  of  corn  by  a  breeze  produces  the  apparent  billows 
of  a  cornfield. 

But,  in  addition  to  these  movements,  and  independently  of 
them,  the  granules  are  driven,  in  relatively  rapid  streams, 
through  channels  in  the  protoplasm  which  seem  to  have  a  con- 
siderable amount  of  persistence.  Most  commonly,  the  currents 
in  adjacent  parts  of  the  protoplasm  take  similar  directions; 
and  thus  there  is  a  general  stream  up  one  side  of  the  hair  and 
down  the  other.  But  this  does  not  prevent  the  existence  of 
partial  currents  which  take  different  routes;  and  sometimes 
trains  of  granules  may  be  seen  coursing  swiftly  in  opposite  di 
rections  within  a  twenty- thousandth  of  an  inch  of  one  another; 
while,  occasionally,  opposite  streams  come  into  direct  collision, 
and,  after  a  longer  or  shorter  struggle,  one  predominates.  The 
cause  of  these  currents  seems  to  lie  in  contractions  of  the  pro- 
toplasm which  bounds  the  channels  in  which  they  flow,  but 
which  are  so  minute  that  the  best  microscopes  show  only  their 
effects,  and  not  themselves. 

The  spectacle  afforded  by  the  wonderful  energies  prisoned 
within  the  compass  of  the  microscopic  hair  of  a  plant,  which  we 
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commonly  regard  as  a  merely  passive  organism,  is  not  easily 
forgotten  by  one  who  has  watched  its  display,  continued  hour 
after  hour,  without  pause  or  sign  of  weakening.  The  possible 
complexity  of  many  other  organic  forms,  seemingly  as  simple 
as  the  protoplasm  of  the  nettle,  dawns  upon  one;  and  the  com- 
parison of  such  a  protoplasm  to  a  body  with  an  internal  circu- 
lation, which  has  been  put  forward  by  an  eminent  physiologist, 
loses  much  of  its  startling  character.  Currents  similar  to  those 
of  the  hairs  of  the  nettle  have  been  observed  in  a  great  multi- 
tude of  very  different  plants,  and  weighty  authorities  have 
suggested  that  they  probably  occur,  in  more  or  less  perfec- 
tionTin  all  young  vegetable  cells.  If  such  be  the  case,  the 
wonderful  noonday  silence  of  a  tropical  forest  is,  after  all, 
due  only  to  the  dulness  of  our  hearing;  and  could  our  ears 
catch  the  murmur  of  these  tiny  Maelstroms,  as  they  whirl 
in  the  innumerable  myriads  of  living  cells  which  constitute 
each  tree,  we  should  be  stunned,  as  with  the  roar  of  a  great 
city. 

Among  the  lower  plants,  it  is  the  rule  rather  than  the  excep- 
tion, that  contractility  should  be  still  more  openly  manifested 
at  some  periods  of  their  existence.  The  protoplasm  of  A  Iga  and 
Fungi  becomes,  under  many  circumstances,  partially,  or  com- 
pletely, freed  from  its  woody  case,  and  exhibits  movements 
of  its  whole  mass,  or  is  propelled  by  the  contractility  of  one  or 
more  hair-like  prolongations  of  its  body,  which  are  called 
vibratile  cilia.  And,  so  far  as  the  conditions  of  the  manifesta- 
tion of  the  phenomena  of  contractility  have  yet  been  studied, 
they  are  the  same  for  the  plant  as  for  the  animal.  Heat  and 
electric  shocks  influence  both,  and  in  the  same  way,  though  it 
may  be  in  different  degrees.  It  is  by  no  means  my  intention  to 
suggest  that  there  is  no  difference  in  faculty  between  the  lowest 
plant  and  the  highest,  or  between  plants  and  animals.  But  the 
difference  between  the  powers  of  the  lowest  plant,  or  animal, 
and  those  of  the  highest,  is  one  of  degree,  not  of  kind,  and  de- 
pends, as  Milne-Edwards  long  ago  so  well  pointed  out,  upon 
the  extent  to  which  the  principle  of  the  division  of  labour  is 
carried  out  in  the  living  economy.  In  the  lowest  organism  all 
parts  are  competent  to  perform  all  functions,  and  one  and  the 
same  portion  of  protoplasm  may  successfully  take  on  the  f  unc- 
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tion  of  feeding,  moving,  or  reproducing  apparatus.  In  the 
highest,  on  the  contrary,  a  great  number  of  parts  combine  to 
perform  each  function,  each  part  doing  its  allotted  share  of  the 
work  with  great  accuracy  and  efficiency,  but  being  useless  for 
any  other  purpose. 

On  the  other  hand,  notwithstanding  all  the  fundamental 
resemblances  which  exist  between  the  powers  of  the  proto- 
plasm in  plants  and  in  animals,  they  present  a  striking  differ- 
ence (to  which  I  shall  advert  more  at  length  presently),  in  the 
fact  that  plants  can  manufacture  fresh  protoplasm  out  of 
mineral  compounds,  whereas  animals  are  obliged  to  procure  it 
ready  made,  and  hence,  in  the  long  run,  depend  upon  plants. 
Upon  what  condition  this  difference  in  the  powers  of  the  two 
great  divisions  of  the  world  of  life  depends,  nothing  is  at  pres- 
ent known. 

With  such  qualifications  as  arise  out  of  the  last-mentioned 
fact,  it  may  be  truly  said  that  the  acts  of  all  living  things 
are  fundamentally  one.  Is  any  such  unity  predicable  of  their 
forms?  Let  us  seek  in  easily  verified  facts  for  a  reply  to  this 
question.  If  a  drop  of  blood  be  drawn  by  pricking  one's  finger, 
and  viewed  with  proper  precautions,  and  under  a  sufficiently 
high  microscopic  power,  there  will  be  seen,  among  the  innumer- 
able multitude  of  little,  circular,  discoidal  bodies,  or  corpuscles, 
which  float  in  it  and  give  it  its  colour,  a  comparatively  small 
number  of  colourless  corpuscles,  of  somewhat  larger  size  and 
very  irregular  shape.  If  the  drop  of  blood  be  kept  at  the  tem- 
perature of  the  body,  these  colourless  corpuscles  will  be  seen 
to  exhibit  a  marvellous  activity,  changing  their  forms  with 
great  rapidity,  drawing  in  and  thrusting  out  prolongations  of 
their  substance,  and  creeping  about  as  if  they  were  independent 
organisms. 

The  substance  which  is  thus  active  is  a  mass  of  protoplasm, 
and  its  activity  differs  in  detail,  rather  than  in  principle,  from 
that  of  the  protoplasm  of  the  nettle.  Under  sundry  circum- 
stances the  corpuscle  dies  and  becomes  distended  into  a  round 
mass,  in  the  midst  of  which  is  seen  a  smaller  spherical  body, 
which  existed,  but  was  more  or  less  hidden,  in  the  living  cor- 
puscle, and  is  called  its  nucleus.  Corpuscles  of  essentially 
similar  structure  are  to  be  found  in  the  skin,  in  the  lining  of 
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the  mouth,  and  scattered  through  the  whole  framework  of 
the  body.  Nay,  more;  in  the  earliest  condition  of  the  human 
organism,  in  that  state  in  which  it  has  but  just  become  dis- 
tinguishable from  the  egg  in  which  it  arises,  it  is  nothing  but 
an  aggregation  of  such  corpuscles,  and  every  organ  of  the  body 
was,  once,  no  more  than  such  an  aggregation. 

Thus  a  nucleated  mass  of  protoplasm  turns  out  to  be  what 
may  be  termed  the  structural  unit  of  the  human  body.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  the  body,  in  its  earliest  state,  is  a  mere  multiple 
of  such  units;  and  in  its  perfect  condition,  it  is  a  multiple  of 
such  units,  variously  modified. 

But  does  the  formula  which  expresses  the  essential  struc- 
tural character  of  the  highest  animal  cover  all  the  rest,  as  the 
statement  of  its  powers  and  faculties  covered  that  of  all  others? 
Very  nearly.  Beast  and  fowl,  reptile  and  fish,  mollusk,  worm, 
and  polyp,  are  all  composed  of  structural  units  of  the  same 
character,  namely,  masses  of  protoplasm  with  a  nucleus. 
There  are  sundry  very  low  animals,  each  of  which,  structur- 
ally, is  a  mere  colourless  blood-corpuscle,  leading  an  independ- 
ent life.  But,  at  the  very  bottom  of  the  animal  scale,  even 
this  simplicity  becomes  simplified,  and  all  the  phenomena  of 
life  are  manifested  by  a  particle  of  protoplasm  without  a  nu- 
cleus. Nor  are  such  organisms  insignificant  by  reason  of  their 
want  of  complexity.  It  is  a  fair  question  whether  the  proto- 
plasm of  those  simplest  forms  of  life  which  people  an  immense 
extent  of  the  bottom  of  the  sea,  would  not  outweigh  that  of  all 
the  higher  living  beings  which  inhabit  the  land  put  together. 
And  in  ancient  times,  no  less  than  at  the  present  day,  such 
living  beings  as  these  have  been  the  greatest  of  rock  builders. 

What  has  been  said  of  the  animal  world  is  no  less  true  of 
plants.  Imbedded  in  the  protoplasm  at  the  broad,  or  attached, 
end  of  the  nettle  hair,  there  lies  a  spheroidal  nucleus.  Careful 
examination  further  proves  that  the  whole  substance  of  the 
nettle  is  made  up  of  a  repetition  of  such  masses  of  nucleated 
protoplasm,  each  contained  in  a  wooden  case,  which  is  modi- 
fied in  form,  sometimes  into  a  woody  fibre,  sometimes  into  a 
duct  or  spiral  vessel,  sometimes  into  a  pollen  grain,  or  an  ovule. 
Traced  back  to  its  earliest  state,  the  nettle  arises  as  the  man 
does,  in  a  particle  of  nucleated  protoplasm.  And  in  the  lowest 
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plants,  as  in  the  lowest  animals,  a  single  mass  of  such  proto- 
plasm may  constitute  the  whole  plant,  or  the  protoplasm  may 
exist  without  a  nucleus. 

Under  these  circumstances,  it  may  well  be  asked,  how  is  one 
mass  of  non-nucleated  protoplasm  to  be  distinguished  from 
another?  why  call  one  " plant"  and  the  other  " animal"? 

The  only  reply  is  that,  so  far  as  form  is  concerned,  plants 
and  animals  are  not  separable,  and  that,  in  many  cases,  it  is  a 
mere  matter  of  convention  whether  we  call  a  given  organism 
an  animal  or  a  plant.  There  is  a  living  body  called  Mthalium 
septicum,  which  appears  upon  decaying  vegetable  substances, 
and,  in  one  of  its  forms,  is  common  upon  the  surfaces  of  tan- 
pits.  In  this  condition  it  is,  to  all  intents  and  purposes,  a 
fungus,  and  formerly  was  always  regarded  as  such;  but  the 
remarkable  investigations  of  De  Bary  have  shown  that,  in 
another  condition,  the  Mthalium  is  an  actively  locomotive  crea- 
ture, and  takes  in  solid  matters,  upon  which,  apparently,  it 
feeds,  thus  exhibiting  the  most  characteristic  feature  of  animal- 
ity.  Is  this  a  plant;  or  is  it  an  animal?  Is  it  both;  or  is  it  nei- 
ther? Some  decide  in  favour  of  the  last  supposition,  and  estab- 
lish an  intermediate  kingdom,  a  sort  of  biological  No  Man's 
Land  for  all  these  questionable  forms.  But,  as  it  is  admittedly 
impossible  to  draw  any  distinct  boundary  line  between  this  no 
man's  land  and  the  vegetable  world  on  the  one  hand,  or  the 
animal,  on  the  other,  it  appears  to  me  that  this  proceeding 
merely  doubles  the  difficulty  which  before  was  single. 

Protoplasm,  simple  or  nucleated,  is  the  formal  basis  of  all 
life.  It  is  the  clay  of  the  potter :  which,  bake  it  and  paint  it  as  he 
will,  remains  clay,  separated  by  artifice,  and  not  by  nature, 
from  the  commonest  brick  or  sun-dried  clod. 

Thus  it  becomes  clear  that  all  living  powers  are  cognate,  and 
that  all  living  forms  are  fundamentally  of  one  character.  The 
researches  of  the  chemist  have  revealed  a  no  less  striking  uni- 
formity of  material  composition  in  living  matter. 

In  perfect  strictness,  it  is  true  that  chemical  investigation 
can  tell  us  little  or  nothing,  directly,  of  the  composition  of  liv- 
ing matter,  inasmuch  as  such  matter  must  needs  die  in  the  act 
of  analysis,  —  and  upon  this  very  obvious  ground,  objections, 
which  I  confess  seem  to  me  to  be  somewhat  frivolous,  have 
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been  raised  to  the  drawing  of  any  conclusions  whatever  re- 
specting the  composition  of  actually  living  matter,  from  that  of 
the  dead  matter  of  life,  which  alone  is  accessible  to  us.  But 
objectors  of  this  class  do  not  seem  to  reflect  that  it  is  also,  in 
strictness,  true  that  we  know  nothing  about  the  composition 
of  any  body  whatever,  as  it  is.  The  statement  that  a  crystal  of 
calc-spar  consists  of  carbonate  of  lime,  is  quite  true,  if  we  only 
mean  that,  by  appropriate  processes,  it  may  be  resolved  into 
carbonic  acid  and  quicklime.  If  you  pass  the  same  carbonic 
acid  over  the  very  quicklime  thus  obtained,  you  will  obtain 
carbonate  of  lime  again;  but  it  will  not  be  calc-spar,  nor  any- 
thing like  it.  Can  it,  therefore,  be  said  that  chemical  analysis 
teaches  nothing  about  the  chemical  composition  of  calc-spar? 
Such  a  statement  would  be  absurd;  but  it  is  hardly  more  so 
than  the  talk  one  occasionally  hears  about  the  uselessness  of 
applying  the  results  of  chemical  analysis  to  the  living  bodies 
which  have  yielded  them. 

One  fact,  at  any  rate,  is  out  of  reach  of  such  refinements,  and 
this  is,  that  all  the  forms  of  protoplasm  which  have  yet  been 
examined  contain  the  four  elements,  carbon,  hydrogen,  oxygen, 
and  nitrogen,  in  very  complex  union,  and  that  they  behave 
similarly  towards  several  reagents.  To  this  complex  combina- 
tion, the  nature  of  which  has  never  been  determined  with  ex- 
actness, the  name  of  Protein  has  been  applied.  And  if  we  use 
this  term  with  such  caution  as  may  properly  arise  out  of  our 
comparative  ignorance  of  the  things  for  which  it  stands,  it  may 
be  truly  said  that  all  protoplasm  is  proteinaceous;  or,  as  the 
white,  or  albumen,  of  an  egg  is  one  of  the  commonest  exam- 
ples of  a  nearly  pure  protein  matter,  we  may  say  that  all  living 
matter  is  more  or  less  albuminoid. 

Perhaps  it  would  not  yet  be  safe  to  say  that  all  forms  of  pro- 
toplasm are  affected  by  the  direct  action  of  electric  shocks;  and 
yet  the  number  of  cases  in  which  the  contraction  of  proto- 
plasm is  shown  to  be  affected  by  this  agency  increases  every 
day. 

Nor  can  it  be  affirmed  with  perfect  confidence,  that  all  forms 
of  protoplasm  are  liable  to  undergo  that  peculiar  coagulation 
at  a  temperature  of  40°- 50°  centigrade,  which  has  been 
called  "heat-stiffening,"  though  Kuhne's  beautiful  researches 
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have  proved  this  occurrence  to  take  place  in  so  many  and  such 
diverse  living  beings,  that  it  is  hardly  rash  to  expect  that  the 
law  holds  good  for  all. 

Enough  has,  perhaps,  been  said  to  prove  the  existence  of  a 
general  uniformity  in  the  character  of  the  protoplasm,  or 
physical  basis,  of  life,  in  whatever  group  of  living  beings  it 
may  be  studied.  But  it  will  be  understood  that  this  general 
uniformity  by  no  means  excludes  any  amount  of  special  modi- 
£cations  of  the  fundamental  substance.  The  mineral,  carbon- 
ate of  lime,  assumes  an  immense  diversity  of  characters,  though 
no  one  doubts  that,  under  all  these  Protean  changes,  it  is  one 
and  the  same  thing. 

And  now,  what  is  the  ultimate  fate,  and  what  the  origin,  of 
the  matter  of  life? 

Is  it,  as  some  of  the  older  naturalists  supposed,  diffused 
throughout  the  universe  in  molecules,  which  are  indestructible 
and  unchangeable  in  themselves,  but,  in  endless  transmigration, 
unite  in  innumerable  permutations,  into  the  diversified  forms 
of  life  we  know?  Or,  is  the  matter  of  life  composed  of  ordinary 
matter,  differing  from  it  only  in  the  manner  in  which  its  atoms 
are  aggregated?  Is  it  built  up  of  ordinary  matter,  and  again 
resolved  into  ordinary  matter  when  its  work  is  done? 

Modern  science  does  not  hesitate  a  moment  between  these 
alternatives.  Physiology  writes  over  the  portals  of  life  — 

"  Debemur  morti  nos  nostraque,"  1 

with  a  profounder  meaning  than  the  Roman  poet  attached  to 
that  melancholy  line.  Under  whatever  disguise  it  takes  refuge, 
whether  fungus  or  oak,  worm  or  man,  the  living  protoplasm  not 
only  ultimately  dies  and  is  resolved  into  its  mineral  and  lifeless 
constituents,  but  is  always  dying,  and,  strange  as  the  paradox 
may  sound,  could  not  live  unless  it  died. 

In  the  wonderful  story  of  the  Peau  de  Chagrin,2  the  hero 
becomes  possessed  of  a  magical  wild  ass's  skin,  which  yields 
him  the  means  of  gratifying  all  his  wishes.  But  its  surface 
represents  the  duration  of  the  proprietor's  life;  and  for  every 

1  "Ourselves  and  what  we  have  to  death  are  due."   (Horace.) 

2  The  Wild  Ass's  Skin,  by  Balzac. 
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satisfied  desire  the  skin  shrinks  in  proportion  to  the  intensity  of 
fruition,  until  at  length  life,  and  the  last  handbreadth  of  the 
peau  de  chagrin,  disappear  with  the  gratification  of  a  last  wish 

Balzac's  studies  had  led  him  over  a  wide  range  of  thought 
and  speculation,  and  his  shadowing  forth  of  physiological  truth 
in  this  strange  story  may  have  been  intentional.  At  any  rate, 
the  matter  of  life  is  a  veritable  peau  de  chagrin,  and  for  every 
vital  act  it  is  somewhat  the  smaller.  All  work  implies  waste, 
and  the  work  of  life  results,  directly  or  indirectly,  in  the  waste 
of  protoplasm. 

Every  word  uttered  by  a  speaker  costs  him  some  physical 
loss;  and,  in  the  strictest  sense,  he  burns  that  others  may  have 
light  —  so  much  eloquence,  so  much  of  his  body  resolved  into 
carbonic  acid,  water,  and  urea.  It  is  clear  that  this  process  of 
expenditure  cannot  go  on  for  ever.  But,  happily,  the  proto- 
plasmic peau  de  chagrin  differs  from  Balzac's  in  its  capacity 
of  being  repaired,  and  brought  back  to  its  full  size,  after  every 
exertion. 

For  example,  this  present  lecture,  whatever  its  intellectual 
worth  to  you,  has  a  certain  physical  value  to  me,  which  is, 
conceivably,  expressible  by  the  number  of  grains  of  protoplasm 
and  other  bodily  substance  wasted  in  maintaining  my  vital 
processes  during  its  delivery.  My  peau  de  chagrin  will  be  dis- 
tinctly smaller  at  the  end  of  the  discourse  than  it  was  at  the  be- 
ginning. By  and  by,  I  shall  probably  have  recourse  to  the  sub- 
stance commonly  called  mutton,  for  the  purpose  of  stretching 
it  back  to  its  original  size.  Now  this  mutton  was  once  the  liv- 
ing protoplasm,  more  or  less  modified,  of  another  animal  —  a 
sheep.  As  I  shall  eat  it,  it  is  the  same  matter  altered,  not  only 
by  death,  but  by  exposure  to  sundry  artificial  operations  in  the 
process  of  cooking. 

But  these  changes,  whatever  be  their  extent,  have  not  rend- 
ered it  incompetent  to  resume  its  old  functions  as  matter  of 
life.  A  singular  inward  laboratory,  which  I  possess,  will  dis- 
solve a  certain  portion  of  the  modified  protoplasm;  the  solution 
so  formed  will  pass  into  my  veins;  and  the  subtle  influences  to 
which  it  will  then  be  subjected  will  convert  the  dead  proto- 
plasm into  living  protoplasm,  and  transubstantiate  sheep  into 
man. 
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Nor  is  this  all.  If  digestion  were  a  thing  to  be  trifled  with, 
I  might  sup  upon  lobster,  and  the  matter  of  life  of  the  crus- 
tacean would  undergo  the  same  wonderful  metamorphosis  into 
humanity.  And  were  I  to  return  to  my  own  place  by  sea,  and 
undergo  shipwreck,  the  crustacean  might,  and  probably  would, 
return  the  compliment,  and  demonstrate  our  common  nature 
by  turning  my  protoplasm  into  living  lobster.  Or,  if  nothing 
better  were  to  be  had,  I  might  supply  my  wants  with  mere 
bread,  and  I  should  find  the  protoplasm  of  the  wheat-plant  to 
be  convertible  into  man,  with  no  more  trouble  than  that  of 
the  sheep,  and  with  far  less,  I  fancy,  than  that  of  the  lobster. 

Hence  it  appears  to  be  a  matter  of  no  great  moment  what 
animal,  or  what  plant,  I  lay  under  contribution  for  protoplasm, 
and  the  fact  speaks  volumes  for  the  general  identity  of  that 
substance  in  all  living  beings.  I  share  this  catholicity  of  assim- 
ilation with  other  animals,  all  of  which,  so  far  as  we  know, 
could  thrive  equally  well  on  the  protoplasm  of  any  of  their  fel- 
lows, or  of  any  plant;  but  here  the  assimilative  powers  of  the 
animal  world  cease.  A  solution  of  smelling-salts  in  water,  with 
an  infinitesimal  proportion  of  some  other  saline  matters,  con- 
tains all  the  elementary  bodies  which  enter  into  the  composi- 
tion of  protoplasm ;  but,  as  I  need  hardly  say,  a  hogshead  of  that 
fluid  would  not  keep  a  hungry  man  from  starving,  nor  would 
it  save  any  animal  whatever  from  a  like  fate.  An  animal  can- 
not make  protoplasm,  but  must  take  it  ready-made  from  some 
other  animal,  or  some  plant  —  the  animal's  highest  feat  of 
constructive  chemistry  being  to  convert  dead  protoplasm  into 
that  living  matter  of  life  which  is  appropriate  to  itself. 

Therefore,  in  seeking  for  the  origin  of  protoplasm,  we  must 
eventually  turn  to  the  vegetable  world.  A  fluid  containing 
carbonic  acid,  water,  and  nitrogenous  salts,  which  offers  such 
a  Barmecide  feast l  to  the  animal,  is  a  table  richly  spread  to 
multitudes  of  plants;  and,  with  a  due  supply  of  only  such  ma- 
terials, many  a  plant  will  not  only  maintain  itself  in  vigour, 
but  grow  and  multiply  until  it  has  increased  a  million-fold,  or 
a  million  million-fold,  the  quantity  of  protoplasm  which  it 
originally  possessed;  in  this  way  building  up  the  matter  of  life, 

1  A  mock  feast,  of  empty  dishes  (from  the  story  of  the  Barmecide  family  in  the 
Arabian  Nights). 
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to  an  indefinite  extent,  from  the  common  matter  of  the  uni- 
verse. 

Thus  the  animal  can  only  raise  the  complex  substance  of 
dead  protoplasm  to  the  higher  power,  as  one  may  say,  of  living 
protoplasm;  while  the  plant  can  raise  the  less  complex  sub- 
stances —  carbonic  acid,  water,  and  nitrogenous  salts  —  to 
the  same  stage  of  living  protoplasm,  if  not  to  the  same  level. 
But  the  plant  also  has  its  limitations.  Some  of  the  fungi,  for 
example,  appear  to  need  higher  compounds  to  start  with;  and 
no  known  plant  can  live  upon  the  uncompounded  elements  of 
protoplasm.  A  plant  supplied  with  pure  carbon,  hydrogen, 
oxygen,  and  nitrogen,  phosphorus,  sulphur,  and  the  like,  would 
as  infallibly  die  as  the  animal  in  his  bath  of  smelling-salts, 
though  it  would  be  surrounded  by  all  the  constituents  of  proto- 
plasm. Nor,  indeed,  need  the  process  of  simplification  of  vege- 
table food  be  carried  so  far  as  this,  in  order  to  arrive  at  the  limit 
of  the  plant's  thaumaturgy.1  Let  water,  carbonic  acid,  and  all 
the  other  needful  constituents  be  supplied  except  nitrogenous 
salts,  and  an  ordinary  plant  will  still  be  unable  to  manufacture 
protoplasm. 

Thus  the  matter  of  life,  so  far  as  we  know  it  (and  we  have 
no  right  to  speculate  on  any  other),  breaks  up,  in  consequence 
of  that  continual  death  which  is  the  condition  of  its  manifesting 
vitality,  into  carbonic  acid,  water,  and  nitrogenous  compounds, 
which  certainly  possess  no  properties  but  those  of  ordinary 
matter.  And  out  of  these  same  forms  of  ordinary  matter,  and 
from  none  which  are  simpler,  the  vegetable  world  builds  up  all 
the  protoplasm  which  keeps  the  animal  world  a-going.  Plants 
are  the  accumulators  of  the  power  which  animals  distribute 
and  disperse. 

But  it  will  be  observed  that  the  existence  of  the  matter  of 
life  depends  on  the  pre-existence  of  certain  compounds;  namely, 
carbonic  acid,  water,  and  certain  nitrogenous  bodies.  With- 
draw any  one  of  these  three  from  the  world,  and  all  vital  phe- 
nomena come  to  an  end.  They  are  as  necessary  to  the  proto- 
plasm of  the  plant,  as  the  protoplasm  of  the  plant  is  to  that  of 
the  animal.  Carbon,  hydrogen,  oxygen,  and  nitrogen  are  all  life- 
less bodies.  Of  these,  carbon  and  oxygen  unite  in  certain  pro- 

1  Wonder-working. 
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portions  and  under  certain  conditions,  to  give  rise  to  carbonic 
acid;  hydrogen  and  oxygen  produce  water;  nitrogen  and  other 
elements  give  rise  to  nitrogenous  salts.  These  new  compounds, 
like  the  elementary  bodies  of  which  they  are  composed,  are 
lifeless.  But  when  they  are  brought  together,  under  certain 
conditions,  they  give  rise  to  the  still  more  complex  body,  pro- 
toplasm, and  this  protoplasm  exhibits  the  phenomena  of  life. 

I  see  no  break  in  this  series  of  steps  in  molecular  complica- 
tion, and  I  am  unable  to  understand  why  the  language  which 
is  applicable  to  any  one  term  of  the  series  may  not  be  used  to 
any  of  the  others.  We  think  fit  to  call  different  kinds  of  matter 
carbon,  oxygen,  hydrogen,  and  nitrogen,  and  to  speak  of  the 
various  powers  and  activities  of  these  substances  as  the  prop- 
erties of  the  matter  of  which  they  are  composed. 

When  hydrogen  and  oxygen  are  mixed  in  a  certain  propor- 
tion, and  an  electric  spark  is  passed  through  them,  they  disap- 
pear, and  a  quantity  of  water,  equal  in  weight  to  the  sum  of 
their  weights,  appears  in  their  place.  There  is  not  the  slightest 
parity  between  the  passive  and  active  powers  of  the  water  and 
those  of  the  oxygen  and  hydrogen  which  have  given  rise  to  it. 
At  32°  Fahrenheit,  and  far  below  that  temperature,  oxygen 
and  hydrogen  are  elastic  gaseous  bodies,  whose  particles  tend 
to  rush  away  from  one  another  with  great  force.  Water,  at 
the  same  temperature,  is  a  strong  though  brittle  solid  whose 
particles  tend  to  cohere  into  definite  geometrical  shapes,  and 
sometimes  build  up  frosty  imitations  of  the  most  complex 
forms  of  vegetable  foliage. 

Nevertheless  we  call  these,  and  many  other  strange  phenom- 
ena, the  properties  of  the  water,  and  we  do  not  hesitate  to  be- 
lieve that,  in  some  way  or  another,  they  result  from  the  proper 
ties  of  the  component  elements  of  the  water.  We  do  not  assume 
that  a  something  called  "  aquosity  "  entered  into  and  took  pos- 
session of  the  oxidated  hydrogen  as  soon  as  it  was  formed,  and 
then  guided  the  aqueous  particles  to  their  places  in  the  facets 
of  the  crystal,  or  amongst  the  leaflets  of  the  hoar-frost.  On  the 
contrary,  we  live  in  the  hope  and  in  the  faith  that,  by  the  ad- 
vance of  molecular  physics,  we  shall  by  and  by  be  able  to  see 
our  way  as  clearly  from  the  constituents  of  water  to  the  prop- 
erties of  water,  as  we  are  now  able  to  deduce  the  operations  of 
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a  watch  from  the  form  of  its  parts  and  the  manner  in  which 
they  are  put  together. 

Is  the  case  in  any  way  changed  when  carbonic  acid,  water, 
and  nitrogenous  salts  disappear,  and  in  their  place,  under  the 
influence  of  pre-existing  living  protoplasm,  an  equivalent 
weight  of  the  matter  of  life  makes  its  appearance? 

It  is  true  that  there  is  no  sort  of  parity  between  the  proper- 
ties of  the  components  and  the  properties  of  the  resultant,  but 
neither  was  there  in  the  case  of  the  water.  It  is  also  true  that 
what  I  have  spoken  of  as  the  influence  of  pre-existing  living 
matter  is  something  quite  unintelligible;  but  does  anybody 
quite  comprehend  the  modus  operandi  of  an  electric  spark, 
which  traverses  a  mixture  of  oxygen  and  hydrogen? 

What  justification  is  there,  then,  for  the  assumption  of  the 
existence  in  the  living  matter  of  a  something  which  has  no 
representative,  or  correlative,  in  the  not  living  matter  which 
gave  rise  to  it?  What  better  philosophical  status  has  "vital- 
ity" than"  aquosity"?  And  why  should  "vitality  "hope  for  a 
better  fate  than  the  other  "itys"  which  have  disappeared  since 
Martinus  Scriblerus  l  accounted  for  the  operation  of  the  meat- 
jack  by  its  inherent  "meat-roasting  quality,"  and  scorned  the 
"materialism"  of  those  who  explained  the  turning  of  the  spit 
by  a  certain  mechanism  worked  by  the  draught  of  the  chim- 
ney. 

If  scientific  language  is  to  possess  a  definite  and  constant 
signification  whenever  it  is  employed,  it  seems  to  me  that  we 
are  logically  bound  to  apply  to  the  protoplasm,  or  physical 
basis  of  life,  the  same  conceptions  as  those  which  are  held  to 
be  legitimate  elsewhere.  If  the  phenomena  exhibited  by  water 
are  its  properties,  so  are  those  presented  by  protoplasm,  living 
or  dead,  its  properties. 

If  the  properties  of  water  may  be  properly  said  to  result 
from  the  nature  and  disposition  of  its  component  molecules,  I 
can  find  no  intelligible  ground  for  refusing  to  say  that  the  prop- 
erties of  protoplasm  result  from  the  nature  and  disposition  of 
its  molecules. 

But  I  bid  you  beware  that,  in  accepting  these  conclusions, 

1  A  character  invented  by  Pope,  Swift,  and  Arbuthnot,  whose  alleged  Memoirs  (pub- 
lished 1741 )  included  various  satiric  attacks  on  the  abuses  of  learning. 
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you  are  placing  your  feet  on  the  first  rung  of  a  ladder  which,  in 
most  people's  estimation,  is  the  reverse  of  Jacob's,  and  leads  to 
the  antipodes  of  heaven.  It  may  seem  a  small  thing  to  admit 
that  the  dull  vital  actions  of  a  fungus,  or  a  foraminifer,  are  the 
properties  of  their  protoplasm,  and  are  the  direct  results  of  the 
nature  of  the  matter  of  which  they  are  composed.  But  if,  as  I 
have  endeavoured  to  prove  to  you,  their  protoplasm  is  essen- 
tially identical  with,  and  most  readily  converted  into,  that  of 
any  animal,  I  can  discover  no  logical  halting-place  between 
the  admission  that  such  is  the  case,  and  the  further  concession 
that  all  vital  action  may,  with  equal  propriety,  be  said  to  be 
the  result  of  the  molecular  forces  of  the  protoplasm  which  dis- 
plays it.  And  if  so,  it  must  be  true,  in  the  same  sense  and  to 
the  same  extent,  that  the  thoughts  to  which  I  am  now  giving 
utterance,  and  your  thoughts  regarding  them,  are  the  expres- 
sion of  molecular  changes  in  that  matter  of  life  which  is  the 
source  of  our  other  vital  phenomena. 

Past  experience  leads  me  to  be  tolerably  certain  that,  when 
the  propositions  I  have  just  placed  before  you  are  accessible 
to  public  comment  and  criticism,  they  will  be  condemned  by 
many  zealous  persons,  and  perhaps  by  some  few  of  the  wise 
and  thoughtful.  I  should  not  wonder  if  "  gross  and  brute  ma- 
terialism" were  the  mildest  phrase  applied  to  them  in  certain 
quarters.  And,  most  undoubtedly,  the  terms  of  the  proposi- 
tions are  distinctly  materialistic.  Nevertheless  two  things  are 
certain:  the  one,  that  I  hold  the  statements  to  be  substantially 
true;  the  other,  that  I,  individually,  am  no  materialist,  but, 
on  the  contrary,  believe  materialism  to  involve  grave  philo- 
sophical error.  .  .  . 

What  is  the  difference  between  the  conception  of  life  as  the 
product  of  a  certain  disposition  of  material  molecules,  and  the 
old  notion  of  an  Archaeus  1  governing  and  directing  blind  mat- 
ter within  each  living  body,  except  this  —  that  here,  as  else- 
where, matter  and  law  have  devoured  spirit  and  spontaneity? 
And  as  surely  as  every  future  grows  out  of  past  and  present, 
so  will  the  physiology  of  the  future  gradually  extend  the  realm 
of  matter  and  law  until  it  is  co-extensive  with  knowledge,  with 

1  The  vital  principle  of  animal  and  vegetable  creatures,  according  to  the  school  of 
Paracelsus. 
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feeling,  and  with  action.  The  consciousness  of  this  great  truth 
weighs  like  a  nightmare,  I  believe,  upon  many  of  the  best 
minds  of  these  days.  They  watch  what  they  conceive  to  be 
the  progress  of  materialism,  in  such  fear  and  powerless  anger 
as  a  savage  feels,  when,  during  an  eclipse,  the  great  shadow 
creeps  over  the  face  of  the  sun.  The  advancing  tide  of  matter 
threatens  to  drown  their  souls;  the  tightening  grasp  of  law 
impedes  their  freedom;  they  are  alarmed  lest  man's  moral 
nature  be  debased  by  the  increase  of  his  wisdom. 

If  the  "New  Philosophy"  be  worthy  of  the  reprobation 
with  which  it  is  visited,  I  confess  their  fears  seem  to  me  to  be 
*rell  founded.  While,  on  the  contrary,  could  David  Hume  *  be 
consulted,  I  think  he  would  smile  at  their  perplexities,  and 
chide  them  for  doing  even  as  the  heathen,  and  falling  down  in 
terror  before  the  hideous  idols  their  own  hands  have  raised. 

For,  after  all,  what  do  we  know  of  this  terrible  "matter," 
except  as  a  name  for  the  unknown  and  hypothetical  cause  of 
states  of  our  own  consciousness?  And  what  do  we  know  of  that 
''spirit"  over  whose  threatened  extinction  by  matter  a  great 
lamentation  is  arising,  like  that  which  was  heard  at  the  death 
of  Pan,  except  that  it  is  also  a  name  for  an  unknown  and 
hypothetical  cause,  or  condition,  of  states  of  consciousness? 
In  other  words,  matter  and  spit  it  are  but  names  for  the 
imaginary  substrata  of  groups  of  natural  phenomena. 

And  what  is  the  dire  necessity  and  "iron"  law  under  which 
men  groan?  Truly,  most  gratuitously  invented  bugbears.  I 
suppose  if  there  be  an  "iron"  law,  it  is  that  of  gravitation;  and 
if  there  be  a  physical  necessity,  it  is  that  a  stone,  unsupported, 
must  fall  to  the  ground.  But  what  is  all  we  really  know,  and 
can  know,  about  the  latter  phenomenon?  Simply,  that  in  all 
human  experience  stones  have  fallen  to  the  ground  under  these 
conditions ;  that  we  have  not  the  smallest  reason  for  believing 
that  any  stone  so  circumstanced  will  not  fall  to  the  ground ;  and 
that  we  have,  on  the  contrary,  every  reason  to  believe  that  it 
will  so  fall.  It  is  very  convenient  to  indicate  that  all  the  con- 
ditions of  belief  have  been  fulfilled  in  this  case,  by  calling  the 
statement  that  unsupported  stones  will  fall  to  the  ground,  "a 

1  I !  umc  was  regarded  by  Huxley  as  the  founder  of  the  new  sceptical  philosophy,  which 
refused  belief  in  what  could  not  be  proved. 
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law  of  nature."  But  when,  as  commonly  happens,  we  change 
will  into  must,  we  introduce  an  idea  of  necessity  which  most 
assuredly  does  not  lie  in  the  observed  facts,  and  has  no  war- 
ranty that  I  can  discover  elsewhere.  For  my  part,  I  utterly 
repudiate  and  anathematize  the  intruder.  Fact  I  know;  and 
Law  I  know;  but  what  is  this  Necessity,  save  an  empty  shadow 
of  my  own  mind's  throwing? 

But,  if  it  is  certain  that  we  can  have  no  knowledge  of  the 
nature  of  either  matter  or  spirit,  and  that  the  notion  of  neces- 
sity is  something  illegitimately  thrust  into  the  perfectly  legit- 
imate conception  of  law,  the  materialistic  position  that  there 
is  nothing  in  the  world  but  matter,  force,  and  necessity,  is  as 
utterly  devoid  of  justification  as  the  most  baseless  of  theologi- 
cal dogmas.  .  .  .  Why  trouble  ourselves  about  matters  of  which, 
however  important  they  may  be,  we  do  know  nothing,  and  can 
know  nothing?  We  live  in  a  world  which  is  full  of  misery  and 
ignorance,  and  the  plain  duty  of  each  and  all  of  us  is  to  try  to 
make  the  little  corner  he  can  influence  somewhat  less  miserable 
and  somewhat  less  ignorant  than  it  was  before  he  entered  it. 
To  do  this  effectually  it  is  necessary  to  be  fully  possessed  of 
only  two  beliefs :  the  first,  that  the  order  of  nature  is  ascertain- 
able  by  our  faculties  to  an  extent  which  is  practically  unlim- 
ited; the  second,  that  our  volition  counts  for  something  as  a 
condition  of  the  course  of  events. 

Each  of  these  beliefs  can  be  verified  experimentally,  as  often 
as  we  like  to  try.  Each,  therefore,  stands  upon  the  strongest 
foundation  upon  which  any  belief  can  rest,  and  forms  one  of 
our  highest  truths.  If  we  find  that  the  ascertainment  of  the 
order  of  nature  is  facilitated  by  using  one  terminology,  or  one 
set  of  symbols,  rather  than  another,  it  is  our  clear  duty  to  use 
the  former;  and  no  harm  can  accrue,  so  long  as  we  bear  in  mind 
that  we  are  dealing  merely  with  terms  and  symbols.  In  itself 
it  is  of  little  moment  whether  we  express  the  phenomena  of 
matter  in  terms  of  spirit,  or  the  phenomena  of  spirit  in  terms  of 
matter:  matter  may  be  regarded  as  a  form  of  thought,  thought 
may  be  regarded  as  a  property  of  matter  —  each  statement 
has  a  certain  relative  truth.  But  with  a  view  to  the  progress  of 
science,  the  materialistic  terminology  is  in  every  way  to  be 
preferred.  For  it  connects  thought  with  the  other  phenomena 
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of  the  universe,  and  suggests  inquiry  into  the  nature  of  those 
physical  conditions,  or  concomitants  of  thought,  which  are 
more  or  less  accessible  to  us,  and  a  knowledge  of  which  may,  in 
future,  help  us  to  exercise  the  same  kind  of  control  over  the 
world  of  thought  as  we  already  possess  in  respect  of  the  ma- 
terial world;  whereas  the  alternative,  or  spiritualistic,  termin- 
ology is  utterly  barren,  and  leads  to  nothing  but  obscurity  and 
confusion  of  ideas. 

Thus  there  can  be  little  doubt  that,  the  further  science  ad- 
vances, the  more  extensively  and  consistently  will  all  the  phe- 
nomena of  nature  be  represented  by  materialistic  formulae  and 
symbols.  But  the  man  of  science,  who,  forgetting  the  limits 
Df  philosophical  inquiry,  slides  from  these  formulae  and  sym- 
bols into  what  is  commonly  understood  by  materialism,  seems 
to  me  to  place  himself  on  a  level  with  the  mathematician  who 
should  mistake  the  x's  and  y's  with  which  he  works  his  prob- 
lems, for  real  entities,  —  and  with  this  further  disadvantage, 
as  compared  with  the  mathematician,  that  the  blunders  of  the 
latter  are  of  no  practical  consequence,  while  the  errors  of  sys- 
tematic materialism  may  paralyze  the  energies  and  destroy 
the  beauty  of  a  life. 


A   LIBERAL   EDUCATION 
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(This  passage  is  from  the  introductory  portion  of  an  address  delivered 
before  the  South  London  Working  Men's  College,  and  published  under 
the  title  "  A  Liberal  Education,  and  Where  to  Find  it."l 

...  BY  way  of  a  beginning,  let  us  ask  ourselves,  What  is  edu- 
cation? Above  all  things,  what  is  our  ideal  of  a  thoroughly 
liberal  education?  —  of  that  education  which,  if  we  could  begin 
life  again,  we  would  give  ourselves  —  of  that  education  which, 
if  we  could  mould  the  fates  to  our  own  will,  we  would  give  our 
children?  Well,  I  know  not  what  may  be  your  conceptions 
upon  this  matter,  but  I  will  tell  you  mine,  and  I  hope  I  shall 
find  that  our  views  are  not  very  discrepant. 

Suppose  it  were  perfectly  certain  that  the  life  and  fortune  of 
every  one  of  us  would,  one  day  or  other,  depend  upon  his  win- 
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riing  or  losing  a  game  at  chess.  Don't  you  think  that  we  should 
all  consider  it  to  be  a  primary  duty  to  learn  at  least  the  names 
and  the  moves  of  the  pieces;  to  have  a  notion  of  a  gambit,  and 
a  keen  eye  for  all  the  means  of  giving  and  getting  out  of  check? 
Do  you  not  think  that  we  should  look  with  a  disapprobatior 
amounting  to  scorn,  upon  the  father  who  allowed  his  son,  or  tht 
state  which  allowed  its  members,  to  grow  up  without  knowing 
a  pawn  from  a  knight? 

Yet  it  is  a  very  plain  and  elementary  truth,  that  the  life,  the 
fortune,  and  the  happiness  of  every  one  of  us,  and,  more  or  less, 
of  those  who  are  connected  with  us,  do  depend  upon  our  know- 
ing something  of  the  rules  of  a  game  infinitely  more  difficult 
and  complicated  than  chess.  It  is  a  game  which  has  been 
played  for  untold  ages,  every  man  and  woman  of  us  being  one 
of  the  two  players  in  a  game  of  his  or  her  own.  The  chess- 
board is  the  world,  the  pieces  are  the  phenomena  of  the  uni- 
verse, the  rules  of  the  game  are  what  we  call  the  laws  of  Na- 
ture. The  player  on  the  other  side  is  hidden  from  us.  We 
know  that  his  play  is  always  fair,  just,  and  patient.  But  also 
we  know,  to  our  cost,  that  he  never  overlooks  a  mistake,  or 
makes  the  smallest  allowance  for  ignorance.  To  the  man  who 
plays  well,  the  highest  stakes  are  paid,  with  that  sort  of  over- 
flowing generosity  with  which  the  strong  shows  delight  in 
strength.  And  one  who  plays  ill  is  checkmated  —  without 
haste,  but  without  remorse. 

My  metaphor  will  remind  some  of  you  of  the  famous  picture 
in  which  Retzsch  has  depicted  Satan  playing  at  chess  with  man 
for  his  soul.  Substitute  for  the  mocking  fiend  in  that  picture  a 
calm,  strong  angel  who  is  playing  for  love,  as  we  say,  and  would 
rather  lose  than  win  —  and  I  should  accept  it  as  an  image  of 
human  life. 

Well,  what  I  mean  by  Education  is  learning  the  rules  of  this 
mighty  game.  In  other  words,  education  is  the  instruction  of 
the  intellect  in  the  laws  of  Nature,  under  which  name  I  include 
not  merely  things  and  their  forces,  but  men  and  their  ways; 
and  the  fashioning  of  the  affections  and  of  the  will  into  an 
earnest  and  loving  desire  to  move  in  harmony  with  those  laws. 
For  me,  education  means  neither  more  nor  less  than  this.  Any- 
thing which  professes  to  call  itself  education  must  be  tried  by 
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this  standard,  and  if  it  fails  to  stand  the  test,  I  will  not  call  it 
education,  whatever  may  be  the  force  of  authority,  or  of  num- 
bers, upon  the  other  side. 

It  is  important  to  remember  that,  in  strictness,  there  is  no 
such  thing  as  an  uneducated  man.  Take  an  extreme  case. 
Suppose  that  an  adult  man,  in  the  full  vigour  of  his  faculties, 
could  be  suddenly  placed  in  the  world,  as  Adam  is  said  to  have 
been,  and  then  left  to  do  as  he  best  might.  How  long  would  he 
be  left  uneducated?  Not  five  minutes.  Nature  would  begin  to 
teach  him,  through  the  eye,  the  ear,  the  touch,  the  properties 
of  objects.  Pain  and  pleasure  would  be  at  his  elbow  telling 
him  to  do  this  and  avoid  that;  and  by  slow  degrees  the  man 
would  receive  an  education  which,  if  narrow,  would  be  thor- 
ough, real,  and  adequate  to  his  circumstances,  though  there 
would  be  no  extras  and  very  few  accomplishments. 

And  if  to  this  solitary  man  entered  a  second  Adam,  or,  better 
still,  an  Eve,  a  new  and  greater  world,  that  of  social  and 
moral  phenomena,  would  be  revealed.  Joys  and  woes,  compared 
with  which  all  others  might  seem  but  faint  shadows,  would 
spring  from  the  new  relations.  Happiness  and  sorrow  would 
take  the  place  of  the  coarser  monitors,  pleasure  and  pain;  but 
conduct  would  still  be  shaped  by  the  observation  of  the  natural 
consequences  of  actions;  or,  in  other  words,  by  the  laws  of  the 
nature  of  man. 

To  every  one  of  us  the  world  was  once  as  fresh  and  new  as  to 
Adam.  And  then,  long  before  we  were  susceptible  of  any  other 
mode  of  instruction,  Nature  took  us  in  hand,  and  every  min- 
ute of  waking  life  brought  its  educational  influence,  shaping 
our  actions  into  rough  accordance  with  Nature's  laws,  so  that 
we  might  not  be  ended  untimely  by  too  gross  disobedience. 
Nor  should  I  speak  of  this  process  of  education  as  past  for  any 
one,  be  he  as  old  as  he  may.  For  every  man  the  world  is  as 
fresh  as  it  was  at  the  first  day,  and  as  full  of  untold  novelties 
for  hira  who  has  the  eyes  to  see  them.  And  Nature  is  still  con- 
tinuing her  patient  education  of  us  in  that  great  university, 
the  universe,  of  which  we  are  all  members  —  Nature  having 
no  Test-Acts.1 

1  Laws  requiring  adherence  to  the  Church  of  England  of  members  of  the  national  uni- 
versities. 
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Those  who  take  honours  in  Nature's  university,  who  learn 
the  laws  which  govern  men  and  things  and  obey  1:hem,  are  the 
really  great  and  successful  men  in  this  world.  The  great  mass 
of  mankind  are  the  "Poll,"  x  who  pick  up  just  enough  to  get 
.  through  without  much  discredit.  Those  who  won't  learn  at  all 
are  plucked;2  and  then  you  can't  come  up  again.  Nature's 
pluck  means  extermination. 

Thus  the  question  of  compulsory  education  is  settled  so  far 
as  Nature  is  concerned.  Her  bill  on  that  question  was  framed 
and  passed  long  ago.  But,  like  all  compulsory  legislation,  that 
of  Nature  is  harsh  and  wasteful  in  its  operation.  Ignorance  is  vis- 
ited as  sharply  as  wilful  disobedience  —  incapacity  meets  with 
the  same  punishment  as  crime.  Nature's  discipline  is  not  even 
a  word  and  a  blow,  and  the  blow  first;  but  the  blow  without  the 
word.  It  is  left  to  you  to  find  out  why  your  ears  are  boxed. 

The  object  of  what  we  commonly  call  education  —  that  edu- 
cation in  which  man  intervenes  and  which  I  shall  distinguish  as 
artificial  education  —  is  to  make  good  these  defects  in  Nature's 
methods;  to  prepare  the  child  to  receive  Nature's  education, 
neither  incapably  nor  ignorantly,  nor  with  wilful  disobedience; 
and  to  understand  the  preliminary  symptoms  of  her  pleasure, 
without  waiting  for  the  box  on  the  ear.  In  short,  all  artificial 
education  ought  to  be  an  anticipation  of  natural  education. 
And  a  liberal  education  is  an  artificial  education  which  has  not 
i  only  prepared  a  man  to  escape  the  great  evils  of  disobedience 
to  natural  laws,  but  has  trained  him  to  appreciate  and  to  seize 
upon  the  rewards,  which  Nature  scatters  with  as  free  a  hand 
as  her  penalties. 

That  man,  I  think,  has  had  a  liberal  education  who  has  been 
so  trained  in  youth  that  his  body  is  the  ready  servant  of  his 
will,  and  does  with  ease  and  pleasure  all  the  work  that,  as  a 
mechanism,  it  is  capable  of;  whose  intellect  is  a  clear,  cold, 
logic  engine,  with  all  its  parts  of  equal  strength,  and  in  smooth 
working  order;  ready,  like  a  steam  engine,  to  be  turned  to 
any  kind  of  work,  and  spin  the  gossamers  as  well  as  forge  the 
anchors  of  the  mind ;  whose  mind  is  stored  with  a  knowledge 
of  the  great  and  fundamental  truths  of  Nature  and  of  the  laws 
>f  her  operations;  one  who,  no  stunted  ascetic,  is  full  of  life 

1  Mob  (Greek  77oAX6t).  2  Failed. 
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and  fire,  but  whose  passions  are  trained  to  come  to  heel  by 
a  vigorous  will,  the  servant  of  a  tender  conscience;  who  has 
learned  to  love  all  beauty,  whether  of  Nature  or  of  art,  to  hate 
all  vileness,  and  to  respect  others  as  himself . 

Such  an  one  and  no  other,  I  conceive,  has  had  a  liberal  edu- 
cation; for  he  is,  as  completely  as  a  man  can  be,  in  harmony 
with  Nature.  He  will  make  the  best  of  her,  and  she  of  him. 
They  will  get  on  together  rarely:  she  as  his  ever  beneficent 
mother;  he  as  her  mouthpiece,  her  conscious  self,  her  minister 
and  interpreter.  .  .  . 


SCIENCE   AND    CULTURE 

1880 

[A  portion  of  an  address  delivered  at  the  opening  of  a  Science  College 
founded  at  Birmingham  by  Sir  Josiah  Mason.  To  the  argument  here  set 
forth  Matthew  Arnold  replied  in  his  lecture  on  Literature  and  Science  (see 
page  532).] 

...  I  HOLD  very  strongly  by  two  convictions :  —  The  first  is, 
that  neither  the  discipline  nor  the  subject-matter  of  classical 
education  is  of  such  direct  value  to  the  student  of  physical 
science  as  to  justify  the  expenditure  of  valuable  time  upon 
either;  and  the  second  is,  that  for  the  purpose  of  attaining  real 
culture,  an  exclusively  scientific  education  is  at  least  as  effec- 
tual as  an  exclusively  literary  education. 

I  need  hardly  point  out  to  you  that  these  opinions,  espe- 
cially the  latter,  are  diametrically  opposed  to  those  of  th( 
great  majority  of  educated  Englishmen,  influenced  as  they  are 
by  school  and  university  traditions.  In  their  belief,  culture  is 
obtainable  only  by  a  liberal  education;  and  a  liberal  education 
is  synonymous,  not  merely  with  education  and  instruction  in 
literature,  but  in  one  particular  form  of  literature,  namely,  that 
of  Greek  and  Roman  antiquity.  They  hold  that  the  man  who 
has  learned  Latin  and  Greek,  however  little,  is  educated;  while 
he  who  is  versed  in  other  branches  of  knowledge,  however 
deeply,  is  a  more  or  less  respectable  specialist,  not  admissible 
into  the  cultured  caste.  The  stamp  of  the  educated  man,  the 
University  degree,  is  not  for  him. 
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I  am  too  well  acquainted  with  the  generous  catholicity  of 
spirit,  the  true  sympathy  with  scientific  thought,  which  per- 
vades the  writings  of  our  chief  apostle  of  culture,  to  identify 
him  with  these  opinions;  and  yet  one  may  cull  from  one  and 
another  of  those  epistles  to  the  Philistines,1  which  so  much  de- 
light all  who  do  not  answer  to  that  name,  sentences  which  lend 
them  some  support. 

Mr.  Arnold  tells  us  that  the  meaning  of  culture  is  "to  know 
the  best  that  has  been  thought  and  said  in  the  world."  It  is  the 
criticism  of  life  contained  in  literature.  That  criticism  regards 
"Europe  as  being,  for  intellectual  and  spiritual  purposes,  one 
great  confederation,  bound  to  a  joint  action  and  working  to  a 
common  result;  and  whose  members  have,  for  their  common 
outfit,  a  knowledge  of  Greek,  Roman,  and  Eastern  antiquity, 
and  of  one  another.  Special,  local,  and  temporary  advantages 
being  put  out  of  account,  that  modern  nation  will  in  the  intel- 
lectual and  spiritual  sphere  make  most  progress,  which  most 
thoroughly  carries  out  this  programme.  And  what  is  that  but 
saying  that  we  too,  all  of  us,  as  individuals,  the  more  thor- 
oughly we  carry  it  out,  shall  make  the  more  progress?" 

We  have  here  to  deal  with  two  distinct  propositions.  The 
first,  that  a  criticism  of  life  is  the  essence  of  culture;  the  sec- 
ond, that  literature  contains  the  materials  which  suffice  for 
the  construction  of  such  a  criticism. 

I  think  that  we  must  all  assent  to  the  first  proposition.  For 
culture  certainly  means  something  quite  different  from  learn- 
ing or  technical  skill.  It  implies  the  possession  of  an  ideal, 
and  the  habit  of  critically  estimating  the  value  of  things  by 
comparison  with  a  theoretic  standard.  Perfect  culture  should 
supply  a  complete  theory  of  life,  based  upon  a  clear  knowledge 
alike  of  its  possibilities  and  of  its  limitations. 

But  we  may  agree  to  all  this,  and  yet  strongly  dissent  from 
the  assumption  that  literature  alone  is  competent  to  supply 
this  knowledge.  After  having  learnt  all  that  Greek,  Roman,  and 
Eastern  antiquity  have  thought  and  said,  and  all  that  modern 
literatures  have  to  tell  us,  it  is  not  self-evident  that  we  have 
laid  a  sufficiently  broad  and  deep  foundation  for  that  criticism 
of  life  which  constitutes  culture. 

1  See  page  503. 
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Indeed,  to  any  one  acquainted  with  the  scope  of  physical 
science,  it  is  not  at  all  evident.  Considering  progress  only  in 
the  "  intellectual  and  spiritual  sphere,"  I  find  myself  wholly 
unable  to  admit  that  either  nations  or  individuals  will  really 
advance,  if  their  common  outfit  draws  nothing  from  the  stores 
of  physical  science.  I  should  say  that  an  army,  without  weap- 
ons of  precision  and  with  no  particular  base  of  operations, 
might  more  hopefully  enter  upon  a  campaign  on  the  Rhine, 
than  a  man,  devoid  of  a  knowledge  of  what  physical  science 
has  done  in  the  last  century,  upon  a  criticism  of  life. 

When  a  biologist  meets  with  an  anomaly,  he  instinctively 
turns  to  the  study  of  development  to  clear  it  up.  The  rationale 
of  contradictory  opinions  may  with  equal  confidence  be  sought 
in  history. 

It  is,  happily,  no  new  thing  that  Englishmen  should  employ 
their  wealth  in  building  and  endowing  institutions  for  educa- 
tional purposes.  But,  five  or  six  hundred  years  ago,  deeds  of 
foundation  expressed  or  implied  conditions  as  nearly  as  possi- 
ble contrary  to  those  which  have  been  thought  expedient  by 
Sir  Josiah  Mason.  That  is  to  say,  physical  science  was  prac- 
tically ignored,  while  a  certain  literary  training  was  enjoined 
as  a  means  to  the  acquirement  of  knowledge  which  was  essen- 
tially theological. 

The  reason  of  this  singular  contradiction  between  the  actions 
of  men  alike  animated  by  a  strong  and  disinterested  desire  to 
promote  the  welfare  of  their  fellows,  is  easily  discovered. 

At  that  time,  in  fact,  if  any  one  desired  knowledge  beyond 
such  as  could  be  obtained  by  his  own  observation,  or  by  com- 
mon conversation,  his  first  necessity  was  to  learn  the  Latin 
language,  inasmuch  as  all  the  higher  knowledge  of  the  western 
world  was  contained  in  works  written  in  that  language.  Hence, 
Latin  grammar,  with  logic  and  rhetoric,  studied  through  Latin, 
were  the  fundamentals  of  education.  With  respect  to  the  sub- 
stance of  the  knowledge  imparted  through  this  channel,  the 
Jewish  and  Christian  Scriptures,  as  interpreted  and  supple- 
mented by  the  Romish  Church,  were  held  to  contain  a  com- 
plete and  infallibly  true  body  of  information. 

Theological  dicta  were,  to  the  thinkers  of  those  days,  that 
which  the  axioms  and  definitions  of  Euclid  are  to  the  geometers 
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of  these.  The  business  of  the  philosophers  of  the  middle  ages 
was  to  deduce,  from  the  data  furnished  by  the  theologians,  con- 
clusions in  accordance  with  ecclesiastical  decrees.  They  were 
allowed  the  high  privilege  of  showing,  by  logical  process,  how 
and  why  that  which  the  Church  said  was  true,  must  be  true. 
And  if  their  demonstrations  fell  short  of  or  exceeded  this  limit, 
the  Church  was  maternally  ready  to  check  their  aberrations,  — 
if  need  were,  by  the  help  of  the  secular  arm. 

Between  the  two,  our  ancestors  were  furnished  with  a  com- 
pact and  complete  criticism  of  life.  They  were  told  how  the 
world  began  and  how  it  would  end;  they  learned  that  all  ma- 
terial existence  was  but  a  base  and  insignificant  blot  upon  the 
fair  face  of  the  spiritual  world,  and  that  nature  was,  to  all  in- 
tents and  purposes,  the  playground  of  the  devil;  they  learned 
that  the  earth  is  the  centre  of  the  visible  universe,  and  that  man 
is  the  cynosure  of  things  terrestrial;  and  more  especially  was 
it  inculcated  that  the  course  of  nature  had  no  fixed  order,  but 
that  it  could  be,  and  constantly  was,  altered  by  the  agency  of 
innumerable  spiritual  beings,  good  and  bad,  according  as  they 
were  moved  by  the  deeds  and  prayers  of  men.  The  sum  and 
substance  of  the  whole  doctrine  was  to  produce  the  conviction 
that  the  only  thing  really  worth  knowing  in  this  world  was  how 
to  secure  that  place  in  a  better  which,  under  certain  condi- 
tions, the  Church  promised. 

Our  ancestors  had  a  living  belief  in  this  theory  of  life,  and 
acted  upon  it  in  their  dealings  with  education,  as  in  all  other 
matters.  Culture  meant  saintliness  —  after  the  fashion  of 
the  saints  of  those  days;  the  education  that  led  to  it  was,  of 
necessity,  theological;  and  the  way  to  theology  lay  through 
Latin. 

That  the  study  of  nature  —  further  than  was  requisite  for 
the  satisfaction  of  everyday  wants  —  should  have  any  bearing 
on  human  life  was  far  from  the  thoughts  of  men  thus  trained. 
Indeed,  as  nature  had  been  cursed  for  man's  sake,  it  was  an 
obvious  conclusion  that  those  who  meddled  with  nature  were 
likely  to  come  into  pretty  close  contact  with  Satan.  And,  if  any 
born  scientific  investigator  followed  his  instincts,  he  might 
safely  reckon  upon  earning  the  reputation,  and  probably  upon 
suffering  the  fate,  of  a  sorcerer. 
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Had  the  western  world  been  left  to  itself  in  Chinese  isolation, 
there  is  no  saying  how  long  this  state  of  things  might  have  en- 
dured. But,  happily,  it  was  not  left  to  itself.  Even  earlier  than 
the  thirteenth  century,  the  development  of  Moorish  civilization 
in  Spain  and  the  great  movement  of  the  Crusades  had  intro- 
duced the  leaven  which,  from  that  day  to  this,  has  never  ceased 
to  work.  At  first,  through  the  intermediation  of  Arabic  trans- 
lations, afterwards  by  the  study  of  the  originals,  the  western 
nations  of  Europe  became  acquainted  with  the  writings  of  the 
ancient  philosophers  and  poets,  and,  in  time,  with  the  whole  of 
the  vast  literature  of  antiquity. 

Whatever  there  was  of  high  intellectual  aspiration  or  domi- 
nant capacity  in  Italy,  France,  Germany,  and  England,  spent 
itself  for  centuries  in  taking  possession  of  the  rich  inheritance 
left  by  the  dead  civilizations  of  Greece  and  Rome.  Marvelously 
aided  by  the  invention  of  printing,  classical  learning  spread  and 
flourished.  Those  who  possessed  it  prided  themselves  on  hav- 
ing attained  the  highest  culture  then  within  the  reach  of  man- 
kind. 

And  justly.  For,  saving  Dante  on  his  solitary  pinnacle,  there 
was  no  figure  in  modern  literature,  at  the  time  of  the  Renas- 
cence, to  compare  with  the  men  of  antiquity;  there  was  no  art 
to  compete  with  their  sculpture ;  there  was  no  physical  science 
but  that  which  Greece  had  created.  Above  all,  there  was  no 
other  example  of  perfect  intellectual  freedom  —  of  the  un- 
hesitating acceptance  of  reason  as  the  sole  guide  to  truth  and 
the  supreme  arbiter  of  conduct. 

The  new  learning  necessarily  soon  exerted  a  profound  in- 
fluence upon  education.  The  language  of  the  monks  and  school- 
men seemed  little  better  than  gibberish  to  scholars  fresh  from 
Vergil  and  Cicero,  and  the  study  of  Latin  was  placed  upon  a 
new  foundation.  Moreover,  Latin  itself  ceased  to  afford  the 
sole  key  to  knowledge.  The  student  who  sought  the  highest 
thought  of  antiquity,  found  only  a  second-hand  reflection  of 
it  in  Roman  literature,  and  turned  his  face  to  the  full  light  of 
the  Greeks.  And  after  a  battle,  not  altogether  dissimilar  to  that 
which  is  at  present  being  fought  over  the  teaching  of  physical 
science,  the  study  of  Greek  was  recognized  as  an  essential 
element  of  all  higher  education. 
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Thus  the  Humanists,  as  they  were  called,  won  the  day;  and 
the  great  reform  which  they  effected  was  of  incalculable  service 
to  mankind.  But  the  Nemesis  of  all  reformers  is  finality;  and 
the  reformers  of  education,  like  those  of  religion,  fell  into  the 
profound,  however  common,  error  of  mistaking  the  beginning 
for  the  end  of  the  work  of  reformation. 

The  representatives  of  the  Humanists,  in  the  nineteenth 
century,  take  their  stand  upon  classical  education  as  the  sole 
avenue  to  culture,  as  firmly  as  if  we  were  still  in  the  age  of 
Renascence.  Yet,  surely,  the  present  intellectual  relations  of 
the  modern  and  the  ancient  worlds  are  profoundly  different 
from  those  which  obtained  three  centuries  ago.  Leaving  aside 
the  existence  of  a  great  and  characteristically  modern  litera- 
ture, of  modern  painting,  and,  especially,  of  modern  music, 
there  is  one  feature  of  the  present  state  of  the  civilized  world 
which  separates  it  more  widely  from  the  Renascence  than  the 
Renascence  was  separated  from  the  middle  ages. 

This  distinctive  character  of  our  own  times  lies  in  the  vast 
and  constantly  increasing  part  which  is  played  by  natural 
knowledge.  Not  only  is  our  daily  life  shaped  by  it,  not  only 
does  the  prosperity  of  millions  of  men  depend  upon  it,  but  our 
whole  theory  of  life  has  long  been  influenced,  consciously  or 
unconsciously,  by  the  general  conceptions  of  the  universe  which 
have  been  forced  upon  us  by  physical  science. 

In  fact,  the  most  elementary  acquaintance  with  the  results 
of  scientific  investigation  shows  us  that  they  offer  a  broad 
and  striking  contradiction  to  the  opinion  so  implicitly  credited 
and  taught  in  the  middle  ages. 

The  notions  of  the  beginning  and  the  end  of  the  world  enter- 
tained by  our  forefathers  are  no  longer  credible.  It  is  very 
certain  that  the  earth  is  not  the  chief  body  in  the  material 
universe,  and  that  the  world  is  not  subordinated  to  man's  use. 
It  is  even  more  certain  that  nature  is  the  expression  of  a  defi- 
nite order  with  which  nothing  interferes,  and  that  the  chief 
business  of  mankind  is  to  learn  that  order  and  govern  them- 
selves accordingly.  Moreover  this  scientific  "criticism  of  life" 
presents  itself  to  us  with  different  credentials  from  any  other. 
It  appeals  not  to  authority,  nor  to  what  anybody  may  have 
thought  or  said,  but  to  nature.  It  admits  that  all  our  interpre- 
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tations  of  natural  fact  are  more  or  less  imperfect  and  symbolic, 
and  bids  the  learner  seek  for  truth  not  among  words  but  among 
things.  It  warns  us  that  the  assertion  which  outstrips  evidence 
is  not  only  a  blunder  but  a  crime. 

The  purely  classical  education  advocated  by  the  representa- 
tives of  the  Humanists  in  our  day,  gives  no  inkling  of  all  this. 
A  man  may  be  a  better  scholar  than  Erasmus,  and  know  no 
more  of  the  chief  causes  of  the  present  intellectual  fermenta- 
tion than  Erasmus  did.  Scholarly  and  pious  persons,  worthy 
of  all  respect,  favour  us  with  allocutions  upon  the  sadness  of 
the  antagonism  of  science  to  their  mediaeval  way  of  thinking, 
which  betray  an  ignorance  of  the  first  principles  of  scientific 
investigation,  an  incapacity  for  understanding  what  a  man 
of  science  means  by  veracity,  and  an  unconsciousness  of  the 
weight  of  established  scientific  truths,  which  is  almost  comical. 

There  is  no  great  force  in  the  tu  quoque  l  argument,  or  else 
the  advocates  of  scientific  education  might  fairly  enough  retort 
upon  the  modern  Humanists  that  they  may  be  learned  special- 
ists, but  that  they  possess  no  such  sound  foundation  for  a  criti- 
cism of  life  as  deserves  the  name  of  culture.  And,  indeed,  if 
we  were  disposed  to  be  cruel,  we  might  urge  that  the  Human- 
ists have  brought  this  reproach  upon  themselves,  not  because 
they  are  too  full  of  the  spirit  of  the  ancient  Greek,  but  because 
they  lack  it. 

The  period  of  the  Renascence  is  commonly  called  that  of  the 
"  Revival  of  Letters,"  as  if  the  influences  then  brought  to  bear 
upon  the  mind  of  Western  Europe  had  been  wholly  exhausted 
in  the  field  of  literature.  I  think  it  is  very  commonly  forgotten 
that  the  revival  of  science,  effected  by  the  same  agency,  al- 
though less  conspicuous,  was  not  less  momentous. 

In  fact,  the  few  and  scattered  students  of  nature  of  that  day 
picked  up  the  clue  to  her  secrets  exactly  as  it  fell  from  the 
hands  of  the  Greeks  a  thousand  years  before.  The  foundations 
of  mathematics  were  so  well  laid  by  them,  that  our  children 
iearn  their  geometry  from  a  book  2  written  for  the  schools  of 
Alexandria  two  thousand  years  ago.  Modern  astronomy  is 
the  natural  continuation  and  development  of  the  work  of  Hip- 
parchus  and  of  Ptolemy;  modern  physics  of  that  of  Demo' 

144  You  too."  f  Euclid's. 
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critus  and  of  Archimedes;  it  was  long  before  modern  biological 
science  outgrew  the  knowledge  bequeathed  to  us  by  Aristotle, 
by  Theophrastus,  and  by  Galen. 

We  cannot  know  all  the  best  thoughts  and  sayings  of  the 
Greeks  unless  we  know  what  they  thought  about  natural  phe- 
nomena. We  cannot  fully  apprehend  their  criticism  of  life 
unless  we  understand  the  extent  to  which  that  criticism  was 
affected  by  scientific  conceptions.  We  falsely  pretend  to  be 
the  inheritors  of  their  culture,  unless  we  are  penetrated,  as  the 
best  minds  among  them  were,  with  an  unhesitating  faith  that 
the  free  employment  of  reason,  in  accordance  with  scientific 
method,  is  the  sole  method  of  reaching  truth. 

Thus  I  venture  to  think  that  the  pretensions  of  our  modern 
Humanists  to  the  possession  of  the  monopoly  of  culture  and 
to  the  exclusive  inheritance  of  the  spirit  of  antiquity  must  be 
abated,  if  not  abandoned.  But  I  should  be  very  sorry  that 
anything  I  have  said  should  be  taken  to  imply  a  desire  on  my 
part  to  depreciate  the  value  of  a  classical  education,  as  it  might 
be  and  as  it  sometimes  is.  The  native  capacities  of  mankind 
vary  no  less  than  their  opportunities;  and  while  culture  is  one, 
the  road  by  which  one  man  may  best  reach  it  is  widely  differ- 
ent from  that  which  is  most  advantageous  to  another.  Again, 
while  scientific  education  is  yet  inchoate  and  tentative,  classical 
education  is  thoroughly  well  organized  upon  the  practical 
experience  of  generations  of  teachers.  So  that,  given  ample 
time  for  learning  and  destination  for  ordinary  life,  or  for  a 
literary  career,  I  do  not  think  that  a  young  Englishman  in 
search  of  culture  can  do  better  than  follow  the  course  usually 
marked  out  for  him,  supplementing  its  deficiencies  by  his  own 
efforts. 

But  for  those  who  mean  to  make  science  their  serious  occu- 
pation, or  who  intend  to  follow  the  profession  of  medicine,  or 
who  have  to  enter  early  upon  the  business  of  life,  —  for  all 
these,  in  my  opinion,  classical  education  is  a  mistake;  and  it  is 
for  this  reason  that  I  am  glad  to  see  "mere  literary  education 
and  instruction"  shut  out  from  the  curriculum  of  Sir  Josiah 
Mason's  College,  seeing  that  its  inclusion  would  probably  lead 
to  the  introduction  of  the  ordinary  smattering  of  Latin  and 
Greek. 
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Nevertheless,  I  am  the  last  person  to  question  the  impor- 
tance of  genuine  literary  education,  or  to  suppose  that  intellec- 
tual culture  can  be  complete  without  it.  An  exclusively  scien- 
tific training  will  bring  about  a  mental  twist  as  surely  as  an 
exclusively  literary  training.  The  value  of  the  cargo  does  not 
compensate  for  a  ship's  being  out  of  trim ;  and  I  should  be  very 
sorry  to  think  that  the  Scientific  College  would  turn  out  none 
but  lop-sided  men. 

There  is  no  need,  however,  that  such  a  catastrophe  should 
happen.  Instruction  in  English,  French,  and  German  is  pro- 
vided, and  thus  the  three  greatest  literatures  of  the  modern 
world  are  made  accessible  to  the  student.  French  and  German, 
and  especially  the  latter  language,  are  absolutely  indispensable 
to  those  who  desire  full  knowledge  in  any  department  of  sci- 
ence. But  even  supposing  that  the  knowledge  of  these  lan- 
guages acquired  is  not  more  than  sufficient  for  purely  scien- 
tific purposes,  every  Englishman  has,  in  his  native  tongue,  an 
almost  perfect  instrument  of  literary  expression;  and,  in  his  own 
literature,  models  of  every  kind  of  literary  excellence.  If  an 
Englishman  cannot  get  literary  culture  out  of  his  Bible,  his 
Shakespeare,  his  Milton,  neither,  in  my  belief,  will  the  pro- 
foundest  study  of  Homer  and  Sophocles,  Vergil  and  Horace, 
give  it  to  him. 

Thus,  since  the  constitution  of  the  College  makes  sufficient 
provision  for  literary  as  well  as  for  scientific  education,  and 
since  artistic  instruction  is  also  contemplated,  it  seems  to  me 
that  a  fairly  complete  culture  is  offered  to  all  who  are  willing 
to  take  advantage  of  it. 

But  I  am  not  sure  that  at  this  point  the  "practical"  man, 
scotched  but  not  slain,  may  ask  what  all  this  talk  about  cul- 
ture has  to  do  with  an  Institution,  the  object  of  which  is  de- 
nned to  be  "to  promote  the  prosperity  of  the  manufactures 
and  the  industry  of  the  country."  He  may  suggest  that  what 
is  wanted  for  this  end  is  not  culture,  not  even  a  purely  scientific 
discipline,  but  simply  a  knowledge  of  applied  science. 

I  often  wish  that  this  phrase,  "applied  science,"  had  never 
been  invented.  For  it  suggests  that  there  is  a  sort  of  scientific 
knowledge  of  direct  practical  use,  which  can  be  studied  apart 
from  another  sort  of  scientific  knowledge,  which  is  of  no  prac- 
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tical  utility,  and  which  is  termed  "pure  science."  But  there 
is  no  more  complete  fallacy  than  this.  What  people  call  applied 
science  is  nothing  but  the  application  of  pure  science  to  par- 
ticular classes  of  problems.  It  consists  of  deductions  from  those 
general  principles,  established  by  reasoning  and  observation, 
which  constitute  pure  science.  No  one  can  safely  make  these 
deductions  until  he  has  a  firm  grasp  of  the  principles;  and  he 
can  obtain  that  grasp  only  by  personal  experience  of  the  oper- 
ations of  observation  and  of  reasoning  on  which  they  are 
founded. 

Almost  all  the  processes  employed  in  the  arts  and  manu- 
factures fall  within  the  range  either  of  physics  or  of  chemistry. 
In  order  to  improve  them,  one  must  thoroughly  understand 
them;  and  no  one  has  a  chance  of  really  understanding  them 
unless  he  has  obtained  that  mastery  of  principles  and  that 
habit  of  dealing  with  facts,  which  is  given  by  long-continued 
and  well-directed  purely  scientific  training  in  the  physical  and 
the  chemical  laboratory.  So  that  there  really  is  no  question 
as  to  the  necessity  of  purely  scientific  discipline,  even  if  the 
work  of  the  College  were  limited  by  the  narrowest  interpreta- 
tion of  its  stated  aims. 

And,  as  to  the  desirableness  of  a  wider  culture  than  that 
yielded  by  science  alone,  it  is  to  be  recollected  that  the  improve- 
ment of  manufacturing  processes  is  only  one  of  the  conditions 
which  contribute  to  the  prosperity  of  industry.  Industry  is  a 
means  and  not  an  end;  and  mankind  work  only  to  get  some- 
thing which  they  want.  What  that  something  is  depends  partly 
on  their  innate,  and  partly  on  their  acquired,  desires. 

If  the  wealth  resulting  from  prosperous  industry  is  to  be 
spent  upon  the  gratification  of  unworthy  desires,  if  the  in- 
creasing perfection  of  manufacturing  processes  is  to  be  accom- 
panied by  an  increasing  debasement  of  those  who  carry  them 
on,  I  do  not  see  the  good  of  industry  and  prosperity. 

Now  it  is  perfectly  true  that  men's  views  of  what  is  desirable 
depend  upon  their  characters,  and  that  the  innate  proclivities 
to  which  we  give  that  name  are  not  touched  by  any  amount 
of  instruction.  But  it  does  not  follow  that  even  mere  intellec- 
tual education  may  not,  to  an  indefinite  extent,  modify  the 
practical  manifestation  of  the  characters  of  men  in  their  ao 
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tions,  by  supplying  them  with  motives  unknown  to  the  igno- 
rant. A  pleasure-loving  character  will  have  pleasure  of  some 
sort;  but,  if  you  give  him  the  choice,  he  may  prefer  pleasures 
which  do  not  degrade  him  to  those  which  do.  And  this  choice 
is  offered  to  every  man  who  possesses  in  literary  or  artistic 
culture  a  never-failing  source  of  pleasures,  which  are  neither 
withered  by  age,  nor  staled  by  custom,  nor  embittered  in  the 
recollection  by  the  pangs  of  self-reproach.  .  .  . 
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And  when  I  consider,  in  one  view,  the  many  things  .  .  .  which  I  have 
upon  my  hands,  I  feel  the  burlesque  of  being  employed  in  this  manner  at 
my  time  of  life.  But,  in  another  view,  and  taking  in  all  circumstances, 
these  things,  as  trifling  as  they  may  appear,  no  less  than  things  of  greater 
importance,  seem  to  be  put  upon  me  to  do.  —  Bishop  Butler  to  the  Duch- 
ess of  Somerset. 

THE  "many  things"  to  which  the  Duchess's  correspondent 
here  refers  are  the  repairs  and  improvements  of  the  episcopal 
seat  at  Auckland.  I  doubt  if  the  great  apologist,  greater  in 
nothing  than  in  the  simple  dignity  of  his  character,  would  have 
considered  the  writing  an  account  of  himself  as  a  thing  which 
could  be  put  upon  him  to  do  whatever  circumstances  might  be 
taken  in.  But  the  good  bishop  lived  in  an  age  when  a  man 
might  write  books  and  yet  be  permitted  to  keep  his  private 
existence  to  himself;  in  the  pre-Boswellian  epoch,  when  the 
germ  of  the  photographer  lay  concealed  in  the  distant  future, 
and  the  interviewer  who  pervades  our  age  was  an  unforeseen, 
indeed  unimaginable,  birth  of  time. 

At  present,  the  most  convinced  believer  in  the  aphorisrr 
"  Bene  qui  latuit,  bene  vixit,"1  is  not  always  able  to  act  up  to  it. 
An  importunate  person  informs  him  that  his  portrait  is  about 
to  be  published  and  will  be  accompanied  by  a  biography  which 
the  importunate^rson  proposes  to  write.  The  sufferer  knows 
what  that  means;  either  he  undertakes  to  revise  the  "bio- 
graphy "  or  he  does  not.  In  the  former  case,  he  makes  himself 
responsible;  in  the  latter,  he  allows  the  publication  of  a  mass 

1  "He  who  has  well  concealed  hinadf  has  well  lived." 
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of  more  or  less  fulsome  inaccuracies  for  which  he  will  be  held 
responsible  by  those  who  are  familiar  with  the  prevalent  art 
of  self-advertisement.  On  the  whole,  it  may  be  better  to  get 
over  the  " burlesque  of  being  employed  in  this  manner"  and 
do  the  thing  himself. 

It  was  by  reflections  of  this  kind  that,  some  years  ago,  I  was 
led  to  write  and  permit  the  publication  of  the  subjoined  sketch. 

I  was  born  about  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning  on  the  4th  of 
May,  1825,  at  Ealing,  which  was,  at  that  time,  as  quiet  a  little 
country  village  as  could  be  found  within  half-a-dozen  miles  of 
Hyde  Park  Corner.  Now  it  is  a  suburb  of  London  with,  I  be- 
lieve, 30,000  inhabitants.  My  father  was  one  of  the  masters  in 
a  large  semi-public  school  which  at  one  time  had  a  high  reputa- 
tion. I  am  not  aware  that  any  portents  preceded  my  arrival 
in  this  world,  but,  in  my  childhood,  I  remember  hearing  a  tra- 
ditional account  of  the  manner  in  which  I  lost  the  chance  of  an 
endowment  of  great  practical  value.  The  windows  of  my  mo- 
ther's room  were  open,  in  consequence  of  the  unusual  warmth 
of  the  weather.  For  the  same  reason,  probably,  a  neighbouring 
beehive  had  swarmed,  and  the  new  colony,  pitching  on  the 
window-sill,  was  making  its  way  into  the  room  when  the  horri- 
fied nurse  shut  down  the  sash.  If  that  well-meaning  woman 
had  only  abstained  from  her  ill-timed  interference,  the  swarm 
might  have  settled  on  my  lips,  and  I  should  have  been  endowed 
with  that  mellifluous  eloquence  which,  in  this  country,  leads 
far  more  surely  than  worth,  capacity,  or  honest  work,  to  the 
highest  places  in  Church  and  State.  But  the  opportunity  was 
lost,  and  I  have  been  obliged  to  content  myself  through  life 
with  saying  what  I  mean  in  the  plainest  of  plain  language,  than 
which,  I  suppose,  there  is  no  habit  more  ruinous  to  a  man's 
prospects  of  advancement. 

Why  I  was  christened  Thomas  Henry  I  do  not  know;  but  it 
is  a  curious  chance  that  my  parents  should  have  fixed  for  my 
usual  denomination  upon  the  name  of  that  particular  Apostle 
with  whom  I  have  always  felt  most  sympathy.1  Physically 
and  mentally  I  am  the  son  of  my  mother  so  completely  —  even 
down  to  peculiar  movements  of  the  hands,  which  made  their 

1  See  John  20  :  24-25. 
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appearance  in  me  as  I  reached  the  age  she  had  when  1  noticed 
them  —  that  I  can  hardly  find  any  trace  of  my  father  in  my- 
self, except  an  inborn  faculty  for  drawing,  which  unfortu- 
nately, in  my  case,  has  never  been  cultivated,  a  hot  temper, 
and  that  amount  of  tenacity  of  purpose  which  unfriendly  ob- 
servers sometimes  call  obstinacy. 

My  mother  was  a  slender  brunette,  of  an  emotional  and 
energetic  temperament,  and  possessed  of  the  most  piercing 
black  eyes  I  ever  saw  in  a  woman's  head.  With  no  more  edu- 
cation than  other  women  of  the  middle  classes  in  her  day,  she 
had  an  excellent  mental  capacity.  Her  most  distinguishing 
characteristic,  however,  was  rapidity  of  thought.  If  one  ven- 
tured to  suggest  she  had  not  taken  much  time  to  arrive  at  any 
conclusion,  she  would  say,  "I  cannot  help  it,  things  flash 
across  me."  That  peculiarity  has  been  passed  on  to  me  in  full 
strength;  it  has  often  stood  me  in  good  stead;  it  has  sometimes 
played  me  sad  tricks,  and  it  has  always  been  a  danger.  But, 
after  all,  if  my  time  were  to  come  over  again,  there  is  nothing 
I  would  less  willingly  part  with  than  my  inheritance  of  mother 
wit. 

I  have  next  to  nothing  to  say  about  my  childhood.  In  later 
years  my  mother,  looking  at  me  almost  reproachfully,  would 
sometimes  say,  "Ah!  you  were  such  a  pretty  boy!"  whence  I 
had  no  difficulty  in  concluding  that  I  had  not  fulfilled  my  early 
promise  in  the  matter  of  looks.  In  fact,  I  have  a  distinct  recol- 
lection of  certain  curls  of  which  I  was  vain,  and  of  a  conviction 
that  I  closely  resembled  that  handsome,  courtly  gentleman, 
Sir  Herbert  Oakley,  who  was  vicar  of  our  parish,  and  who  was 
as  a  god  to  us  country  folk,  because  he  was  occasionally  visited 
by  the  then  Prince  George  of  Cambridge.  I  remember  turning 
my  pinafore  wrong  side  forwards  in  order  to  represent  a  sur- 
plice, and  preaching  to  my  mother's  maids  in  the  kitchen  as 
nearly  as  possible  in  Sir  Herbert's  manner,  one  Sunday  morning 
when  the  rest  of  the  family  were  at  church.  That  is  the  earliest 
indication  I  can  call  to  mind  of  the  strong  clericaLaffinities 
which  my  friend  Mr.  Herbert  Spencer  has  always  ascribed  to 
me,  though  I  fancy  they  have  for  the  most  part  remained  in  a 
.latent  state. 

My  regular  school  training  was  of  the  briefest,  perhaps  for- 
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tunately,  for  though  my  way  of  life  has  made  me  acquainted 
with  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  men,  from  the  highest  to  the 
lowest,  I  deliberately  affirm  that  the  society  I  fell  into  at  school 
was  the  worst  I  have  ever  known.  We  boys  were  average  lads, 
with  much  the  same  inherent  capacity  for  good  and  evil  as  any 
others;  but  the  people  who  were  set  over  us  cared  about  as 
much  for  our  intellectual  and  moral  welfare  as  if  they  were 
baby-farmers.  We  were  left  to  the  operation  of  the  struggle 
for  existence  among  ourselves,  and  bullying  was  the  least  of  the 
ill  practices  current  among  us.  Almost  the  only  cheerful  remi- 
niscence in  connection  with  the  place  which  arises  in  my  mind 
is  that  of  a  battle  I  had  with  one  of  my  classmates  who  had 
bullied  me  until  I  could  stand  it  no  longer.  I  was  a  very 
slight  lad,  but  there  was  a  wild-cat  element  in  me  which, 
when  roused,  made  up  for  lack  of  weight,  and  I  licked  my 
adversary  effectually.  However,  one  of  my  first  experiences 
of  the  extremely  rough-and-ready  nature  of  justice,  as  exhib- 
ited by  the  course  of  things  in  general,  arose  out  of  the  fact 
that  I  —  the  victor  —  had  a  black  eye,  while  he  —  the  van- 
quished —  had  none,  so  that  I  got  into  disgrace  and  he  did 
not.  We  made  it  up,  and  thereafter  I  was  unmolested.  One 
of  the  greatest  shocks  I  ever  received  in  my  life  was  to  be 
told  a  dozen  years  afterwards  by  the  groom  who  brought  me 
my  horse  in  a  stable-yard  in  Sydney  that  he  was  my  quon- 
dam antagonist.  He  had  a  long  story  of  family  misfortune  to 
account  for  his  position,  but  at  that  time  it  was  necessary  to 
deal  very  cautiously  with  mysterious  strangers  in  New  South 
Wales,  and  on  inquiry  I  found  that  the  unfortunate  young 
man  had  not  only  been  "sent  out,"  l  but  had  undergone  more 
than  one  colonial  conviction. 

As  I  grew  older,  my  great  desire  was  to  be  a  mechanical  en- 
gineer, but  the  fates  were  against  this  and,  while  very  young,  I 
commenced  the  study  of  medicine  under  a  medical  brother-in- 
law.  But,  though  the  Institute  of  Mechanical  Engineers  would 
certainly  not  own  me,  I  am  not  sure  that  I  have  not  all  along 
been  a  sort  of  mechanical  engineer  in  partibus  infidelium.2  I 
am  now  occasionally  horrified  to  think  how  very  little  I  ever 
knew  or  cared  about  medicine  as  the  art  of  healing.  The  only 

1  Exiled  (under  criminal  sentence).  2  In  the  land  of  the  heathen. 
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part  of  my  professional  course  which  really  and  deeply  inter- 
ested me  was  physiology,  which  is  the  mechanical  engineering 
of  living  machines;  and,  notwithstanding  that  natural  science 
has  been  my  proper  business,  I  am  afraid  there  is  very  little  of 
the  genuine  naturalist  in  me.  I  never  collected  anything,  and 
species  work  was  always  a  burden  to  me;  what  I  cared  for  was 
the  architectural  and  engineering  part  of  the  business,  the 
working  out  of  the  wonderful  unity  of  plan  in  the  thousands 
and  thousands  of  diverse  living  constructions,  and  the  modi- 
fications of  similar  apparatuses  to  serve  diverse  ends.  The 
extraordinary  attraction  I  felt  towards  the  study  of  the  intri- 
cacies of  living  structure  nearly  proved  fatal  to  me  at  the  out- 
set. I  was  a  mere  boy  —  I  think  between  thirteen  and  fourteen 
years  of  age  —  when  I  was  taken  by  some  older  student  friends 
of  mine  to  the  first  post-mortem  examination  I  ever  attended. 
All  my  life  I  have  been  most  unfortunately  sensitive  to  the  dis- 
agreeables which  attend  anatomical  pursuits,  but  on  this  occa- 
sion my  curiosity  overpowered  all  other  feelings,  and  I  spent 
two  or  three  hours  in  gratifying  it.  I  did  not  cut  myself,  and 
none  of  the  ordinary  symptoms  of  dissection-poison  super- 
vened, but  poisoned  I  was  somehow,  and  I  remember  sinking 
into  a  strange  state  of  apathy.  By  way  of  a  last  chance,  I  was 
sent  to  the  care  of  some  good,  kind  people,  friends  of  my  fa- 
ther's, who  lived  in  a  farmhouse  in  the  heart  of  Warwickshire. 
I  remember  staggering  from  my  bed  to  the  window  on  the 
bright  spring  morning  after  my  arrival,  and  throwing  open  the 
casement.  Life  seemed  to  come  back  on  the  wings  of  the 
breeze,  and  to  this  day  the  faint  odor  of  wood-smoke,  like  that 
which  floated  across  the  farm-yard  in  the  early  morning,  is  as 
good  to  me  as  the  "  sweet  south  upon  a  bed  of  violets."  I  soon 
recovered,  but  for  years  I  suffered  from  occasional  paroxysms 
of  internal  pain,  and  from  that  time  my  constant  friend,  hy- 
pochondriacal  dyspepsia,  commenced  his  half  century  of  co- 
tenancy of  my  ffeshly  tabernacle. 

Looking  back  on  my  "Lehrjahre,"  1 1  am  sorry  to  say  that 
I  do  not  think  that  any  account  of  my  doings  as  a  student 
would  tend  to  edification.  In  fact,  I  should  distinctly  warn 
ingenuous  youth  to  avoid  imitating  my  example.  I  worked 

1  Student-years;  apprenticeship. 
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extremely  hard  when  it  pleased  me,  and  when  it  did  not — 
which  was  a  very  frequent  case  —  I  was  extremely  idle  (unless 
making  caricatures  of  one's  pastors  and  masters  is  to  be  called 
a  branch  of  industry)  —  or  else  wasted  my  energies  in  wrong 
directions.  I  read  everything  I  could  lay  hands  upon,  includ- 
ing novels,  and  took  up  all  sorts  of  pursuits  to  drop  them 
again  quite  as  speedily.  No  doubt  it  was  very  largely  my  own 
fault,  but  the  only  instruction  from  which  I  ever  obtained  the 
proper  effect  of  education  was  that  which  I  received  from  Mr. 
Wharton  Jones,  who  was  the  lecturer  on  physiology  at  the 
Charing  Cross  School  of  Medicine.  The  extent  and  precision 
of  his  knowledge  impressed  me  greatly,  and  the  severe  exact- 
ness of  his  method  of  lecturing  was  quite  to  my  taste.  I  do 
not  know  that  I  have  ever  felt  so  much  respect  for  anybody 
as  a  teacher  before  or  since.  I  worked  hard  to  obtain  his 
approbation,  and  he  was  extremely  kind  and  helpful  to  the 
youngster  who,  I  am  afraid,  took  up  more  of  his  time  than  he 
had  any  right  to  do.  It  was  he  who  suggested  the  publication 
of  my  first  scientific  paper  —  a  very  little  one  —  in  the  Medi- 
cal Gazette  of  1845,  and  most  kindly  corrected  the  literary 
faults  which  abounded  in  it,  short  as  it  was;  for  at  that  time, 
and  for  many  years  afterwards,  I  detested  the  trouble  of 
writing,  and  would  take  no  pains  over  it. 

It  was  in  the  early  spring  of  1846  that,  having  finished  my 
obligatory  medical  studies  and  passed  the  first  M.D.  examina- 
tion at  the  London  University,  —  though  I  was  still  too  young 
to  qualify  at  the  College  of  Surgeons,  —  I  was  talking  to  a 
fellow-student  (the  present  eminent  physician,  Sir  Joseph 
Fayrer),  and  wondering  what  I  should  do  to  meet  the  impera- 
tive necessity  for  earning  my  own  bread,  when  my  friend  sug- 
gested that  I  should  write  to  Sir  William  Burnett,  at  that  time 
Director- General  for  the  Medical  Service  of  the  Navy,  for  an 
appointment.  I  thought  this  rather  a  strong  thing  to  do,  as  Sir 
William  was  personally  unknown  to  me,  but  my  cheery  friend 
would  not  listen  to  my  scruples,  so  I  went  to  my  lodgings  and 
wrote  the  best  letter  I  could  devise.  A  few  days  afterwards  I 
received  the  usual  official  circular  acknowledgment,  but  at 
the  bottom  there  was  written  an  instruction  to  call  at  Somerset 
House  on  such  a  day.  I  thought  that  looked  like  business,  so 
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at  the  appointed  time  I  called  and  sent  in  my  card,  while  I 
waited  in  Sir  William's  ante-room.  He  was  a  tall,  shrewd- 
looking  old  gentleman,  with  a  broad  Scotch  accent  —  and  I 
think  I  see  him  now  as  he  entered  with  my  card  in  his  hand. 
The  first  thing  he  did  was  to  return  it,  with  the  frugal  reminder 
that  I  should  probably  find  it  useful  on  some  other  occasion. 
The  second  was  to  ask  whether  I  was  an  Irishman.  I  suppose 
the  air  of  modesty  about  my  appeal  must  have  struck  him.  I 
satisfied  the  Director- General  that  I  was  English  to  the  back- 
bone, and  he  made  some  inquiries  as  to  my  student  career,  fi- 
oally  desiring  me  to  hold  myself  ready  for  examination.  Having 
passed  this,  I  was  in  Her  Majesty's  Service,  and  entered  on  the 
books  of  Nelson's  old  ship,  the  Victory,  for  duty  at  Haslar  Hos- 
pital, about  a  couple  of  months  after  I  made  my  application. 

My  official  chief  at  Haslar  was  a  very  remarkable  person,  the 
late  Sir  John  Richardson,  an  excellent  naturalist,  and  far- 
famed  as  an  indomitable  Arctic  traveller.  He  was  a  silent, 
reserved  man,  outside  the  circle  of  his  family  and  intimates; 
and,  having  a  full  share  of  youthful  vanity,  I  was  extremely 
disgusted  to  find  that  "Old  John,"  as  we  irreverent  youngsters 
called  him,  took  not  the  slightest  notice  of  my  worshipful  self 
either  the  first  time  I  attended  him,  as  it  was  my  duty  to  do,  or 
for  some  weeks  afterwards.  I  am  afraid  to  think  of  the  lengths 
to  which  my  tongue  may  have  run  on  the  subject  of  the  churl- 
ishness of  the  chief,  who  was,  in  truth,  one  of  the  kindest- 
hearted  and  most  considerate  of  men.  But  one  day,  as  I  was 
crossing  the  hospital  square,  Sir  John  stopped  me,  and  heaped 
coals  of  fire  on  my  head  by  telling  me  that  he  had  tried  to  get 
me  one  of  the  resident  appointments,  much  coveted  by  the 
assistant  surgeons,  but  that  the  Admiralty  had  put  in  another 
man.  "However,"  said  he,  "I  mean  to  keep  you  here  till  I  can 
get  you  something  you  will  like, "'and  turned  upon  his  heel 
without  waiting  for  the  thanks  I  stammered  out.  That  ex- 
plained how  it  was  I  had  not  been  packed  off  to  the  West 
Coast  of  Africa,  like  some  of  my  juniors,  and  why,  eventually, 
I  remained  altogether  seven  months  at  Haslar. 

After  a  long  interval,  during  which  "Old  John"  ignored  my 
existence  almost  as  completely  as  before,  he  stopped  me  again 
as  we  met  in  a  casual  way,  and,  describing  the  service  on 
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which  the  Rattlesnake  was  likely  to  be  employed,  said  that  Cap- 
tain Owen  Stanley,  who  was  to  command  the  ship,  had  asked 
him  to  recommend  an  assistant  surgeon  who  knew  something 
of  science;  would  I  like  that?  Of  course  I  jumped  at  the  offer 
"Very  well,  I  give  you  leave;  go  to  London  at  once  and  see 
Captain  Stanley."  I  went,  saw  my  future  commander,  who 
was  very  civil  to  me,  and  promised  to  ask  that  I  should  be 
appointed  to  his  ship,  as  in  due  time  I  was.  It  is  a  singular 
thing  that,  during  the  few  months  of  my  stay  at  Haslar,  I 
had  among  my  messmates  two  future  Directors- General  of  the 
Medical  Service  of  the  Navy  (Sir  Alexander  Armstrong  and 
Sir  John  Watt-Reid) ,  with  the  present  President  of  the  College 
of  Physicians  and  my  kindest  of  doctors,  Sir  Andrew  Clark. 
Life  on  board  Her  Majesty's  ship  in  those  days  was  a  very 
different  affair  from  what  it  is  now,  and  ours  was  exceptionally 
rough,  as  we  were  often  many  months  without  receiving  letters 
or  seeing  any  civilized  people  but  ourselves.  In  exchange,  we 
had  the  interest  of  being  about  the  last  voyagers,  I  suppose,  to 
whom  it  could  be  possible  to  meet  with  people  who  knew  noth- 
ing of  fire-arms  —  as  we  did  on  the  south  coast  of  New  Guinea 
—  and  of  making  acquaintance  with  a  variety  of  interesting 
savage  and  semi-civilized  people.  But,  apart  from  experience 
of  this  kind  and  the  opportunities  offered  for  scientific  work, 
to  me,  personally,  the  cruise  was  extremely  valuable.  It  was 
good  for  me  to  live  under  sharp  discipline;  to  be  down  on  the 
realities  of  existence  by  living  on  bare  necessaries ;  to  find  out 
how  extremely  well  worth  living  life  seemed  to  be  when  one 
woke  up  from  a  night's  rest  on  a  soft  plank,  with  the  sky  for 
canopy  and  cocoa  and  weevilly  biscuit  the  sole  prospect  for 
breakfast;  and,  more  especially,  to  learn  to  work  for  the  sake  of 
what  I  got  for  myself  out  of  it,  even  if  it  all  went  to  the  bottom 
and  I  along  with  it.  My  brother  officers  were  as  good  fellows 
as  sailors  ought  to  be  and  generally  are,  but,  naturally,  they 
neither  knew  nor  cared  anything  about  my  pursuits,  nor  un- 
derstood why  I  should  be  so  zealous  in  pursuit  of  the  objects 
which^my  friends,  the  middies,  christened  "Buffons,"  after 
the  title  conspicuous  on  a  volume  of  the  Suites  a  Bujfon*-  which 
stood  on  my  shelf  in  the  chart  room. 

1  Supplements  to  Buff  on  (the  naturalist). 
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During  the  four  years  of  our  absence,  I  sent  home  communi- 
cation after  communication  to  the  "Linnean  Society,"  with 
the  same  result  as  that  obtained  by  Noah  when  he  sent  the 
raven  out  of  his  ark.  Tired  at  last  of  hearing  nothing  about 
them,  I  determined  to  do  or  die,  and  in  1849  I  drew  up  a  more 
elaborate  paper  and  forwarded  it  to  the  Royal  Society.  This 
was  my  dove,  if  I  had  only  known  it.  But  owing  to  the  move- 
ments of  the  ship,  I  heard  nothing  of  that  either  until  my  return 
to  England  in  the  latter  end  of  the  year  1850,  when  I  found 
that  it  was  printed  and  published,  and  that  a  huge  packet  of 
separate  copies  awaited  me.  When  I  hear  some  of  my  young 
friends  complain  of  want  of  sympathy  and  encouragement,  I  i\ 
am  inclined  to  think  that  my  naval  life  was  not  the  least  valu- 
able part  of  my  education. 

Three  years  after  my  return  were  occupied  by  a  battle  be- 
tween my  scientific  friends  on  the  one  hand  and  the  Admiralty 
on  the  other,  as  to  whether  the  latter  ought,  or  ought  not,  to 
act  up  to  the  spirit  of  a  pledge  they  had  given  to  encourage 
officers  who  had  done  scientific  work  by  contributing  to  the 
expense  of  publishing  mine.  At  last  the  Admiralty,  getting 
tired,  I  suppose,  cut  short  the  discussion  by  ordering  me  to 
join  a  ship,  which  thing  I  declined  to  do,  and  as  Rastignac,  in 
the  Pere  Goriot,  says  to  Paris,  I  said  to  London  "  d  nous  deux." l 
I  desired  to  obtain  a  Professorship  of  either  Physiology  or 
Comparative  Anatomy,  and  as  vacancies  occurred  I  applied, 
but  in  vain.  My  friend,  Professor  Tyndall,  and  I  were  candi- 
dates at  the  same  time,  he  for  the  Chair  of  Physics,  and  I  for 
that  of  Natural  History  in  the  University  of  Toronto,  which, 
fortunately,  as  it  turned  out,  would  not  look  at  either  of  us.  I 
say  fortunately,  not  from  any  lack  of  respect  for  Toronto,  but 
because  I  soon  made  up  my  mind  that  London  was  the  place 
for  me,  and  hence  I  have  steadily  declined  the  inducements  to 
leave  it,  which  have  at  various  times  been  offered.  At  last,  in 
1854,  on  the  translation  of  my  warm  friend  Edward  Forbes, 
to  Edinburgh,  Sir  Henry  de  la  Beche,  the  Director- General  of 
the  Geological  Survey,  offered  me  the  post  Forbes  vacated  of 
Paleontologist  and  Lecturer  on  Natural  History.  I  refused  the 
former  point  blank,  and  accepted  the  latter  only  provisionally, 

1  "We  have  a  score  to  settle." 
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telling  Sir  Henry  that  I  did  not  care  for  fossils,  and  that  I 
should  give  up  Natural  History  as  soon  as  I  could  get  a  phys- 
iological post.  But  I  held  the  office  for  thirty-one  years,  and 
a  large  part  of  my  work  has  been  paleontological. 

At  that  time  I  disliked  public  speaking,  and  had  a  firm  con- 
viction that  I  should  break  down  every  time  I  opened  my 
mouth.  I  believe  I  had  every  fault  a  speaker  could  have  (ex- 
cept talking  at  random  or  indulging  in  rhetoric) ,  when  I  spoke 
to  the  first  important  audience  I  ever  addressed,  on  a  Friday 
evening  at  the  Royal  Institution,  in  1852.  Yet,  I  must  confess 
to  having  been  guilty,  malgre  moi,1  of  as  much  public  speaking 
as  most  of  my  contemporaries,  and  for  the  last  ten  years  it 
ceased  to  be  so  much  of  a  bugbear  to  me.  I  used  to  pity  myself 
for  having  to  go  through  this  training,  but  I  am  now  more  dis- 
posed to  compassionate  the  unfortunate  audiences,  especially 
my  ever  friendly  hearers  at  the  Royal  Institution,  who  were 
the  subjects  of  my  oratorical  experiments. 

The  last  thing  that  it  would  be  proper  for  me  to  do  would  be 
to  speak  of  the  work  of  my  life,  or  to  say  at  the  end  of  the  day 
whether  I  think  I  have  earned  my  wages  or  not.  Men  are  said 
to  be  partial  judges  of  themselves.  Young  men  may  be,  I 
doubt  if  old  men  are.  Life  seems  terribly  foreshortened  as  they 
look  back,  and  the  mountain  they  set  themselves  to  climb  in 
youth  turns  out  to  be  a  mere  spur  of  immeasurably  higher 
ranges  when,  by  failing  breath,  they  reach  the  top.  But  if  I 
may  speak  of  the  objects  I  have  had  more  or  less  definitely  in 
view  since  I  began  the  ascent  of  my  hillock,  they  are  briefly 
these:  To  promote  the  increase  of  natural  knowledge  and  to 
forward  the  application  of  scientific  methods  of  investigation 
to  all  the  problems  of  life  to  the  best  of  my  ability,  in  the  con- 
viction which  has  grown  with  my  growth  and  strengthened 
-with  my  strength,  that  there  is  no  alleviation  for  the  sufferings 
of  mankind  except  veracity  of  thought  and  of  action,  and  the 
resolute  facing  of  the  world  as  it  is  when  the  garment  of  make- 
believe  by  which  pious  hands  have  hidden  its  uglier  features  is 
stripped  off. 

It  is  with  this  intent  that  I  have  subordinated  any  reason- 
able, or  unreasonable,  ambition  for  scientific  fame  which  I  may 

1  In  spite  of  myself. 
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have  permitted  myself  to  entertain  to  other  ends;  to  the  popu- 
larization of  science;  to  the  development  and  organization  of 
scientific  education;  to  the  endless  series  of  battles  and  skir- 
mishes over  evolution;  and  to  untiring  opposition  to  that  ec- 
clesiastical spirit,  that  clericalism,  which  in  England,  as  every- 
where else,  and  to  whatever  denomination  it  may  belong,  is  the 
deadly  enemy  of  science. 

In  striving  for  the  attainment  of  these  objects,  I  have  been 
but  one  among  many,  and  I  shall  be  well  content  to  be  remem- 
bered, or  even  not  remembered,  as  such.  Circumstances, 
among  which  I  am  proud  to  reckon  the  devoted  kindness  of 
many  friends,  have  led  to  my  occupation  of  various  prominent 
positions,  among  which  the  Presidency  of  the  Royal  Society  is 
the  highest.  It  would  be  mock  modesty  on  my  part,  with  these 
and  other  scientific  honours  which  have  been  bestowed  upon 
me,  to  pretend  that  I  have  not  succeeded  in  the  career  which  I 
have  followed,  rather  because  I  was  driven  into  it  than  of  my 
own  free  will;  but  I  am  afraid  I  should  not  count  even  these 
things  as  marks  of  success  if  I  could  not  hope  that  I  had  some- 
what helped  that  movement  of  opinion  which  has  been  called 
the  New  Reformation. 


WALTER  PATER 

SUCCESS  IN  LIFE 

1873 

[The  title  is  not  Pater's  (but  see  p.  614)  ;  the  selection  is  the  famous 
Conclusion  to  his  Studies  in  the  History  of  the  Renaissance,  in  which  he  set 
forth  what  is  sometimes  called  his  neo-pagan  philosophy  of  life.  It  was 
much  discussed,  perhaps  much  misunderstood,  and  Pater  omitted  it  from 
the  second  edition  of  the  Studies  (1877)  ;  in  the  third  edition  (1888)  he  re- 
stored it,  with  the  note:  "This  brief  Conclusion  was  omitted  in  the  second 
edition  of  this  book,  as  I  conceived  it  might  possibly  mislead  some  of 
those  young  men  into  whose  hands  it  might  fall.  On  the  whole,  I  have 
thought  it  best  to  reprint  it  here,  with  some  slight  changes  which  bring 
it  closer  to  my  original  meaning."  One  of  the  changes,  perhaps  signifi- 
cant of  some  change  in  Pater's  own  attitude,  is  the  introduction  of  the 
parenthetical  clause,  "at  least  among  'the  children  of  this  world,'"  in 
the  final  paragraph.] 

A^y€i  TTOU  'H/oaxXeiros  6'n  ir6.vra 


To  regard  all  things  and  principles  of  things  as  inconstant 
modes  or  fashions  has  more  and  more  become  the  tendency  of 
modern  thought.  Let  us  begin  with  that  which  is  without  — 
our  physical  life.  Fix  upon  it  in  one  of  its  more  exquisite  inter- 
vals, —  the  moment,  for  instance,  of  delicious  recoil  from  the 
flood  of  water  in  summer  heat.  What  is  the  whole  physical  life 
in  that  moment  but  a  combination  of  natural  elements  to 
which  science  gives  their  names?  But  these  elements,  phos- 
phorus and  lime  and  delicate  fibres,  are  present  not  in  the 
human  body  alone:  we  detect  them  in  places  most  remote  from 
it.  Our  physical  life  is  a  perpetual  motion  of  them  —  the  pas- 
sage of  the  blood,  the  wasting  and  repairing  of  the  lenses  of  the 
eye,  the  modification  of  the  tissues  of  the  brain  by  every  ray 
of  light  and  sound  —  processes  which  science  reduces  to  sim- 
pler and  more  elementary  forces.  Like  the  elements  of  which 
we  are  composed,  the  action  of  these  forces  extends  beyond  us; 

1  "Heraclitus  says  that  all  things  give  way  and  nothing  remains."    (From  Plato's 
Cratyltis.) 
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it  rusts  iron  and  ripens  corn.  Far  out  on  every  side  of  us  those 
elements  are  broadcast,  driven  by  many  forces;  and  birth  and 
gesture  and  death  and  the  springing  of  violets  from  the  grave 
are  but  a  few  out  of  ten  thousand  resultant  combinations.  That 
clear,  perpetual  outline  of  face  and  limb  is  but  an  image  of  ours, 
under  which  we  group  them  —  a  design  in  a  web,  the  actual 
threads  of  which  pass  out  beyond  it.  This  at  least  of  flame-like 
our  life  has,  that  it  is  but  the  concurrence,  renewed  from  mo- 
ment to  moment,  of  forces  parting  sooner  or  later  on  their  ways. 

Or  if  we  begin  with  the  inward  whirl  of  thought  and  feeling, 
the  whirlpool  is  still  more  rapid,  the  flame  more  eager  and 
devouring.  There  it  is  no  longer  the  gradual  darkening  of  the 
eye  and  fading  of  colour  from  the  wall,  —  the  movement  of  the 
shore-side,  where  the  water  flows  down  indeed,  though  in 
apparent  rest,  —  but  the  race  of  the  mid-stream,  a  drift  of 
momentary  acts  of  sight  and  passion  and  thought.  At  first 
sight  experience  seems  to  bury  us  under  a  flood  of  external 
objects,  pressing  upon  us  with  a  sharp  and  importunate  reality, 
calling  us  out  of  ourselves  in  a  thousand  forms  of  action.  But 
when  reflection  begins  to  act  upon  those  objects  they  are  dis- 
sipated under  its  influence;  the  cohesive  force  seems  suspended 
like  a  trick  of  magic;  each  object  is  loosed  into  a  group  of 
impressions  —  colour,  odour,  texture  —  in  the  mind  of  the 
observer.  And  if  we  continue  to  dwell  in  thought  on  this 
world,  not  of  objects  in  the  solidity  with  which  language  in- 
vests them,  but  of  impressions  unstable,  flickering,  inconsist- 
ent, which  burn  and  are  extinguished  with  our  consciousness 
of  them,  it  contracts  still  further;  the  whole  scope  of  observa- 
tion is  dwarfed  to  the  narrow  chamber  of  the  individual  mind. 
Experience,  already  reduced  to  a  swarm  of  impressions,  is 
ringed  round  for  each  one  of  us  by  that  thick  wall  of  personality 
through  which  no  real  voice  has  ever  pierced  on  its  way  to  us, 
or  from  us  to  that  which  we  can  only  conjecture  to  be  without. 
Every  one  of  those  impressions  is  the  impression  of  the  indi- 
vidual in  his  isolation,  each  mind  keeping  as  a  solitary  prisoner 
its  own  dream  of  a  world. 

Analysis  goes  a  step  farther  still,  and  assures  us  that  those 
impressions  of  the  individual  mind  to  which,  for  each  one  of 
us,  experience  dwindles  down,  are  in  perpetual  flight;  that  each 
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of  them  is  limited  by  time,  and  that  as  time  is  infinitely  divisi- 
ble, each  of  them  is  infinitely  divisible  also;  all  that  is  actual 
in  it  being  a  single  moment,  gone  while  we  try  to  apprehend  it, 
of  which  it  may  ever  be  more  truly  said  that  it  has  ceased  to  be 
than  that  it  is.  To  such  a  tremulous  wisp  constantly  reforming 
itself  on  the  stream,  to  a  single  sharp  impression,  with  a  sense 
in  it  —  a  relic  more  or  less  fleeting  —  of  such  moments  gone 
by,  what  is  real  in  our  life  fines  itself  down.  It  is  with  this 
movement,  with  the  passage  and  dissolution  of  impressions, 
images,  sensations,  that  analysis  leaves  off  —  that  continual 
vanishing  away,  that  strange,  perpetual  weaving  and  unweav- 
ing of  ourselves. 

Philosophiren,  says  Novalis,  ist  dephlegmatisiren,  mmficiren. 1 
The  service  of  philosophy,  of  speculative  culture,  towards  the 
human  spirit  is  to  rouse,  to  startle  it  into  sharp  and  eager 
observation.  Every  moment  some  form  grows  perfect  in  hand 
or  face;  some  tone  on  the  hills  or  the  sea  is  choicer  than  the 
rest;  some  mood  of  passion  or  insight  or  intellectual  excitement 
is  irresistibly  real  and  attractive  for  us,  —  but  for  that  moment 
only.  Not  the  fruit  of^experience,,JbuLexperience  itself,  is  the 
end.  A  counted  number  of  pulses  only  is  given  to  us  of  a  varie- 
gated, dramatic  life.  How  may  we  see  in  them  all  that  is  to  be 
seen  in  them  by  the  finest  senses?  How  shall  we  pass  most 
swiftly  from  point  to  point,  and  be  present  always  at  the  focus 
where  the  greatest  number  of  vital  forces  unite  in  their  purest 
energy? 

To  burn  always  with  this  hard,  gemlike  flame,  to  maintain 
this  ecstasy,  is  success  in  life.  In  a  sense  it  might  even  be  said 
that  our  failure  is  to  form  habits :  for,  after  all,  habit  is  relative 
to  a  stereotyped  world,  and  meantime  it  is  only  the  roughness 
of  the  eye  that  makes  any  two  persons,  things,  situations,  seem 
alike.  While  all  melts  under  our  feet,  we  may  well  catch  at  any 
exquisite  passion,  or  any  contribution  to  knowledge  that  seems 
by  a  lifted  horizon  to  set  the  spirit  free  for  a  moment,  or  any 
stirring  of  the  senses,  strange  dyes,  strange  colours,  and  curious 
odours,  or  work  of  the  artist's  hands,  or  the  face  of  one's  friend. 
Not  to  discriminate  every  moment  some  passionate  attitude 

1  "  To  be  a  philosopher  is  to  cease  to  be  sluggish,  to  become  alive."  Novalis  was  the 
pseudonym  of  Friedrich  von  Hardenberg  (died  1801). 


SUCCESS  IN  LIFE  615 

in  those  about  us,  and  in  the  brilliancy  of  their  gifts  some 
tragic  dividing  of  forces  on  their  ways,  is,  on  this  short  day  of 
frost  and  sun,  to  sleep  before  evening.  With  this  sense  of  the 
splendour  of  our  experience  and  of  its  awful  brevity,  gathering 
all  we  are  into  one  desperate  effort  to  see  and  touch,  we  shall 
hardly  have  time  to  make  theories  about  the  things  we  see  anc 
touch.  What  we  have  to  do  is  to  be  for  ever  curiously  testing 
new  opinions  and  courting  new  impressions,  never  acquiescing 
in  a  facile  orthodoxy  of  Comte,  or  of  Hegel,  or  of  our  own. 
Philosophical  theories  or  ideas,  as  points  of  view,  instruments 
of  criticism,  may  help  us  to  gather  up  what  might  otherwise 
pass  unregarded  by  us.  "Philosophy  is  the  microscope  of 
thought."  The  theory  or  idea  or  system  which  requires  of  us 
the  sacrifice  of  any  part  of  this  experience,  in  consideration  of 
some  interest  into  which  we  cannot  enter,  or  some  abstract 
theory  we  have  not  identified  with  ourselves,  or  what  is  only 
conventional,  has  no  real  claim  upon  us. 

One  of  the  most  beautiful  passages  in  the  writings  of  Rous- 
seau is  that  in  the  sixth  book  of  the  Confessions,  where  he  de- 
scribes the  awakening  in  him  of  the  literary  sense.  An  undefin- 
able  taint  of  death  had  always  clung  about  him,  and  now  in 
early  manhood  he  believed  himself  smitten  by  mortal  disease. 
He  asked  himself  how  he  might  make  as  much  as  possible  of 
the  interval  that  remained ;  and  he  was  not  biased  by  anything 
in  his  previous  life  when  he  decided  that  it  must  be  by  intel- 
lectual excitement,  which  he  found  just  then  in  the  clear,  fresh 
writings  of  Voltaire.  Well!  we  are  all  condamnes,  as  Victor 
Hugo  says:  we  are  all  under  sentence  of  death  but  with  a  sort 
of  indefinite  reprieve  —  les  homines  sont  tons  condamnes  a  mort 
avec  des  sursis  indefinis:  we  have  an  interval,  and  then  our 
place  knows  us  no  more.  Some  spend  this  interval  in  listless- 
ness,  some  in  high  passions,  the  wisest  —  at  least  among  "the 
children  of  this  world  "  -  in  art  and  song.  For  our  one  chance 
lies  in  expanding  that  interval,  in  getting  as  many  pulsations 
as  possible  into  the  given  time.  Great  passions  may  give  us  this 
quickened  sense  of  life,  ecstasy  and  sorrow  of  love,  the  vari- 
ous forms  of  enthusiastic  activity,  disinterested  or  otherwise, 
which  come  naturally  to  many  of  us.  Only  be  sure  it  is  passion 
-  that  it  does  yield  you  this  fruit  of  a  quickened,  multiplied 


6i6  WALTER  PATER 

consciousness.  Of  this  wisdom,  the  poetic  passion,  the  desire 
of  beauty,  the  love  of  art  for  art's  sake,  has  most;  for  art 
comes  to  you  professing  frankly  to  give  nothing  but  the  highest 
quality  to  your  moments  as  they  pass,  and  simply  for  those 
moments'  sake. 

ROMANTICISM 

1876 

[Published  in  Macmillan's  Magazine  for  November.  It  is  better  known 
as  the  Postscript  to  the  volume  of  essays  called  Appreciations,  published 
1889,  having  been  there  reprinted.  The  essay  remains  the  most  pene- 
trating and  authoritative  account  of  the  use  of  the  troublesome  terms 
"classical"  and  " romantic"  in  criticism.] 

THE  words  "classical"  and  "romantic,"  although,  like  many 
other  critical  expressions,  sometimes  abused  by  those  who  have 
understood  them  too  vaguely  or  too  absolutely,  yet  define  two 
real  tendencies  in  the  history  of  art  and  literature.  Used  in  an 
exaggerated  sense,  to  express  a  greater  opposition  between 
those  tendencies  than  really  exists,  they  have  at  times  tended 
to  divide  people  of  taste  into  opposite  camps.  But  in  that 
House  Beautiful  which  the  creative  minds  of  all  generations  — • 
the  artists  and  those  who  have  treated  life  in  the  spirit  of  art  - 
are  always  building  together,  for  the  refreshment  of  the  human 
spirit,  these  oppositions  cease;  and  the  Interpreter  of  the  House 
Beautiful,  the  true  aesthetic  critic,  uses  these  divisions  only  so 
far  as  they  enable  him  to  enter  into  the  peculiarities  of  the 
objects  with  which  he  has  to  do.  The  term  "classical,"  fixed, 
as  it  is,  to  a  well-defined  literature,  and  a  well-defined  group  in 
art,  is  clear,  indeed;  but  then  it  has  often  been  used  in  a  hard 
and  merely  scholastic  sense  by  the  praisers  of  what  is  old  and 
accustomed,  at  the  expense  of  what  is  new,  by  critics  who 
would  never  have  discovered  for  themselves  the  charm  of  any 
work,  whether  new  or  old,  who  value  what  is  old,  in  art  or  liter- 
ature, for  its  accessories,  and  chiefly  for  the  conventional  au- 
thority that  has  gathered  about  it,  —  people  who  would  never 
really  have  been  made  glad  by  any  Venus  fresh-risen  from  the 
sea,  and  who  praise  the  Venus  of  old  Greece  and  Rome  only  be- 
cause they  fancy  her  grown  now  into  something  staid  and  tame. 
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And  as  the  term  "classical "  has  been  used  in  a  too  absolute, 
and  therefore  in  a  misleading  sense,  so  the  term  "romantic" 
has  been  used  much  too  vaguely,  in  various  accidental  senses. 
The  sense  hi  which  Scott  is  called  a  romantic  writer  is  chiefly 
this,  —  that,  in  opposition  to  the  literary  tradition  of  the  last 
century,  he  loved  strange  adventure,  and  sought  it  in  the  Mid- 
dle Age.  Much  later,  in  a  Yorkshire  village,  the  spirit  of  ro- 
manticism bore  a  more  really  characteristic  fruit  in  the  work  of 
a  young  girl,  Emily  Bronte,  the  romance  of  Wuthering  Heights; 
the  figures  of  Hare  ton  Earnshaw,  of  Catherine  Lin  ton,  and  of 
Heathcliffe  —  tearing  open  Catherine's  grave,  removing  one 
side  of  her  coffin,  that  he  may  really  lie  beside  her  in  death  — 
figures  so  passionate,  yet  woven  on  a  background  of  delicately 
beautiful  moorland  scenery,  being  typical  examples  of  that 
spirit.  ...  In  Germany  and  France,  within  the  last  hundred 
years,  the  term  has  been  used  to  describe  a  particular  school  of 
writers;  and  consequently,  when  Heine  criticizes  the  "Roman- 
tic School"  in  Germany,  that  movement  which  culminated  in 
Goethe's  Goetz  von  Berlichingen,  or  when  Theophile  Gautier 
criticizes  the  romantic  school  in  France,  where,  indeed,  it  bore 
its  most  characteristic  fruits,  and  its  play  is  hardly  yet  over,  - 
where  by  a  certain  audacity  or  bizarrerie  of  motive,  united  with 
faultless  literary  execution,  it  still  shows  itself  hi  imaginative 
literature,  —  they  use  the  word  with  an  exact  sense  of  special 
artistic  qualities  indeed,  but  use  it,  nevertheless,  with  a  limited 
application  to  the  manifestation  of  those  qualities  at  a  particu- 
lar period.  But  the  romantic  spirit  is,  in  reality,  an  ever- 
present,  an  enduring  principle,  in  the  artistic  temperament; 
and  the  qualities  of  thought  and  style  which  that  and  other 
similar  uses  of  the  word  "  romantic  "  really  indicate,  are  indeed 
but  symptoms  of  a  very  continuous  and  widely  working  influ- 
ence. 

Though  the  words  "classical"  and  "romantic,"  then,  have 
acquired  an  almost  technical  meaning,  in  application  to  certain 
developments  of  German  and  French  taste,  yet  this  is  but  one 
variation  of  an  old  opposition,  which  may  be  traced  from  the 
very  beginning  of  the  formation  of  European  art  and  literature. 
From  the  first  formation  of  anything  like  a  standard  of  taste  in 
these  things,  the  restless  curiosity  of  their  more  eager  lovers 
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necessarily  made  itself  felt  in  the  craving  for  new  motives,  new 
subjects  of  interest,  new  modifications  of  style.  Hence  the 
opposition  between  the  classicists  and  romanticists  —  between 
the  adherents,  in  the  culture  of  beauty,  of  the  principles  of 
liberty  and  authority  respectively,  —  of  strength  and  order,  — 
or  what  the  Greeks  called  /cooyuo-n;?.1 

.  .  .  The  charm,  therefore,  of  what  is  classical,  in  art  or  liter- 
ature, is  that  of  the  well-known  tale,  to  which  we  can  never- 
theless listen  over  and  over  again,  because  it  is  told  so  well. 
To  the  absolute  beauty  of  its  artistic  form  is  added  the  acci- 
dental, tranquil  charm  of  familiarity.  There  are  times,  indeed, 
at  which  these  charms  fail  to  work  on  our  spirits  at  all,  because 
they  fail  to  excite  us.  "Romanticism,"  says  Stendhal,  "is  the 
art  of  presenting  to  people  the  literary  works  which,  in  the 
actual  state  of  their  habits  and  beliefs,  are  capable  of  giving 
them  the  greatest  possible  pleasure;  classicism,  on  the  con- 
trary, of  presenting  them  with  that  which  gave  the  greatest 
possible  pleasure  to  their  grandfathers."  But  then,  beneath 
all  changes  of  habits  and  beliefs,  our  love  of  that  mere  abstract 
proportion  —  of  music  —  which  what  is  classical  in  literature 
possesses,  still  maintains  itself  in  the  best  of  us,  and  what 
pleased  our  grandparents  may  at  least  tranquillize  us.  The 
"classic"  comes  to  us  out  of  the  cool  and  quiet  of  other  times, 
as  the  measure  of  what  a  long  experience  has  shown  will  at  least 
never  displease  us.  And  in  the  classical  literature  of  Greece 
and  Rome,  as  in  the  classics  of  the  last  century,  the  essentially 
classical  element  is  that  quality  of  order  in  beauty,  which  they 
possess  indeed  in  a  preeminent  degree,  and  which  impresses 
some  minds  to  the  exclusion  of  everything  else  in  them. 

It  is  the  addition  of  strangeness  to  beauty  that  constitutes 
the  romantic  character  in  art;  and  the  desire  of  beauty  being 
a  fixed  element  in  every  artistic  organization,  it  is  the  addition 
of  curiosity  to  this  desire  of  beauty  that  constitutes  the  roman- 
tic temper.  Curiosity  and  the  desire  of  beauty  have  each  their 
place  in  art,  as  in  all  true  criticism.  When  one's  curiosity  is 
deficient,  when  one  is  not  eager  enough  for  new  impressions, 
and  new  pleasures,  one  is  liable  to  value  mere  academical  pro- 
prieties too  highly,  to  be  satisfied  with  worn-out  or  conven- 

1  Decorum. 
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tional  types,  with  the  insipid  ornament  of  Racine,  or  the  pretti- 
ness  of  that  later  Greek  sculpture  which  passed  so  long  for  true 
Hellenic  work;  to  miss  those  places  where  the  handiwork  of 
nature,  or  of  the  artist,  has  been  most  cunning;  to  find  the 
most  stimulating  products  of  art  a  mere  irritation.  And  when 
one's  curiosity  is  in  excess,  when  it  overbalances  the  desire  of 
beauty,  then  one  is  liable  to  value  in  works  of  art  what  is  in- 
artistic in  them,  —  to  be  satisfied  with  what  is  exaggerated  in 
art,  with  productions  like  some  of  those  of  the  romantic 
school  in  Germany,  —  not  to  distinguish  jealously  enough  be- 
tween what  is  admirably  done  and  what  is  done  not  quite  so 
well,  in  the  writings  —  for  instance  —  of  Jean  Paul. l  And  if  I 
had  to  give  instances  of  these  defects,  then  I  should  say  that 
Pope,  in  common  with  the  age  of  literature  to  which  he  be- 
longed, had  too  little  curiosity,  so  that  there  is  always  a  certain 
insipidity  in  the  effect  of  his  work,  exquisite  as  it  is;  and,  com- 
ing down  to  our  own  time,  that  Balzac  had  an  excess  of  curios- 
ity —  curiosity  not  duly  tempered  with  the  desire  of  beauty. 
But,  however  falsely  those  two  tendencies  may  be  opposed 
by  critics,  or  exaggerated  by  artists  themselves,  they  are 
tendencies  really  at  work  at  all  times  in  art,  moulding  it,  with 
the  balance  sometimes  a  little  on  one  side,  sometimes  a  little 
on  the  other;  generating,  respectively,  as  the  balance  inclines 
on  this  side  or  on  that,  two  principles,  two  traditions,  in  art, 
and  in  literature  so  far  as  it  partakes  of  the  spirit  of  art.  If 
there  is  a  great  overbalance  of  curiosity,  then,  we  have  the 
grotesque  in  art;  if  the  union  of  strangeness  and  beauty,  under 
very  difficult  and  complex  conditions,  be  a  successful  one,  then 
the  resultant  beauty  is  very  exquisite,  very  attractive.  With 
a  passionate  care  for  beauty,  the  romantic  spirit  refuses  to 
have  it  unless  the  condition  of  strangeness  be  first  fulfilled.  Its 
desire  is  for  a  beauty  born  of  unlikely  elements,  by  a  profound 
alchemy,  by  a  difficult  initiation,  by  the  charm  which  wrings  it 
even  out  of  terrible  things;  and  a  trace  of  distortion,  of  the 
grotesque,  may  perhaps  linger,  as  an  additional  element  of  ex- 
pression, about  its  ultimate  grace.  Its  eager,  excited  spirit  will 
have  strength,  the  grotesque,  first  of  all,  —  the  trees  shrieking 
as  you  tear  off  the  leaves;  for  Jean  Valjean,2  the  long  years  of 

1  Jean  Paul  Richtcr  (1763-1825).  »  In  Hugo's  Us  MiserabUs. 
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convict  life;  for  Redgauntlet, l  the  quicksands  of  Solway  Moss; 
then,  incorporate  with  this  strangeness,  and  intensified  by 
restraint,  as  much  sweetness,  as  much  beauty,  as  is  compatible 
with  that  .  .  . 

The  essential  elements,  then,  of  the  romantic  spirit  are 
curiosity  and  the  love  of  beauty;  and  it  is  only  as  an  illustra- 
tion of  these  qualities  that  it  seeks  the  Middle  Age,  because, 
in  the  overcharged  atmosphere  of  the  Middle  Age,  there  are 
unworked  sources  of  romantic  effect,  of  a  strange  beauty, 
to  be  won,  by  strong  imagination,  out  of  things  unlikely  or 
remote.  .  .  . 

In  his  book  on  Racine  and  Shakespeare,  Stendhal  argues  that 
all  good  art  was  romantic  in  its  day,  and  this  is  perhaps  true  in 
Stendhal's  sense.  That  little  treatise,  full  of  "dry  light"  and 
fertile  ideas,  was  published  in  the  year  1823,  and  its  object  is  to 
defend  an  entire  independence  and  liberty  in  the  choice  and 
treatment  of  subject,  both  in  art  and  literature,  against  those 
who  upheld  the  exclusive  authority  of  precedent.  In  pleading 
the  cause  of  romanticism,  therefore,  it  is  the  novelty,  both  of 
form  and  motive,  in  writings  like  the  Hernani  of  Victor  Hugo 
(which  soon  followed  it,  raising  a  storm  of  criticism)  that  he 
is  chiefly  concerned  to  justify.  To  be  interesting  and  really 
stimulating,  to  keep  us  from  yawning  even,  art  and  literature 
must  follow  the  subtle  movements  of  that  nimbly  shifting 
Time-Spirit,  or  Zeitgeist,  understood  by  French  not  less  than 
by  German  criticism,  which  is  always  modifying  men 's  taste 
as  it  modifies  their  manners  and  their  pleasures.  This,  he  con- 
tends, is  what  all  great  workmen  had  always  understood. 
Dante,  Shakespeare,  Moliere,  had  exercised  an  absolute  inde- 
pendence in  their  choice  of  subject  and  treatment.  To  turn  \ 
always  with  that  ever-changing  spirit,  yet  to  retain  the  flavour  \ 
of  what  was  admirably  done  in  past  generations,  in  the  classics,  I 
as  we  say,  is  the  problem  of  true  romanticism.  "Dante,"  he 
observes,  "was  preeminently  the  romantic  poet.  He  adored 
Vergil,  yet  he  wrote  the  Divine  Comedy,  with  the  episode  of 
Ugolino,  which  is  as  unlike  the  Mneid  as  can  possibly  be.  And 
those  who  obey  the  fundamental  principle  of  romanticism,  one  ! 
by  one  become  classical,  and  are  joined  to  that  ever  increasing 

1  In  Scott's  novel  of  the  same  name. 
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common  league,  formed  by  men  of  all  countries,  to  approach 
nearer  and  nearer  to  perfection." 

Romanticism,  then,  although  it  has  its  epochs,  is  in  its  essen- 
tial characteristics  rather  a  spirit  which  shows  itself  at  all 
times,  in  various  degrees,  in  individual  workmen  and  their 
work,  and  the  amount  of  which  criticism  has  to  estimate  in  them 
taken  one  by  one,  than  the  peculiarity  of  a  time  or  a  school. 
Depending  on  the  varying  proportion  of  curiosity  and  the  de- 
sire of  beauty,  natural  tendencies  of  the  artistic  spirit  at  all 
times,  it  must  always  be  partly  a  matter  of  individual  tempera- 
ment. The  eighteenth  century  in  England  has  been  regarded 
as  almost  exclusively  a  classical  period;  yet  William  Blake,  a 
type  of  so  much  which  breaks  through  what  are  convention- 
ally thought  the  influences  of  that  century,  is  still  a  noticeable 
phenomenon  in  it,  and  the  reaction  in  favour  of  naturalism  in 
poetry  begins  in  that  century,  early.  There  are,  thus,  the  born  / 
romanticists  and  the  born  classicists.  There  are  the  born ' 
classicists  who  start  with  form,  to  whose  minds  the  comeliness 
of  the  old,  immemorial,  well  recognized  types  in  art  and  litera- 
ture have  revealed  themselves  impressively;  who  will  entertain 
no  matter  which  will  not  go  easily  and  flexibly  into  them; 
whose  work  aspires  only  to  be  a  variation  upon,  or  study  from, 
the  older  masters.  "'Tis  art's  decline,  my  son!"  they  are 
always  saying  to  the  progressive  element  in  their  own  genera- 
tion, —  to  those  who  care  for  that  which  in  fifty  years'  time 
every  one  will  be  caring  for.  On  the  other  hand,  there  are  the , 
born  romanticists,  who  start  with  an  original,  untried  matter, 
still  in  fusion;  who  conceive  this  vividly,  and  hold  by  it  as  the 
essence  of  their  work;  who,  by  the  very  vividness  and  heat 
of  their  conception,  purge  away,  sooner  or  later,  all  that  is  not 
organically  appropriate  to  it,  till  the  whole  effect  adjusts  itself 
in  clear,  orderly,  proportionate  form;  which  form,  after  a  very 
little  time,  becomes  classical  in  its  turn. 

The  romantic  or  classical  character  of  a  picture,  a  poem,  a 
literary  work,  depends,  then,  on  the  balance  of  certain  quali- 
ties in  it;  and  in  this  sense  a  very  real  distinction  may  be  drawn 
between  good  classical  and  good  romantic  work.  But  all  criti- 
cal terms  are  relative;  and  there  is  at  least  a  valuable  suggestion 
in  that  theory  of  Stendhal's,  that  all  good  art  was  romantic  in 
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its  day.  In  the  beauties  of  Homer  and  Pheidias,  quiet  as  they 
now  seem,  there  must  have  been,  for  those  who  confronted  them 
for  the  first  time,  excitement  and  surprise,  the  sudden,  unfore- 
seen satisfaction  of  the  desire  of  beauty.  Yet  the  Odyssey,  with 
its  marvellous  adventure,  is  more  romantic  than  the  Iliad, 
which  nevertheless  contains,  among  many  other  romantic  epi- 
sodes, that  of  the  immortal  horses  of  Achilles,  who  weep  at  the 
death  of  Patroclus. 

.  .  .  Classicism,  then,  means  for  Stendhal,  for  that  younger 
enthusiastic  band  of  French  writers  whose  unconscious  method 
he  formulated  into  principles,  the  reign  of  what  is  pedantic, 
conventional,  and  narrowly  academical  in  art;  for  him,  all 
good  art  is  romantic.  To  Sainte-Beuve,  who  understands  the 
term  in  a  more  liberal  sense,  it  is  the  characteristic  of  certain 
epochs,  of  certain  spirits  in  every  epoch,  not  given  to  the  exer- 
cise of  original  imagination,  but  rather  to  the  working  out  of 
refinements  of  manner  on  some  authorized  matter,  and  who 
bring  to  their  perfection,  in  this  way,  the  elements  of  sanity,  of 
order  and  beauty  in  manner.  In  general  criticism,  again,  it 
means  the  spirit  of  Greece  and  Rome,  of  some  phases  in  litera- 
ture and  art  that  may  seem  of  equal  authority  with  Greece 
and  Rome,  —  the  age  of  Louis  Fourteenth,  the  age  of  Johnson; 
though  this  is  at  best  an  uncritical  use  of  the  term,  because  in 
Greek  and  Roman  work  there  are  typical  examples  of  the 
romantic  spirit.  But  explain  the  terms  as  we  may,  in  applica- 
tion to  particular  epochs,  there  are  these  two  elements  always 
recognizable,  united  in  perfect  art  —  in  Sophocles,  in  Dante, 
in  the  highest  work  of  Goethe,  though  not  always  absolutely 
balanced  there;  and  these  two  elements  may  be  not  inappro- 
priately termed  the  classical  and  romantic  tendencies. 

Material  for  the  artist,  motives  of  inspiration,  are  not  yet 
exhausted:  our  curious,  complex,  aspiring  age  still  abounds  in 
subjects  for  aesthetic  manipulation  by  the  literary  as  well  as 
by  other  forms  of  art.  For  the  literary  art,  at  all  events,  the 
problem  now  is,  to  induce  order  upon  the  contorted,  proportion- 
less  accumulation  of  our  knowledge  and  experience,  our  science 
and  history,  our  hopes  and  disillusion,  and,  in  effecting  this,  to 
do  consciously  what  has  been  done  hitherto  for  the  most  part 
too  unconsciously,  —  to  write  our  English  language  as  the 
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Latins  wrote  theirs,  as  the  French  write,  as  scholars  should 
write.  Appealing,  as  he  may,  to  precedent  in  this  matter,  the 
scholar  will  still  remember  that  if  "the  style  is  the  man"  it  is 
also  the  age:  that  the  nineteenth  century  too  will  be  found  to 
have  had  its  style,  justified  by  necessity  —  a  style  very  differ- 
ent, alike  from  the  baldness  of  an  impossible  "Queen  Anne" 
revival,  and  an  incorrect,  incondite  exuberance,  after  the  mode 
of  Elizabeth:  that  we  can  only  return  to  either  at  the  price  of 
an  impoverishment  of  form  or  matter,  or  both,  although,  an 
intellectually  rich  age  such  as  ours  being  necessarily  an  eclectic 
one,  we  may  well  cultivate  some  of  the  excellences  of  literary 
types  so  different  as  those :  that  in  literature  as  in  other  matters 
it  is  well  to  unite  as  many  diverse  elements  as  may  be :  that  the 
individual  writer  or  artist,  certainly,  is  to  be  estimated  by  the 
number  of  graces  he  combines,  and  his  power  of  interpenetrat- 
ing them  in  a  given  work.  To  discriminate  schools,  of  art,  of 
literature,  is  of  course  part  of  the  obvious  business  of  literary 
criticism;  but  in  the  work  of  literary  production  it  is  easy  to 
be  overmuch  occupied  concerning  them.  For,  in  truth,  the 
legitimate  contention  is,  not  of  one  age  or  school  of  literary  art 
against  another,  but  of  all  successive  schools  alike  against  the 
stupidity  which  is  dead  to  the  substance,  and  the  vulgarity 
which  is  dead  to  form. 


THE  CHILD  IN  THE  HOUSE 

1878 

[Published  in  Macmillan's  Magazine  for  August,  with  the  words  "Im- 
aginary Portrait "  prefixed  to  the  title.  The  sketch  is  generally  assumed 
to  be  to  some  extent  spiritually,  though  by  no  means  literally,  autobio- 
graphical.) 

As  Florian  Deleal  walked,  one  hot  afternoon,  he  overtook 
by  the  wayside  a  poor  aged  man,  and,  as  he  seemed  weary  with 
the  road,  helped  him  on  with  the  burden  which  he  carried,  a 
certain  distance.  And  as  the  man  told  his  story,  it  chanced  that 
he  named  the  place,  a  little  place  in  the  neighbourhood  of  a 
great  city,  where  Florian  had  passed  his  earliest  years,  but 
which  he  had  never  since  seen,  and,  the  story  told,  went  for- 
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ward  on  his  journey  comforted.  And  that  night,  like  a  reward 
for  his  pity,  a  dream  of  that  place  came  to  Florian,  a  dream 
which  did  for  him  the  office  of  the  finer  sort  of  memory,  bring- 
ing its  object  to  mind  with  a  great  clearness,  yet,  as  sometimes 
happens  in  dreams,  raised  a  little  above  itself,  and  above  ordi- 
nary retrospect.  The  true  aspect  of  the  place,  especially  of  the 
house  there  in  which  he  had  lived  as  a  child,  the  fashion  of  its 
doors,  its  hearths,  its  windows,  the  very  scent  upon  the  air  of 
it,  was  with  him  in  sleep  for  a  season;  only,  with  tints  more 
musically  blent  on  wall  and  floor,  and  some  finer  light  and 
shadow  running  in  and  out  along  its  curves  and  angles,  and 
with  all  its  little  carvings  daintier.  He  awoke  with  a  sigh  at  the 
thought  of  almost  thirty  years  which  lay  between  him  and  that 
place,  yet  with  a  flutter  of  pleasure  still  within  him  at  the  fair 
light,  as  if  it  were  a  smile,  upon  it.  And  it  happened  that  this 
accident  of  his  dream  was  just  the  thing  needed  for  the  begin- 
ning of  a  certain  design  he  then  had  in  view,  the  noting, 
namely,  of  some  things  in  the  story  of  his  spirit  — *  in  that  pro- 
cess of  brain-building  by  which  we  are,  each  one  of  us,  what  we 
are.  With  the  image  of  the  place  so  clear  and  favourable  upon 
him,  he  fell  to  thinking  of  himself  therein,  and  how  his  thoughts 
had  grown  up  to  him.  In  that  half-spiritualized  house  he  could 
watch  the  better,  over  again,  the  gradual  expansion  of  the  soul 
which  had  come  to  be  there  —  of  which,  indeed,  through  the 
law  which  makes  the  material  objects  about  them  so  large  an 
element  in  children's  lives,  it  had  actually  become  a  part;  in- 
ward and  outward  being  woven  through  and  through  each 
other  into  one  inextricable  texture  —  half,  tint  and  trace  and 
accident  of  homely  colour  and  form,  from  the  wood  and  the 
bricks;  half,  mere  soul-stuff,  floated  thither  from  who  knows 
how  far.  In  the  house  and  garden  of  his  dream  he  saw  a  child 
moving,  and  could  divide  the  main  streams  at  least  of  the  winds 
that  had  played  on  him,  and  study  so  the  first  stage  in  that 
mental  journey. 

The  old  house,  as  when  Florian  talked  of  it  afterwards  he 
always  called  it  (as  all  children  do,  who  can  recollect  a  change 
of  home,  soon  enough  but  not  too  soon  to  mark  a  period  in 
their  lives) ,  really  was  an  old  house ;  and  an  element  of  French 
descent  in  its  inmates  —  descent  from  Watteau,  the  old  court- 
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painter,  one  of  whose  gallant  pieces  still  hung  in  one  of  the 
rooms  —  might  explain,  together  with  some  other  things,  a 
noticeable  trimness  and  comely  whiteness  about  everything 
there  —  the  curtains,  the  couches,  the  paint  on  the  walls  with 
which  the  light  and  shadow  played  so  delicately;  might  explain 
also  the  tolerance  of  the  great  poplar  in  the  garden,  a  tree  most 
often  despised  by  English  people,  but  which  French  people 
love,  having  observed  a  certain  fresh  way  its  leaves  have  of 
dealing  with  the  wind,  making  it  sound,  in  never  so  slight  a 
stirring  of  the  air,  like  running  water. 

The  old-fashioned,  low  wainscoting  went  round  the  rooms, 
and  up  the  staircase  with  carved  balusters  and  shadowy 
angles,  landing  half-way  up  at  a  broad  window,  with  a  swal- 
low's nest  below  the  sill,  and  the  blossom  of  an  old  pear-tree 
showing  across  it  in  late  April,  against  the  blue,  below  which 
the  perfumed  juice  of  the  find  of  fallen  fruit  in  autumn  was  so 
fresh.  At  the  next  turning  came  the  closet  which  held  on  its 
deep  shelves  the  best  china.  Little  angel  faces  and  reedy  flut- 
ings  stood  out  round  the  fireplace  of  the  children's  room.  And 
on  the  top  of  the  house,  above  the  large  attic,  where  the  white 
mice  ran  in  the  twilight  —  an  infinite,  unexplored  wonderland 
of  childish  treasures,  glass  beads,  empty  scent-bottles  still 
sweet,  thrum  of  coloured  silks,  among  its  lumber  —  a  flat  space 
of  roof,  railed  round,  gave  a  view  of  the  neighbouring  steeples; 
for  the  house,  as  I  said,  stood  near  a  great  city,  which  sent  up 
heavenwards,  over  the  twisting  weather-vanes,  not  seldom,  its 
beds  of  rolling  cloud  and  smoke,  touched  with  storm  or  sun- 
shine. But  the  child  of  whom  I  am  writing  did  not  hate  the  fog 
because  of  the  crimson  lights  which  fell  from  it  sometimes  upon 
the  chimneys,  and  the  whites  which  gleamed  through  its  open- 
ings, on  summer  mornings,  on  turret  or  pavement.  For  it  is 
false  to  suppose  that  a  child's  sense  of  beauty  is  dependent  on 
any  choiceness  or  special  fineness  in  the  objects  which  present 
themselves  to  it,  though  this  indeed  comes  to  be  the  rule  with 
most  of  us  in  later  life;  earlier,  in  some  degree,  we  see  inwardly; 
and  the  child  finds  for  itself,  and  with  unstinted  delight,  a 
difference  for  the  sense,  in  those  whites  and  reds  through  the 
smoke  on  very  homely  buildings,  and  in  the  gold  of  the  dande- 
lions at  the  roadside,  just  beyond  the  houses,  where  not  a  hand- 
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ful  of  earth  is  virgin  and  untouched,  in  the  lack  of  better  minis- 
tries to  its  desire  of  beauty. 

This  house  then  stood  not  far  beyond  the  gloom  and  rumours 
of  the  town,  among  high  garden-walls,  bright  all  summer-time 
with  golden-rod  and  brown-and-golden  wall-flower  — flos  pa- 
rietis,  as  the  children's  Latin-reading  father  taught  them  to 
call  it,  while  he  was  with  them.  Tracing  back  the  threads  of 
his  complex  spiritual  habit,  as  he  was  used  in  after  years  to  do, 
Florian  found  that  he  owed  to  the  place  many  tones  of  senti- 
ment afterwards  customary  with  him,  certain  inward  lights 
under  which  things  most  naturally  presented  themselves  to 
him.  The  coming  and  going  of  travellers  to  the  town  along  the 
way,  the  shadow  of  the  streets,  the  sudden  breath  of  the  neigh- 
bouring gardens,  the  singular  brightness  of  bright  weather 
there,  its  singular  darknesses  which  linked  themselves  in  his 
mind  to  certain  engraved  illustrations  in  the  old  big  Bible  at 
home,  the  coolness  of  the  dark,  cavernous  shops  round  the 
great  church,  with  its  giddy  winding  stair  up  to  the  pigeons 
and  the  bells  —  a  citadel  of  peace  in  the  heart  of  the  trouble  — 
all  this  acted  on  his  childish  fancy,  so  that  ever  afterwards  the 
like  aspects  and  incidents  never  failed  to  throw  him  into  a  well- 
recognized  imaginative  mood,  seeming  actually  to  have  become 
a  part  of  the  texture  of  his  mind.  Also,  Florian  could  trace 
home  to  this  point  a  pervading  preference  in  himself  for  a  kind 
of  comeliness  and  dignity,  an  urbanity  l  literally,  in  modes  of 
life,  which  he  connected  with  the  pale  people  of  towns,  and 
which  made  him  susceptible  to  a  kind  of  exquisite  satisfaction 
in  the  trimness  and  well-considered  grace  of  certain  things  and 
persons  he  afterwards  met  with,  here  and  there,  in  his  way 
through  the  world. 

So  the  child  of  whom  I  am  writing  lived  on  there  quietly; 
things  without  ministering  to  him,  as  he  sat  daily  at  the  win- 
dow with  the  bird-cage  hanging  below  it,  and  his  mother  taught 
him  to  read,  wondering  at  the  ease  with  which  he  learned,  and 
at  the  quickness  of  his  memory.  The  perfume  of  the  little 
flowers  of  the  lime-tree  fell  through  the  air  upon  them  like  rain; 
while  time  seemed  to  move  ever  more  slowly  to  the  murmur  of 
the  bees  in  it,  till  it  almost  stood  still  on  June  afternoons.  How 

1  Manner  of  life  characteristic  of  cities. 
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insignificant,  at  the  moment,  seem  the  influences  of  the  sensi- 
ble things  which  are  tossed  and  fall  and  lie  about  us,  so,  or 
so,  in  the  environment  of  early  childhood.  How  indelibly,  as 
we  afterwards  discover,  they  affect  us;  with  what  capricious 
attractions  and  associations  they  figure  themselves  on  the 
white  paper,  the  smooth  wax,  of  our  ingenuous  souls,  as  "with 
lead  in  the  rock  for  ever,"  giving  form  and  feature,  and  as  it 
were  assigned  house-room  in  our  memory,  to  early  experiences 
of  feeling  and  thought,  which  abide  with  us  ever  afterwards, 
thus,  and  not  otherwise.  The  realities  and  passions,  the 
rumours  of  the  greater  world  without,  steal  in  upon  us,  each 
by  its  own  special  little  passage-way,  through  the  wall  of  cus- 
tom about  us;  and  never  afterwards  quite  detach  themselves 
from  this  or  that  accident,  or  trick,  in  the  mode  of  their  first 
entrance  to  us.  Our  susceptibilities,  the  discovery  of  our  powers, 
manifold  experiences  —  our  various  experiences  of  the  coming 
and  going  of  bodily  pain,  for  instance  —  belong  to  this  or  the 
other  well-remembered  place  in  the  material  habitation  —  that 
little  white  room  with  the  window  across  which  the  heavy  blos- 
soms could  beat  so  peevishly  in  the  wind,  with  just  that  partic- 
ular catch  or  throb,  such  a  sense  of  teasing  in  it*  on  gusty  morn- 
ings; and  the  early  habitation  thus  gradually  becomes  a  sort  of 
material  shrine  or  sanctuary  of  sentiment;  a  system  of  visible 
symbolism  interweaves  itself  through  all  our  thoughts  and  pas- 
sions; and  irresistibly,  little  shapes,  voices,  accidents  —  the 
angle  at  which  the  sun  in  the  morning  fell  on  the  pillow  —  be- 
come parts  of  the  great  chain  wherewith  we  are  bound. 

Thus  far,  for  Florian,  what  all  this  had  determined  was  a 
peculiarly  strong  sense  of  home  —  so  forcible  a  motive  with  all 
of  us  —  prompting  to  us  our  customary  love  of  the  earth,  and 
the  larger  part  of  our  fear  of  death,  that  revulsion  we  have  from 
it,  as  from  something  strange,  untried,  unfriendly;  though  life- 
long imprisonment,  they  tell  you,  and  final  banishment  from 
home  is  a  thing  bitterer  still;  the  looking  forward  to  but  a 
short  space,  a  mere  childish  gotiter l  and  dessert  of  it,  before  the 
end,  being  so  great  a  resource  of  effort  to  pilgrims  and  wayfar- 
ers, and  the  soldier  in  distant  quarters,  and  lending,  in  lack  of 
that,  some  power  of  solace  to  the  thought  of  sleep  in  the  home 

*  Lunch. 
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churchyard,  at  least  —  dead  cheek  by  dead  cheek,  and  with 
the  rain  soaking  in  upon  one  from  above. 

So  powerful  is  this  instinct,  and  yet  accidents  like  those  I 
have  been  speaking  of  so  mechanically  determine  it;  its  essence 
being  indeed  the  early  familiar,  as  constituting  our  ideal,  or 
typical  conception,  of  rest  and  security.  Out  of  so  many  pos- 
sible conditions,  just  this  for  you  and  that  for  me,  brings  ever 
the  unmistakable  realization  of  the  delightful  chez  soi ; l  this  for 
the  Englishman,  for  me  and  you,  with  the  closely  drawn  white 
curtain  and  the  shaded  lamp;  that,  quite  other,  for  the  wan- 
dering Arab,  who  folds  his  tent  every  morning,  and  makes  his 
sleeping-place  among  haunted  ruins  or  in  old  tombs. 

With  Florian  then  the  sense  of  home  became  singularly  in- 
tense, his  good  fortune  being  that  the  special  character  of  his 
home  was  in  itself  so  essentially  homelike.  As  after  many 
wanderings  I  have  come  to  fancy  that  some  parts  of  Surrey 
and  Kent  are,  for  Englishmen,  the  true  landscape,  true  home- 
counties,  by  right,  partly,  of  a  certain  earthy  warmth  in  the 
yellow  of  the  sand  below  their  gorse-bushes,  and  of  a  certain 
gray-blue  mist  after  rain,  in  the  hollows  of  the  hills  there,  wel- 
come to  fatiguec^eyes,  and  never  seen  farther  south;  so  I  think 
that  the  sort  of  house  I  have  described,  with  precisely  those 
proportions  of  red-brick  and  green,  and  with  a  just  perceptible 
monotony  in  the  subdued  order  of  it,  for  its  distinguishing  note, 
is  for  Englishmen  at  least  typically  homelike.  And  so  for 
Florian  that  general  human  instinct  was  reinforced  by  this 
special  home-likeness  in  the  place  his  wandering  soul  had  hap- 
pened to  light  on,  as,  in  the  second  degree,  its  body  and  earthly 
tabernacle;  the  sense  of  harmony  between  his  soul  and  its 
physical  environment  became,  for  a  time  at  least,  like  perfectly 
played  music,  and  the  life  led  there  singularly  tranquil  and 
filled  with  a  curious  sense  of  self-possession.  The  love  of  secur- 
ity, of  an  habitually  undisputed  standing-ground  or  sleeping- 
place,  came  to  count  for  much  in  the  generation  and  correcting 
of  his  thoughts,  and  afterwards  as  a  salutary  principle  of  re- 
straint in  all  his  wanderings  of  spirit.  The  wistful  yearning 
towards  home,  in  absence  from  it,  as  the  shadows  of  evening 
deepened,  and  he  followed  in  thought  what  was  doing  there 

1  At  home. 
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from  hour  to  hour,  interpreted  to  him  much  of  a  yearning  and 
regret  he  experienced  afterwards,  towards  he  knew  not  what, 
out  of  strange  ways  of  feeling  and  thought  in  which,  from  time 
to  time,  his  spirit  found  itself  alone;  and  in  the  tears  shed  in 
such  absences  there  seemed  always  to  be  some  soul-subduing 
foretaste  of  what  his  last  tears  might  be. 

And  the  sense  of  security  could  hardly  have  been  deeper,  the 
quiet  of  the  child's  soul  being  one  with  the  quiet  of  its  home, 
a  place  " inclosed  "  and  "  sealed."  But  upon  this  assured  place, 
upon  the  child's  assured  soul  which  resembled  it,  there  came 
floating  in  from  the  larger  world  without,  as  at  windows  left 
ajar  unknowingly,  or  over  the  high  garden  walls,  two  streams 
of  impressions,  the  sentiments  of  beauty  and  pain  —  recogni- 
tions of  the  visible,  tangible,  audible  loveliness  of  things,  as  a 
very  real  and  somewhat  tyrannous  element  in  them  —  and  of 
the  sorrow  of  the  world,  of  grown  people  and  children  and  ani- 
mals, as  a  thing  not  to  be  put  by  in  them.  From  this  point  he 
could  trace  two  predominant  processes  of  mental  change  in 
him  —  the  growth  of  an  almost  diseased  sensibility  to  the  spec-  \ 
tacle  of  suffering,  and,  parallel  with  this,  the  rapid  growth  of  \ 
a  certain  capacity  of  fascination  by  bright  colour  and  choice  I 
form  —  the  sweet  curvings,  for  instance,  of  the  lips  of  those 
who  seemed  to  him  comely  persons,  modulated  in  such  delicate 
unison  to  the  things  they  said  or  sang,  —  marking  early  the 
activity  in  him  of  a  more  than  customary  sensuousness,  "the 
lust  of  the  eye,"  as  the  Preacher  says,  which  might  lead  him, 
one  day,  how  far!  Could  he  have  foreseen  the  weariness  of  the 
way!  In  music  sometimes  the  two  sorts  of  impressions  came 
together,  and  he  would  weep,  to  the  surprise  of  older  people. 
Tears  of  joy  too  the  child  knew,  also  to  older  people's  surprise; 
real  tears,  once,  of  relief  from  long-strung,  childish  expecta- 
tion, when  he  found  returned  at  evening,  with  new  roses  in 
her  cheeks,  the  little  sister  who  had  been  to  a  place  where 
there  was  a  wood,  and  brought  back  for  him  a  treasure  of 
fallen  acorns,  and  black  crow's  feathers,  and  his  peace  at 
finding  her  again  near  him  mingled  all  night  with  some  in- 
timate sense  of  the  distant  forest,  the  rumour  of  its  breezes, 
with  the  glossy  blackbirds  aslant  and  the  branches  lifted  in 
them,  and  of  the  perfect  nicety  of  the  little  cups  that  fell 
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So  those  two  elementary  apprehensions  of  the  tenderness  and 
of  the  colour  in  things  grew  apace  in  him,  and  were  seen  by 
him  afterwards  to  send  their  roots  back  into  the  beginnings 
of  life. 

Let  me  note  first  some  of  the  occasions  of  his  recognition  of 
the  element  of  pain  in  things  —  incidents,  now  and  again, 
which  seemed  suddenly  to  awake  in  him  the  whole  force  of  that 
sentiment  which  Goethe  has  called  the  Weltschmerz,  and  in 
which  the  concentrated  sorrow  of  the  world  seemed  suddenly 
to  lie  heavy  upon  him.  A  book  lay  in  an  old  book-case,  of 
which  he  cared  to  remember  one  picture  —  a  woman  sitting, 
with  hands  bound  behind  her,  the  dress,  the  cap,  the  hair, 
folded  with  a  simplicity  which  touched  him  strangely,  as  if  not 
by  her  own  hands,  but  with  some  ambiguous  care  at  the  hands 
of  others  —  Queen  Marie  Antoinette,  on  her  way  to  execu- 
tion —  we  all  remember  David's  drawing,  meant  merely  to 
make  her  ridiculous.  The  face  that  had  been  so  high  had 
learned  to  be  mute  and  resistless;  but  out  of  its  very  resistless- 
ness  seemed  now  to  call  on  men  to  have  pity,  and  forbear;  and 
he  took  note  of  that,  as  he  closed  the  book,  as  a  thing  to  look 
at  again,  if  he  should  at  any  tune  find  himself  tempted  to  be 
cruel.  Again,  he  would  never  quite  forget  the  appeal  in  the 
small  sister's  face,  in  the  garden  under  the  lilacs,  terrified  at  a 
spider  lighted  on  her  sleeve.  He  could  trace  back  to  the  look 
then  noted  a  certain  mercy  he  conceived  always  for  people  hi 
fear,  even  of  little  things,  which  seemed  to  make  him,  though 
but  for  a  moment,  capable  of  almost  any  sacrifice  of  himself. 
Impressible,  susceptible  persons,  indeed,  who  had  had  their 
sorrows,  lived  about  him;  and  this  sensibility  was  due  in  part 
to  the  tacit  influence  of  their  presence,  enforcing  upon  him 
habitually  the  fact  that  there  are  those  who  pass  their  days,  as 
a  matter  of  course,  in  a  sort  of  "  going  quietly."  Most  poign- 
antly of  all  he  could  recall,  in  unfading  minutest  circumstance, 
the  cry  on  the  stair,  sounding  bitterly  through  the  house,  and 
struck  into  his  soul  for  ever,  of  an  aged  woman,  his  father's 
sister,  come  now  to  announce  his  death  in  distant  India;  how 
it  seemed  to  make  the  aged  woman  like  a  child  again;  and,  he 
knew  not  why,  but  this  fancy  was  full  of  pity  to  him.  There 
were  the  little  sorrows  of  the  dumb  animals  too  —  of  the  white 
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angora,  with  a  dark  tail  like  an  ermine's,  and  a  face  like  a 
flower,  who  fell  into  a  lingering  sickness,  and  became  quite 
delicately  human  in  its  valetudinarianism,  and  came  to  have  a 
hundred  different  expressions  of  voice  —  how  it  grew  worse 
and  worse,  till  it  began  to  feel  the  light  too  much  for  it,  and  at 
last,  after  one  wild  morning  of  pain,  the  little  soul  flickered 
away  from  the  body,  quite  worn  to  death  already,  and  now  but 
feebly  retaining  it. 

So  he  wanted  another  pet;  and  as  there  were  starlings  about 
the  place,  which  could  be  taught  to  speak,  one  of  them  was 
caught,  and  he  meant  to  treat  it  kindly;  but  in  the  night  its 
young  ones  could  be  heard  crying  after  it,  and  the  responsive 
cry  of  the  mother-bird  towards  them ;  and  at  last,  with  the  first 
light,  though  not  till  after  some  debate  with  himself,  he  went 
down  and  opened  the  cage,  and  saw  a  sharp  bound  of  the  pris- 
oner up  to  her  nestlings;  and  therewith  came  the  sense  of  re- 
morse, —  that  he  too  was  become  an  accomplice  in  moving,  to 
the  limit  of  his  small  power,  the  springs  and  handles  of  that 
great  machine  in  things,  constructed  so  ingeniously  to  play 
pain-fugues  on  the  delicate  nerve-work  of  living  creatures. 

I  have  remarked  how,  in  the  process  of  our  brain-building, 
as  the  house  of  thought  in  which  we  live  gets  itself  together, 
like  some  airy  bird's-nest  of  floating  thistle-down  and  chance 
straws,  compact  at  last,  little  accidents  have  their  consequence; 
and  thus  it  happened  that,  as  he  walked  one  evening,  a  garden 
gate,  usually  closed,  stood  open;  and  lo!  within,  a  great  red 
hawthorn  in  full  flower,  embossing  heavily  the  bleached  and 
twisted  trunk  and  branches,  so  aged  that  there  were  but  few 
green  leaves  thereon  —  a  plumage  of  tender,  crimson  fire  out 
of  the  heart  of  the  dry  wood.  The  perfume  of  the  tree  had  now 
and  again  reached  him,  in  the  currents  of  the  wind,  over  the  wall, 
and  he  had  wondered  what  might  be  behind  it,  and  was  now 
allowed  to  fill  his  arms  with  the  flowers  —  flowers  enough  for 
all  the  old  blue-china  pots  along  the  chimney-piece,  making 
fete  in  the  children's  room.  Was  it  some  periodic  moment  in 
the  expansion  of  soul  within  him,  or  mere  trick  of  heat  in  the 
heavily  laden  summer  air?  But  the  beauty  of  the  thing  struck 
home  to  him  feverishly;  and  in  dreams  at  night  he  loitered 
along  a  magic  roadway  of  crimson  flowers,  which  seemed  to 
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open  ruddily  in  thick,  fresh  masses  about  his  feet,  and  fill 
softly  all  the  little  hollows  in  the  banks  on  either  side.  Always 
afterwards,  summer  by  summer,  as  the  flowers  came  on,  the 
blossom  of  the  red  hawthorn  still  seemed  to  him  absolutely  the 
reddest  of  all  things;  and  the  goodly  crimson,  still  alive  in  the 
works  of  old  Venetian  masters  or  old  Flemish  tapestries,  called 
out  always  from  afar  the  recollection  of  the  flame  in  those  per 
ishing  little  petals,  as  it  pulsed  gradually  out  of  them,  kept  long 
in  the  drawers  of  an  old  cabinet.  Also  then,  for  the  first  time, 
he  seemed  to  experience  a  passionateness  in  his  relation  to  fair 
outward  objects,  an  inexplicable  excitement  in  their  presence, 
which  disturbed  him,  and  from  which  he  half  longed  to  be  free. 
A  touch  of  regret  or  desire  mingled  all  night  with  the  remem- 
bered presence  of  the  red  flowers,  and  their  perfume  in  the 
darkness  about  him:  and  the  longing  for  some  undivined,  entire 
possession  of  them  was  the  beginning  of  a  revelation  to  him, 
growing  ever  clearer,  with  the  coming  of  the  gracious  summer 
guise  of  fields  and  trees  and  persons  in  each  succeeding  year,  of 
a  certain,  at  times  seemingly  exclusive,  predominance  in  hir 
interests,  of  beautiful  physical  things,  a  kind  of  tyranny  of  the 
senses  over  him. 

In  later  years  he  came  upon  philosophies  which  occupied 
him  much  in  the  estimate  of  the  proportion  of  the  sensuous  and 
the  ideal  elements  in  human  knowledge,  the  relative  parts  they 
bear  in  it;  and,  in  his  intellectual  scheme,  was  led  to  assign  very 
little  to  the  abstract  thought,  and  much  to  its  sensible  vehicle 
or  occasion.  Such  metaphysical  speculation  did  but  reinforce 
what  was  instinctive  in  his  way  of  receiving  the  world,  and  for 
him,  everywhere,  that  sensible  vehicle  or  occasion  became, 
perhaps  only  too  surely,  the  necessary  concomitant  of  any 
perception  of  things,  real  enough  to  be  of  any  weight  or  reckon- 
ing, in  his  house  of  thought.  There  were  times  when  he  could 
think  of  the  necessity  he  was  under  of  associating  all  thoughts 
to  touch  and  sight,  as  a  sympathetic  link  between  himself  and 
actual,  feeling,  living  objects;  a  protest  in  favour  of  real  men 
and  women  against  mere  grey,  unreal  abstractions ;  and  he  re- 
membered gratefully  how  the  Christian  religion,  hardly  less 
than  the  religion  of  the  ancient  Greeks,  translating  so  much  of 
its  spiritual  verity  into  things  that  may  be  seen,  condescends 
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in  part  to  sanction  this  infirmity,  if  so  it  be,  of  our  human  ex- 
istence, wherein  the  world  of  sense  is  so  much  with  us,  and 
welcomed  this  thought  as  a  kind  of  keeper  and  sentinel  over 
his  soul  therein.  But  certainly  he  came  more  and  more  to  be 
unable  to  care  for  or  think  of  soul  but  as  in  an  actual  body,  or 
of  any  world  but  that  wherein  are  water  and  trees,  and  where 
men  and  women  look  so  or  so,  and  press  actual  hands.  It  was 
the  trick  even  his  pity  learned,  fastening  those  who  suffered 
in  any  wise  to  his  affections  by  a  kind  of  sensible  attachments. 
He  would  think  of  Julian,  fallen  into  incurable  sickness,  as 
spoiled  in  the  sweet  blossom  of  his  skin  like  pale  amber,  and  his 
honey-like  hair;  of  Cecil,  early  dead,  as  cut  off  from  the  lilies, 
from  golden  summer  days,  from  women's  voices;  and  then 
what  comforted  him  a  little  was  the  thought  of  the  turning  of 
the  child's  flesh  to  violets  in  the  turf  above  him.  And  thinking 
of  the  very  poor,  it  was  not  the  things  which  most  men  care 
most  for  that  he  yearned  to  give  them;  but  fairer  roses,  per- 
haps, and  power  to  taste  quite  as  tjiey  will,  at  their  ease  and 
not  task-burdened,  a  certain  desirable  clear  light  in  the  new 
morning,  through  which  sometimes  he  had  noticed  them,  quite 
unconscious  of  it,  on  their  way  to  their  early  toil. 

So  he  yielded  himself  to  these  things,  to  be  played  upon  by 
them  like  a  musical  instrument,  and  began  to  note  with  deep- 
ening watchfulness,  but  always  with  some  puzzled,  unutterable 
longing  in  his  enjoyment,  the  phases  of  the  seasons  and  of  the 
growing  or  waning  day,  down  even  to  the  shadowy  changes 
wrought  on  bare  wall  or  ceiling  —  the  light  cast  up  from  the 
snow,  bringing  out  their  darkest  angles;  the  brown  light  in  the 
cloud,  which  meant  rain;  that  almost  too  austere  clearness, 
in  the  protracted  light  of  the  lengthening  day,  before  warm 
weather  began,  as  if  it  lingered  but  to  make  a  severer  work- 
day, with  the  school-books  opened  earlier  and  later;  that  beam 
of  June  sunshine,  at  last,  as  he  lay  awake  before  the  time,  a  way 
of  gold-dust  across  the  darkness;  all  the  humming,  the  fresh- 
ness, the  perfume  of  the  garden  seemed  to  lie  upon  it  —  and 
coming  in  one  afternoon  in  September,  along  the  red  gravel 
walk,  to  look  for  a  basket  of  yellow  crab-apples  left  in  the  cool, 
old  parlour,  he  remembered  it  the  more,  and  how  the  colours 
struck  upon  him,  because  a  wasp  or  one  bitten  apple  stung  him, 
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and  he  felt  the  passion  of  sudden,  severe  pain.  For  this  too 
brought  its  curious  reflections;  and,  in  relief  from  it,  he  would 
wonder  over  it  —  how  it  had  then  been  with  him  —  puzzled 
at  the  depth  of  the  charm  or  spell  over  him,  which  lay,  for  a 
little  while  at  least,  in  the  mere  absence  of  pain;  once,  espe- 
cially, when  an  older  boy  taught  him  to  make  flowers  of  seal- 
ing-wax, and  he  had  burnt  his  hand  badly  at  the  lighted  taper, 
and  been  unable  to  sleep.  He  remembered  that  also  afterwards, 
as  a  sort  of  typical  thing  —  a  white  vision  of  heat  about  him, 
clinging  closely,  through  the  languid  scent  of  the  ointments 
put  upon  the  place  to  make  it  well. 

Also,  as  he  felt  this  pressure  upon  him  of  the  sensible  world, 
then,  as  often  afterwards,  there  would  come  another  sort  of 
;urious  questioning  how  the  last  impressions  of  eye  and  ear 
might  happen  to  him,  how  they  would  find  him  —  the  scent 
of  the  last  flower,  the  soft  yellowness  of  the  last  morning,  the 
last  recognition  of  some  object  of  affection,  hand  or  voice;  it 
could  not  be  but  that  the.  latest  look  of  the  eyes,  before  their 
final  closing,  would  be  strangely  vivid;  one  would  go  with  the 
hot  tears,  the  cry,  the  touch  of  the  wistful  bystander,  impressed 
how  deeply  on  one!  or  would  it  be,  perhaps,  a  mere  frail  re- 
tiring of  all  things,  great  or  little,  away  from  one,  into  a  level 
distance? 

For  with  this  desire  of  physical  beauty  mingled  itself  early 
the  fear  of  death  —  the  fear  of  death  intensified  by  the  desire 
of  beauty.  Hitherto  he  had  never  gazed  upon  dead  faces,  as 
sometimes,  afterwards,  at  the  Morgue  in  Paris,  or  in  that  fair 
cemetery  at  Munich,  where  all  the  dead  must  go  and  lie  in 
state  before  burial,  behind  glass  windows,  among  the  flowers 
and  incense  and  holy  candles  —  the  aged  clergy  with  their 
sacred  ornaments,  the  young  men  in  their  dancing-shoes  and 
spotless  white  linen  —  after  which  visits,  those  waxen,  resist- 
less faces  would  always  live  with  him  for  many  days,  making 
the  broadest  sunshine  sickly.  The  child  had  heard  indeed  of 
the  death  of  his  father,  and  how,  in  the  Indian  station,  a  fever 
had  taken  him,  so  that  though  not  in  action  he  had  yet  died 
as  a  soldier;  and  hearing  of  the  "resurrection  of  the  just,"  he 
could  think  of  him  as  still  abroad  in  the  world,  somehow,  for 
his  protection  —  a  grand  though  perhaps  rather  terrible  figure, 


THE   CHILD   IN  THE  HOUSE  035 

in  beautiful  soldier's  things,  like  the  figure  in  the  picture  of 
Joshua's  Vision  in  the  Bible  —  and  of  that  round  which  the 
mourners  moved  so  softly,  and  afterwards  with  such  solemn 
singing,  as  but  a  worn-out  garment  left  at  a  deserted  lodging. 
So  it  was,  until  on  a  summer  day  he  walked  with  his  mother 
through  a  fair  churchyard.  In  a  bright  dress  he  rambled  among 
the  graves,  in  the  gay  weather,  and  so  came,  in  one  comer, 
upon  an  open  grave  for  a  child  —  a  dark  space  on  the  brilliant 
grass  —  the  black  mould  heaped  up  round  it,  weighing  down 
the  little  jeweled  branches  of  the  dwarf  rosebushes  in  flower. 
And  therewith  came,  full-grown,  never  wholly  to  leave  him, 
with  the  certainty  that  even  children  do  sometimes  die,  the 
physical  horror  of  death,  with  its  wholly  selfish  recoil  from  the 
association  of  lower  forms  of  life,  and  the  suffocating  weight 
above.  No  benign,  grave  figure  in  beautiful  soldier's  things 
any  longer  abroad  in  the  world  for  his  protection!  only  a  few 
poor,  piteous  bones;  and  above  them,  possibly,  a  certain  sort 
of  figure  he  hoped  not  to  see.  For  sitting  one  day  in  the  garden 
below  an  open  window,  he  heard  people  talking,  and  could  not 
but  listen,  how,  in  a  sleepless  hour,  a  sick  woman  had  seen  one 
of  the  dead  sitting  beside  her,  come  to  call  her  hence;  and  from 
the  broken  talk  evolved  with  much  clearness  the  notion  that 
not  all  those  dead  people  had  really  departed  to  the  church- 
yard, nor  were  quite  so  motionless  as  they  looked,  but  led  a 
secret,  half-fugitive  life  in  their  old  homes,  quite  free  by  night, 
though  sometimes  visible  in  the  day,  dodging  from  room  to 
room,  with  no  great  goodwill  towards  those  who  shared  the 
place  with  them.  All  night  the  figure  sat  beside  him  in  the 
reveries  of  his  broken  sleep,  and  was  not  quite  gone  in  the 
morning  —  an  odd,  irreconcilable  new  member  of  the  house- 
hold, making  the  sweet  familiar  chambers  unfriendly  and  sus- 
pect by  its  uncertain  presence.  He  could  have  hated  the  dead 
he  had  pitied  so,  for  being  thus.  Afterwards  he  came  to  think 
of  those  poor,  home-returning  ghosts,  which  all  men  have  fan- 
cied to  themselves  —  the  revenanls  —  pathetically,  as  crying, 
or  beating  with  vain  hands  at  the  doors,  as  the  wind  came,  their 
cries  distinguishable  in  it  as  a  wilder  inner  note.  But,  always 
making  death  more  unfamiliar  still,  that  old  experience  would 
ever,  from  time  to  time,  return  to  him;  even  in  the  living  he 
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sometimes  caught  its  likeness;  at  any  time  or  place,  in  a  mo- 
ment, the  faint  atmosphere  of  the  chamber  of  death  would  be 
breathed  around  him,  and  the  image  with  the  bound  chin,  the 
quaint  smile,  the  straight  stiff  feet,  shed  itself  across  the  air 
upon  the  bright  carpet,  amid  the  gayest  company,  or  happiest 
communing  with  himself. 

To  most  children  the  sombre  questionings  to  which  impres- 
sions like  these  attach  themselves,  if  they  come  at  all,  are  actu- 
ally suggested  by  religious  books,  which  therefore  they  often 
regard  with  much  secret  distaste,  and  dismiss,  as  far  as  possible, 
from  their  habitual  thoughts  as  a  too  depressing  element  in 
life.  To  Florian  such  impressions,  these  misgivings  as  to  the 
ultimate  tendency  of  the  years,  of  the  relationship  between  life 
and  death,  had  been  suggested  spontaneously  in  the  natural 
course  of  his  mental  growth  by  a  strong  innate  sense  for  the 
soberer  tones  in  things,  further  strengthened  by  actual  circum- 
stances; and  religious  sentiment,  that  system  of  biblical  ideas 
in  which  he  had  been  brought  up,  presented  itself  to  him  as  a 
thing  that  might  soften  and  dignify,  and  light  up  as  with  a 
1  'lively  hope,"  a  melancholy  already  deeply  settled  in  him- 
So  he  yielded  himself  easily  to  religious  impressions,  and  with 
a  kind  of  mystical  appetite  for  sacred  things,  the  more  as  they 
came  to  him  through  a  saintly  person  who  loved  him  tenderly, 
and  believed  that  this  early  preoccupation  with  them  already 
marked  the  child  out  for  a  saint.  He  began  to  love,  for  their 
own  sakes,  church  lights,  holy  days,  all  that  belonged  to  the 
comely  order  of  the  sanctuary,  the  secrets  of  its  white  linen, 
and  holy  vessels,  and  fonts  of  pure  water;  and  its  hieratic  pur- 
ity and  simplicity  became  the  type  of  something  he  desired  to 
have  about  him  in  actual  life.  He  pored  over  the  pictures  in 
religious  books,  and  knew  by  heart  the  exact  mode  in  which  the 
wrestling  angel  grasped  Jacob,  how  Jacob  looked  in  his  myste- 
rious sleep,  how  the  bells  and  pomegranates  were  attached  to 
the  hem  of  Aaron's  vestment,  sounding  sweetly  as  he  glided 
over  the  turf  of  the  holy  place.  His  way  of  conceiving  religion 
came  then  to  be  in  effect  what  it  ever  afterwards  remained  — 
a  sacred  history  indeed,  but  still  more  a  sacred  ideal,  a  tran- 
scendent version  or  representation,  under  intense  and  more 
expressive  light  and  shade,  of  human  life  and  its  familiar  or 
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exceptional  incidents,  birth,  death,  marriage,  youth,  age,  tears, 
joy,  rest,  sleep,  waking  —  a  mirror,  towards  which  men  might 
turn  away  their  eyes  from  vanity  and  dullness,  and  see  them- 
selves therein  as  angels,  with  their  daily  meat  and  drink,  even, 
become  a  kind  of  sacred  transaction  —  a  complementary  strain 
or  burden,1  applied  to  our  every-day  existence,  whereby  the 
stray  snatches  of  music  in  it  re-set  themselves,  and  fall  into  the 
scheme  of  some  higher  and  more  consistent  harmony.  A  place 
adumbrated  itself  in  his  thoughts,  wherein  those  sacred  per- 
sonalities, which  are  at  once  the  reflex  and  the  pattern  of  our 
nobler  phases  of  life,  housed  themselves;  and  this  region  in  his 
intellectual  scheme  all  subsequent  experience  did  but  tend  still 
further  to  realize  and  define.  Some  ideal,  hieratic  persons  he 
would  always  need  to  occupy  it  and  keep  a  warmth  there.  And 
he  could  hardly  understand  those  who  felt  no  such  need  at  all, 
finding  themselves  quite  happy  without  such  heavenly  com- 
panionship, and  sacred  double  of  their  life,  beside  them. 

Thus  a  constant  substitution  of  the  typical  for  the  actual 
took  place  in  his  thoughts.  Angels  might  be  met  by  the  way, 
under  English  elm  or  beech- tree;  mere  messengers  seemed  like 
angels,  bound  on  celestial  errands;  a  deep  mysticity  brooded 
over  real  meetings  and  partings;  marriages  were  made  in  hea- 
ven; and  deaths  also,  with  hands  of  angels  thereupon,  to  bear 
soul  and  body  quietly  asunder,  each  to  its  appointed  rest.  All 
the  acts  and  accidents  of  daily  life  borrowed  a  sacred  colour 
and  significance;  the  very  colours  of  things  became  themselves 
weighty  with  meanings  like  the  sacred  stuffs  of  Moses'  taber- 
nacle, full  of  penitence  or  peace.  Sentiment,  congruous  in  the 
first  instance  only  with  those  divine  transactions,  the  deep, 
effusive  unction  of  the  House  of  Bethany,  was  assumed  as  the 
due  attitude  for  the  reception  of  our  every-day  existence;  and 
for  a  time  he  walked  through  the  world  in  a  sustained,  not  un- 
pleasurable  awe,  generated  by  the  habitual  recognition,  beside 
every  circumstance  and  event  of  life,  of  its  celestial  correspond- 
ent. 

Sensibility  —  the  desire  of  physical  beauty  —  a  strange 
biblical  awe,  which  made  any  reference  to  the  unseen  act  on 
him  like  solemn  music  —  these  qualities  the  child  took  away 

1  Bass  under-part. 
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with  him,  when,  at  about  the  age  of  twelve  years,  he  left  the 
old  house,  and  was  taken  to  live  in  another  place.  He  had 
never  left  his  home  before,  and,  anticipating  much  from  this 
change,  had  long  dreamed  over  it,  jealously  counting  the  days 
till  the  time  fixed  for  departure  should  come;  had  been  a  little 
careless  about  others  even,  in  his  strong  desire  for  it  —  when 
Lewis  fell  sick,  for  instance,  and  they  must  wait  still  two  days 
longer.  At  last  the  morning  came,  very  fine;  and  all  things  — 
the  very  pavement  with  its  dust,  at  the  roadside  —  seemed  to 
have  a  white,  pearl-like  lustre  in  them.  They  were  to  travel  by 
a  favourite  road  on  which  he  had  often  walked  a  certain  dis- 
tance, and  on  one  of  those  two  prisoner  days,  when  Lewis  was 
sick,  had  walked  farther  than  ever  before,  in  his  great  desire  to 
reach  the  new  place.  They  had  started  and  gone  a  little  way 
when  a  pet  bird  was  found  to  have  been  left  behind,  and  must 
even  now  —  so  it  presented  itself  to  him  —  have  already  all  the 
appealing  fierceness  and  wild  self-pity  at  heart  of  one  left  by 
others  to  perish  of  hunger  in  a  closed  house;  and  he  returned 
to  fetch  it,  himself  in  hardly  less  stormy  distress.  But  as  he 
passed  in  search  of  it  from  room  to  room,  lying  so  pale,  with  a 
look  of  meekness  in  their  denudation,  and  at  last  through  that 
little  stripped  white  room,  the  aspect  of  the  place  touched  him 
like  the  face  of  one  dead;  and  a  clinging  back  towards  it  came 
over  him,  so  intense  that  he  knew  it  would  last  long,  and  spoil- 
ing all  his  pleasure  in  the  realization  of  a  thing  so  eagerly 
anticipated.  And  so,  with  the  bird  found,  but  himself  in  an 
agony  of  homesickness,  thus  capriciously  sprung  up  within 
him,  he  was  driven  quickly  away,  far  into  the  rural  distance,  so 
fondly  speculated  on,  of  that  favourite  country  road. 
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[Chapter  23  of  Marius  the  Epicurean.  This  philosophic  tale  deals  with 
the  development  of  a  Roman  youth  of  the  latter  part  of  the  second  cen- 
tury, who  passes  through  a  period  of  thought  very  similar  to  that  set 
forth  in  the  Conclusion  to  Renaissance  Studies  (see  p.  612),  but  is  later 
profoundly  affected  by  contact  with  Christianity.  Like  "The  Child  in 
the  House,"  the  work  is  regarded  as  in  some  sense  spiritually  autobio- 
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graphic.  The  present  chapter  describes  Marius's  attendance  on  a  Christian 
service  at  Rome.] 

.  .  .  THE  long  winter  had  been  a  season  of  unvarying  sullen- 
ness.  At  last,  on  this  day  he  awoke  with  a  sharp  flash  of  light- 
ning in  the  earliest  twilight:  in  a  little  while  the  heavy  rain  had 
filtered  the  air:  the  clear  light  was  abroad;  and,  as  though  the 
spring  had  set  in  with  a  sudden  leap  in  the  heart  of  things,  tht 
whole  scene  around  him  lay  like  some  untarnished  picture  be- 
neath a  sky  of  delicate  blue.  Under  the  spell  of  his  late  depres- 
sion, Marius  had  suddenly  determined  to  leave  Rome  for 
a  while.  But  desiring  first  to  advertise  Cornelius  of  his  move- 
ments, and  failing  to  find  him  in  his  lodgings,  he  had  ventured, 
still  early  in  the  day,  to  seek  him  in  the  Cecilian  villa.  Passing 
through  its  silent  and  empty  court-yard  he  loitered  for  a  mo- 
ment, to  admire.  Under  the  clear  but  immature  light  of  winter 
morning  after  a  storm,  all  the  details  of  form  and  colour  in  the 
old  marbles  were  distinctly  visible,  and  with  a  kind  of  severity 
or  sadness  —  so  it  struck  him  —  amid  their  beauty:  in  them, 
and  in  all  other  details  of  the  scene  —  the  cypresses,  the 
bunches  of  pale  daffodils  in  the  grass,  the  curves  of  the  purple 
hills  of  Tusculum,  with  the  drifts  of  virgin  snow  still  lying  in 
their  hollows. 

The  little  open  door,  through  which  he  passed  from  the  court- 
yard, admitted  him  into  what  was  plainly  the  vast  Lararium,1 
or  domestic  sanctuary,  of  the  Cecilian  family,  transformed  in 
many  particulars,  but  still  richly  decorated,  and  retaining  much 
of  its  ancient  furniture  in  metal- work  and  costly  stone.  The 
peculiar  half-light  of  dawn  seemed  to  be  lingering  beyond  its 
hour  upon  the  solemn  marble  walls;  and  here,  though  at  that 
moment  in  absolute  silence,  a  great  company  of  people  was 
assembled.  In  that  brief  period  of  peace,  during  which  the 
church  emerged  for  a  while  from  her  jealously  guarded  subter- 
ranean life,  the  rigour  of  an  earlier  rule  of  exclusion  had  been 
relaxed.  And  so  it  came  to  pass  that  on  this  morning  Marius 
saw  for  the  first  time  the  wonderful  spectacle  —  wonderful, 
especially,  in  its  evidential  power  over  himself,  over  his  own 
thoughts  —  of  those  who  believe. 

1  Shrine  of  the  household  gods. 
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There  were  noticeable,  among  those  present,  great  varieties 
of  rank,  of  age,  of  personal  type.  The  Roman  ingenuus, l  with 
the  white  toga  and  gold  ring,  stood  side  by  side  with  his  slave; 
and  the  air  of  the  whole  company  was,  above  all,  a  grave  one, 
an  air  of  recollection.  Coming  thus  unexpectedly  upon  this 
large  assembly,  so  entirely  united,  in  a  silence  so  profound,  for 
purposes  unknown  to  him,  Marius  felt  for  a  moment  as  if 
he  had  stumbled  by  chance  upon  some  great  conspiracy.  Yet 
that  could  scarcely  be,  for  the  people  here  collected  might  have 
figured  as  the  earliest  handsel,  or  pattern,  of  a  new  world,  from 
the  very  face  of  which  discontent  had  passed  away.  Corre- 
sponding to  the  variety  of  human  type  there  present  was  the 
various  expression  of  every  form  of  human  sorrow  assuaged. 
What  desire,  what  fulfilment  of  desire,  had  wrought  so  pathet- 
ically on  the  features  of  these  ranks  of  aged  men  and  women  of 
humble  condition?  Those  young  men,  bent  down  so  discreetly 
on  the  details  of  their  sacred  service,  had  faced  life  and  were 
glad,  by  some  science,  or  light  of  knowledge  they  had,  to  which 
there  had  certainly  been  no  parallel  in  the  older  world.  Was 
some  credible  message  from  beyond  "the  flaming  rampart  of 
the  world  "  —  a  message  of  hope,  regarding  the  peace  of  men's 
souls  and  their  interest  in  the  sum  of  things  —  already  mould- 
ing anew  their  very  bodies,  and  looks,  and  voices,  now  and  here? 
At  least  there  was  a  cleansing  and  kindling  flame  at  work  in 
them,  which  seemed  to  make  everything  else  Marius  had  ever 
known  look  comparatively  vulgar  and  mean.  There  were  the 
children,  above  all  —  troops  of  children  —  reminding  him  of 
those  pathetic  children's  graves,  like  cradles  or  garden-beds, 
he  had  noticed  in  his  first  visit  to  these  places;  and  they  more 
than  satisfied  the  odd  curiosity  he  had  then  conceived  about 
them,  wondering  in  what  quaintly  expressive  forms  they 
might  come  forth  into  the  daylight,  if  awakened  from  sleep. 
Children  of  the  Catacombs,  some  but  "  a  span  long,"  with  fea- 
tures not  so  much  beautiful  as  heroic  (that  world  of  new,  re- 
fining sentiment  having  set  its  seal  even  on  childhood),  they 
retained  certainly  no  stain  or  trace  of  anything  subterranean 
this  morning,  in  the  alacrity  of  their  worship  —  as  ready  as  if 
they  had  been  at  play  —  stretching  forth  their  hands,  crying. 

1  Free-born  man. 
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chanting  in  a  resonant  voice,  and  with  boldly  upturned  faces, 
Chris te  Eleisont 

For  the  silence  —  silence,  amid  those  lights  of  early  morning 
to  which  Marius  had  always  been  constitutionally  impressible, 
as  having  in  them  a  certain  reproachful  austerity  —  was 
broken  suddenly  by  resounding  cries  of  Kyrie  Eleison!  Christe 
ELeison! l  repeated  alternately,  again  and  again ,  until  the  bishop, 
rising  from  his  chair,  made  sign  that  this  prayer  should  cease. 
But  the  voices  burst  out  once  more  presently,  in  richer  and 
more  varied  melody,  though  still  of  an  antiphonal  character; 
the  men,  the  women  and  children,  the  deacons,  the  people, 
answering  one  another,  somewhat  after  the  manner  of  a  Greek 
chorus.  But  again  with  what  a  novelty  of  poetic  accent;  what 
a  genuine  expansion  of  heart;  what  profound  intimations  for 
the  intellect,  as  the  meaning  of  the  words  grew  upon  him !  Cum 
grandi  affectu  ei  compunctione  dicatur 2  —  says  an  ancient  eu- 
charistic  order;  and  certainly  the  mystic  tone  of  this  praying 
and  singing  was  one  with  the  expression  of  deliverance,  of 
grateful  assurance  and  sincerity,  upon  the  faces  of  those  assem- 
bled. As  if  some  searching  correction,  a  regeneration  of  the 
body  by  the  spirit,  had  begun,  and  was  already  gone  a  great 
way,  the  countenances  of  men,  women,  and  children  alike  had  a 
brightness  on  them  which  he  could  fancy  reflected  upon  him- 
self —  an  amenity,  a  mystic  amiability  and  unction,  which 
found  its  way  most  readily  of  all  to  the  hearts  of  children  them- 
selves. The  religious  poetry  of  those  Hebrew  psalms  —  Bene- 
dixisti  Domine  terrain  tuam:  Dixit  Dominus  Domino  meo,  sede 
a  dextris  meis 3  —  was  certainly  in  marvelous  accord  with  the 
lyrical  instinct  of  his  own  character.  Those  august  hymns,  he 
thought,  must  thereafter  ever  remain  by  him  as  among  the 
well-tested  powers  in  things  to  soothe  and  fortify  the  soul. 
One  could  never  grow  tired  of  them! 

In  the  old  pagan  worship  there  had  been  little  to  call  the 
understanding  into  play.  Here,  on  the  other  hand,  the  utter- 
ance, the  eloquence,  the  music  of  worship  conveyed,  as  Marius 
readily  understood,  a  fact  or  series  of  facts,  for  intellectual 

1  "Lord,  have  mercy!  Christ,  have  mercy  1" 

*  "Let  it  be  said  with  great  emotion  and  poignancy." 

•  "Lord,  thou  hast  blessed  thy  land."  —  "The  Lord  said  unto  my  Lord,  Sit  thou  at 
my  right  hand." 
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reception.  That  became  evident,  more  especially,  in  those  les- 
sons, or  sacred  readings,  which,  like  the  singing,  in  broken 
vernacular  Latin,  occurred  at  certain  intervals,  amid  the  silence 
of  the  assembly.  There  were  readings,  again  with  bursts  of 
chanted  invocation  between  for  fuller  light  on  a  difficult  path, 
in  which  many  a  vagrant  voice  of  human  philosophy,  haunt- 
ing men's  minds  from  of  old,  recurred  with  clearer  accent  than 
had  ever  belonged  to  it  before,  as  if  lifted,  above  its  first  inten- 
tion, into  the  harmonies  of  some  supreme  system  of  knowledge 
or  doctrine,  at  length  complete.  And  last  of  all  came  a  narra- 
tive which,  with  a  thousand  tender  memories,  every  one  ap- 
peared to  know  by  heart,  displaying,  in  all  the  vividness  of  a 
picture  for  the  eye,  the  mournful  figure  of  him  towards  whom 
this  whole  act  of  worship  still  consistently  turned  —  a  figure 
which  seemed  to  have  absorbed,  like  some  rich  tincture  in  his 
garment,  all  that  was  deep-felt  and  impassioned  in  the  experi- 
ences of  the  past. 

It  was  the  anniversary  of  his  birth  as  a  little  child  they 
celebrated  to-day.  Astiterunt  reges  terra:  so  the  Gradual,  the 
"Song  of  Degrees,"  proceeded,  the  young  men  on  the  steps  of 
the  altar  responding  in  deep,  clear  antiphon  or  chorus  — 

Astiterunt  reges  terrce  — 

Adversus  sanctum  puerum  tuum,  Jesum : 

Nunc,  Domine,  da  servis  tuis  loqui  verbum  tuum  — 

Et  signa  fieri,  per  nomen  sancti  pueri  Jesu.1 

And  the  proper  action  of  the  rite  itself,  like  a  half -opened  book 
to  be  read  by  the  duly  initiated  mind,  took  up  those  sugges- 
tions, and  carried  them  forward  into  the  present,  as  having 
reference  to  a  power  still  efficacious,  still  after  some  mystic 
sense  even  now  in  action  among  the  people  there  assembled. 
The  entire  office,  indeed,  with  its  interchange  of  lessons,  hymns, 
prayer,  silence,  was  itself  like  a  single  piece  of  highly  com- 
posite, dramatic  music;  a  "song  of  degrees,"  rising  steadily  to 
a  climax.  Notwithstanding  the  absence  of  any  central  image 
visible  to  the  eye,  the  entire  ceremonial  process,  like  the  place 

1  '  The  kings  of  the  earth  stood  up, 
Against  thy  holy  child  Jesus: 

Now,  Lord,  grant  unto  thy  servants  to  speak  thy  word, 
And  that  signs  may  be  done,  by  the  name  of  thy  holy  child  Jesus."  (Acts  4: 26-30.) 
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in  which  it  was  enacted,  was  weighty  with  symbolic  signifi- 
cance, seemed  to  express  a  single  leading  motive.  The  mystery, 
if  such  in  fact  it  was,  centred  indeed  in  the  actions  of  one  visi- 
ble person,  distinguished  among  the  assistants,  who  stood 
ranged  in  semi-circle  around  him,  by  the  extreme  fineness  of 
his  white  vestments  and  the  pointed  cap  with  the  golden  orna- 
ments upon  his  head. 

Nor  had  Marius  ever  seen  the  pontifical  character,  as  he 
conceived  it  —  sicut  unguentum  in  capile,  descendens  in  oram 
vestimenti l  —  so  fully  realized  as  in  the  expression,  the  manner 
and  voice,  of  this  novel  pontiff ,  as  he  took  his  seat  on  the  white 
chair  placed  for  him  by  the  young  men,  and  received  his  long 
staff  into  his  hand,  or  moved  his  hands  —  hands  which  seemed 
endowed  in  very  deed  with  some  mysterious  power  —  at  the 
Lavabo*  or  at  the  various  benedictions,  or  to  bless  certain  ob- 
jects on  the  table  before  him,  chanting  in  cadence  of  a  grave 
sweetness  the  leading  parts  of  the  rite.  What  profound  unction 
and  mysticity!  The  solemn  character  of  the  singing  was  at  its 
height  when  he  opened  his  lips.  Like  some  new  sort  of  rhap- 
sodos*  it  was  for  the  moment  as  if  he  alone  possessed  the  words 
of  that  office,  and  they  flowed  anew  from  some  permanent 
source  of  inspiration  within  him.  The  table  or  altar  at  which 
he  presided,  below  a  canopy  on  delicate  spiral  columns,  was  in 
fact  the  tomb  of  a  youthful  "witness/'  of  the  family  of  the 
Cecilii,  who  had  shed  his  blood  not  many  years  before,  and 
whose  relics  were  still  in  this  place.  It  was  for  his  sake  the 
bishop  put  his  lips  so  often  to  the  surface  before  him;  the 
regretful  memory  of  that  death  entwining  itself,  though  not 
without  certain  notes  of  triumph,  as  a  matter  of  special  inward 
significance,  throughout  a  service  which  was,  before  all  else, 
from  first  to  last,  a  commemoration  of  the  dead. 

A  sacrifice  also,  —  a  sacrifice,  it  might  seem,  like  the  most 
primitive,  the  most  natural  and  enduringly  significant  of  the 
old  pagan  sacrifices,  of  the  simplest  fruits  of  the  earth.  And 
in  connection  with  this  circumstance  again,  as  in  the  actual 
stones  of  the  building  so  in  the  rite  itself,  what  Marius  observed 

1  "Like  ointment  upon  the  head,  going  down  to  the  skirts  of  the  garment."   (Psalm 
I33:2-) 

1  The  ritual  of  washing  the  hands  before  the  eucharist. 
*  A  Greek  chanter  of  poetry. 
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was  not  so  much  new  matter  as  a  new  spirit,  moulding,  inform- 
ing, with  a  new  intention,  many  observances  not  witnessed  for 
the  first  time  to-day.  Men  and  women  came  to  the  altar  suc- 
cessively, in  perfect  order,  and  deposited  below  the  lattice- 
work of  pierced  white  marble  their  baskets  of  wheat  and 
grapes,  incense,  oil  for  the  sanctuary  lamps,  bread  and  wine 
especially  —  pure  wheaten  bread,  the  pure  white  wine  of  the 
Tusculan  vineyards.  There  was  here  a  veritable  consecration, 
hopeful  and  animating,  of  the  earth's  gifts,  of  old  dead  and 
dark  matter  itself,  now  in  some  way  redeemed  at  last,  of  all 
that  we  can  touch  or  see,  in  the  midst  of  a  jaded  world  that  had 
lost  the  true  sense  of  things,  and  in  strong  contrast  to  the  wise 
emperor's  renunciant  and  impassive  attitude  towards  them. 
Certain  portions  of  that  bread  and  wine  were  taken  into  the 
bishop's  hands;  and  thereafter  with  an  increasing  mysticity 
and  effusion  the  rite  proceeded.  Still  in  a  strain  of  inspired 
supplication,  the  antiphonal  singing  developed,  from  this  point, 
into  a  kind  of  dialogue  between  the  chief  minister  and  the  whole 
assisting  company  — 

Sursum  cor  da  I 

Habemus  ad  Dominum! 

Gr atlas  agamus  Domino  Deo  nostro !  — x 

It  might  have  been  thought  the  business,  the  duty  or  service 
of  young  men  more  particularly,  as  they  stood  there  in  long 
ranks,  and  in  severe  and  simple  vesture  of  the  purest  white  — 
a  service  in  which  they  would  seem  to  be  flying  for  refuge,  as 
with  their  precious,  their  treacherous  and  critical  youth  in 
their  hands,  to  one  —  yes!  one  like  themselves,  who  yet  claimed 
their  worship,  a  worship,  above  all,  in  the  way  of  Aurelius,  in 
the  way  of  imitation.  Adoramus  te  Christe,  quia  per  crucem 
tuam  redemisti  mundum ! 2  —  they  cry  together.  So  deep  is  the 
emotion  that  at  moments  it  seems  to  Marius  as  if  some  there 
present  apprehend  that  prayer  prevails,  that  the  very  object 
of  this  pathetic  crying  himself  draws  near.  From  the  first  there 
had  been  the  sense,  an  increasing  assurance,  of  one  coming,  — 
actually  with  them  now,  according  to  the  oft-repeated  affirma- 

1  "Lift  up  your  hearts!"  —  "We  lift  them  up  to  the  Lord!"  "Let  us  give  thanks  to 
the  Lord  our  God!" 

2  "We  worship  thee,"O  Christ,  who  by  Thy  cross  hast  redeemed  the  world!" 
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tion  or  petition,  Dominus  vobiscum  I l  Some  at  least  were  quite 
sure  of  it;  and  the  confidence  of  this  remnant  fired  the  hearts, 
and  gave  meaning  to  the  bold,  ecstatic  worship,  of  all  the  rest 
about  them. 

Prompted  especially  by  the  suggestions  of  that  mysterious 
old  Jewish  psalmody ,  so  new  to  him  —  lesson  and  hymn  —  and 
catching  therewith  a  portion  of  the  enthusiasm  of  those  beside 
him,  Marius  could  discern  dimly,  behind  the  solemn  recitation 
which  now  followed,  at  once  a  narrative  and  a  prayer,  the  most 
touching  image  truly  that  had  ever  come  within  the  scope  of 
his  mental  or  physical  gaze.  It  was  the  image  of  a  young  man 
giving  up  voluntarily,  one  by  one,  for  the  greatest  of  ends,  the 
greatest  gifts;  yet  from  the  midst  of  his  desolation  crying  out 
upon  the  greatness  of  his  success,  as  if  foreseeing  this  very 
worship.2  As  centre  of  the  supposed  facts  which  for  these 
people  were  become  so  constraining  a  motive  of  hopefulness, 
of  activity,  that  image  seemed  to  display  itself  with  an  over- 
.  whelming  claim  on  human  gratitude.  What  Saint  Louis  of 
France  discerned,  and  found  so  irresistibly  touching,  across 
the  dimness  of  many  centuries,  as  a  painful  thing  done  for  love 
of  him  by  one  he  had  never  seen,  was  to  them  almost  as  a  thing 
of  yesterday;  and  their  hearts  were  whole  with  it.  It  had  the 
force,  among  their  interests,  of  an  almost  recent  event  in  the 
career  of  one  whom  their  fathers'  fathers  might  have  known. 
From  memories  so  sublime,  yet  so  close  at  hand,  had  the 
narrative  descended  in  which  these  acts  of  worship  centred; 
though  again  the  names  of  some  more  recently  dead  were 
mingled  in  it.  And  it  seemed  as  if  the  very  dead  were  aware; 
to  be  stirring  beneath  the  slabs  of  the  sepulchres  which  lay  so 
near,  that  they  might  associate  themselves  to  this  enthusiasm 
-  to  this  exalted  worship  of  Jesus. 

One  by  one,  at  last,  the  faithful  approach  to  receive  from  the 
chief  minister  morsels  of  the  great  white  wheaten  cake  he  had 
taken  into  his  hands  —  Perducat  vos  ad  vitam  alernam  / 3  he 
prays,  half-silently,  as  they  depart  again,  after  discreet 
embraces.  The  Eucharist  of  those  early  days  was,  even  more 
entirely  than  at  any  later  or  happier  time,  an  act  of  thanksgiv- 

>  "The  Lord  be  with  you!"         «  Cf.  Psalm  xxn,  22-31.  (Pater's  note.] 
•  "May  he  guide  you  unto  eternal  life!" 
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ing;  and  while  the  remnants  of  the  feast  are  borne  away  for  the 
reception  of  the  sick,  the  sustained  gladness  of  the  rite  reaches 
its  highest  point  in  the  singing  of  a  hymn:  a  hymn  like  the 
spontaneous  product  of  two  opposed  militant  companies,  con- 
tending accordantly  together,  heightening,  accumulating,  their 
witness,  provoking  one  another's  worship,  in  a  kind  of  sacred 
rivalry. 

He!  Missa  est! l  —  cried  the  young  deacons;  and  Marius  de- 
parted from  that  strange  scene  along  with  the  rest.  What  was 
it?  Was  it  this  made  the  way  of  Cornelius  so  pleasant  through 
the  world?  As  for  Marius  himself,  the  natural  soul  of  worship  in 
him  had  at  last  been  satisfied  as  never  before.  He  felt,  as  he 
left  that  place,  that  he  must  hereafter  experience  often  a  long- 
ing memory,  a  kind  of  thirst,  for  all  this,  over  again.  And  it 
seemed  moreover  to  define  what  he  must  require  of  the  powers, 
whatsoever  they  might  be,  that  had  brought  him  into  the  world 
at  all,  to  make  him  not  unhappy  in  it. 

1  "Go!  You  are  dismissed!" 
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[Published  in  the  Cornhill  Magazine  for  April;  reprinted  in  the  collec- 
tion called  Virginibus  Puerisque,  1881.  Perhaps  the  finest  example  of 
Stevenson's  work  in  the  familiar  essay.  The  title  ("Triple  Bronze")  is 
from  an  ode  of  Horace's  (i,  iii) : "  He  was  armed  with  oak  and  triple  bronze 
who  first  entrusted  a  frail  bark  to  the  fierce  sea."] 

THE  changes  wrought  by  death  are  in  themselves  so  sharp 
and  final,  and  so  terrible  and  melancholy  in  their  consequences, 
that  the  thing  stands  alone  in  man's  experience  and  has  no 
parallel  upon  earth.  It  outdoes  all  other  accidents  because  it  is 
the  last  of  them.  Sometimes  it  leaps  suddenly  upon  its  victims, 
like  a  Thug;  sometimes  it  lays  a  regular  siege,  and  creeps  upon 
their  citadel  during  a  scpre  of  years.  And  when  the  business  is 
done,  there  is  sore  havoc  made  in  other  people's  lives,  and  a 
pin  knocked  out  by  which  many  subsidiary  friendships  hung 
together.  There  are  empty  chairs,  solitary  walks,  and  single 
beds  at  night.  Again,  in  taking  away  our  friends,  death  does 
not  take  them  away  utterly,  but  leaves  behind  a  mocking, 
tragical,  and  soon  intolerable  residue,  which  must  be  hurriedly 
concealed.  Hence  a  whole  chapter  of  sights  and  customs  strik- 
ing to  the  mind,  from  the  pyramids  of  Egypt  to  the  gibbets 
and  dule  trees1  of  mediaeval  Europe.  The  poorest  persons  have 
a  bit  of  pageant  going  towards  the  tomb;  memorial  stones  are 
set  up  over  the  least  memorable;  and,  in  order  to  preserve 
some  show  of  respect  for  what  remains  of  our  old  loves  and 
friendships,  we  must  accompany  it  with  much  grimly  ludicrous 
ceremonial,  and  the  hired  undertaker  parades  before  the  door. 
All  this,  and  much  more  of  the  same  sort,  accompanied  by  the 
eloquence  of  poets,  has  gone  a  great  way  to  put  humanity  in 
error;  nay,  in  many  philosophies  the  error  has  been  embodied 

1  Mourning  trees  (trees  especially  associated  with  lamentation  for  public  calamities). 
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and  laid  down  with  every  circumstance  of  logic;  although  in 
real  life  the  bustle  and  swiftness,  in  leaving  people  little  time  to 
think,  have  not  left  them  time  enough  to  go  dangerously 
wrong  in  practice. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  although  few  things  are  spoken  of  with 
more  fearful  whisperings  than  this  prospect  of  death,  few  have 
less  influence  on  conduct  under  healthy  circumstances.  We 
have  all  heard  of  cities  of  South  America  built  upon  the  side  of 
fiery  mountains,  and  how,  even  in  this  tremendous  neighbour- 
hood, the  inhabitants  are  not  a  jot  more  impressed  by  the  so- 
lemnity of  mortal  conditions  than  if  they  were  delving  gardens 
in  the  greenest  corner  of  England.  There  are  serenades  and 
suppers,  and  much  gallantry  among  the  myrtles  overhead; 
and  meanwhile  the  foundation  shudders  underfoot,  the  bowels 
of  the  mountain  growl,  and  at  any  moment  living  ruin  may 
leap  sky-high  into  the  moonlight,  and  tumble  man  and  his 
merry-making  in  the  dust.  In  the  eyes  of  very  young  people, 
and  very  dull  old  ones,  there  is  something  indescribably  reck- 
less and  desperate  in  such  a  picture.  It  seems  not  credible  that 
respectable  married  people,  with  umbrellas,  should  find  appe- 
tite for  a  bit  of  supper  within  quite  a  long  distance  of  a  fiery 
mountain;  ordinary  life  begins  to  smell  of  high-handed  debauch 
when  it  is  carried  on  so  close  to  a  catastrophe;  and  even  cheese 
and  salad,  it  seems,  could  hardly  be  relished  in  such  circum- 
stances without  something  like  a  defiance  of  the  Creator.  It 
should  be  a  place  for  nobody  but  hermits  dwelling  in  prayer 
and  maceration,  or  mere  born-devils  drowning  care  in  a  per- 
petual carouse. 

And  yet,  when  one  comes  to  think  upon  it  calmly,  the  situa- 
tion of  these  South  American  citizens  forms  only  a  very  pale 
figure  for  the  state  of  ordinary  mankind.  This  world  itself, 
travelling  blindly  and  swiftly  in  overcrowded  space,  among  a 
million  other  worlds  travelling  blindly  and  swiftly  in  contrary 
directions,  may  very  well  come  by  a  knock  that  would  set  it  into 
explosion  like  a  penny  squib.  And  what,  pathologically  looked 
at,  is  the  human  body,  with  all  its  organs,  but  a  mere  bagful 
of  petards?  The  least  of  these  is  as  dangerous  to  the  whole 
economy  as  the  ship's  powder-magazine  to  the  ship;  and  with 
every  breath  we  breathe,  and  every  meal  we  eat,  we  are  putting 
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one  or  more  of  them  in  peril.  If  we  clung  as  devotedly  as  some 
philosophers  pretend  we  do  to  the  abstract  idea  of  life,  or  were 
half  as  frightened  as  they  make  out  we  are  for  the  subversive 
accident  that  ends  it  all,  the  trumpets  might  sound  by  the 
hour  and  no  one  would  follow  them  into  battle  —  the  blue-peter 
might  fly  at  the  truck,1  but  who  would  climb  into  a  sea-going 
ship?  Think  (if  these  philosophers  were  right)  with  what  a 
preparation  of  spirit  we  should  affront  the  daily  peril  of  the 
dinner-table  —  a  deadlier  spot  than  any  battle-field  in  history, 
where  the  far  greater  proportion  of  our  ancestors  have  miser- 
ably left  their  bones!  What  woman  would  ever  be  lured  into 
marriage,  so  much  more  dangerous  than  the  wildest  sea?  And 
what  would  it  be  to  grow  old?  For,  after  a  certain  distance, 
every  step  we  take  in  life  we  find  the  ice  growing  thinner  below 
our  feet,  and  all  around  us  and  behind  us  we  see  our  contempo- 
raries going  through.  By  the  time  a  man  gets  well  into  the  sev- 
enties, his  continued  existence  is  a  mere  miracle;  and  when  he 
lays  his  old  bones  in  bed  for  the  night,  there  is  an  overwhelming 
probability  that  he  will  never  see  the  day.  Do  the  old  men 
mind  it,  as  a  matter  of  fact?  Why,  no.  They  were  never  mer- 
•rier;  they  have  their  grog  at  night,  and  tell  the  raciest  stories; 
they  hear  of  the  death  of  people  about  their  own  age,  or  even 
younger,  not  as  if  it  was  a  grisly  warning,  but  with  a  simple 
childlike  pleasure  at  having  outlived  some  one  else;  and  when  a 
draught  might  puff  them  out  like  a  guttering  candle,  or  a  bit  of 
a  stumble  shatter  them  like  so  much  glass,  their  old  hearts  keep 
sound  and  unaff righted,  and  they  go  on,  bubbling  with  laugh- 
ter, through  years  of  man's  age  compared  to  which  the  valley 
at  Balaklava  2  was  as  safe  and  peaceful  as  a  village  cricket- 
green  on  Sunday.  It  may  fairly  be  questioned  (if  we  look  to 
the  peril  only)  whether  it  was  a  much  more  daring  feat  for 
Curtius  to  plunge  into  the  gulf 3  than  for  any  old  gentleman 
of  ninety  to  doff  his  clothes  and  clamber  into  bed. 

Indeed,  it  is  a  memorable  subject  for  consideration,  with 
what  unconcern  and  gaiety  mankind  pricks  on  along  the  Valley 
of  the  Shadow  of  Death.  The  whole  way  is  one  wilderness  of 

1  Mast-head.  The  blue-peter  is  a  flag  displayed  to  indicate  that  the  vessel  is  ready  to 
sail. 

1  Where  the  "Charge  of  the  Light  Brigade"  occurred. 
1  A  Roman  hero  who  sacrificed  himself  at  the  instance  of  an  oradr. 
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snares;  and  the  end  of  it,  for  those  who  fear  the  last  pinch,  is 
irrevocable  ruin.  And  yet  we  go  spinning  through  it  all,  like  a 
party  for  the  Derby.  Perhaps  the  reader  remembers  one  of  the 
humorous  devices  of  the  deified  Caligula:  how  he  encouraged  a 
vast  concourse  of  holiday-makers  on  to  his  bridge  over  Baiae 
bay,  and  when  they  were  in  the  height  of  their  enjoyment, 
turned  loose  the  Pretorian  guards  among  the  company  and 
had  them  tossed  into  the  sea.  This  is  no  bad  miniature  of  the 
dealings  of  nature  with  the  transitory  race  of  man.  Only,  what 
a  chequered  picnic  we  have  of  it,  even  while  it  lasts!  and  into 
what  great  waters,  not  to  be  crossed  by  any  swimmer,  God's 
pale  Pretorian  throws  us  over  in  the  end ! 

We  live  the  time  that  a  match  nickers ;  we  pop  the  cork  of  a 
ginger-beer  bottle,  and  the  earthquake  swallows  us  on  the 
instant.  Is.  it  not  odd,  is  it  not  incongruous,  is  it  not,  in  the 
highest  sense  of  human  speech,  incredible,  that  we  should 
think  so  highly  of  the  ginger-beer  and  regard  so  little  the  de- 
vouring earthquake?  "The  love  of  Life"  and  "the  fear  of 
Death"  are  two  famous  phrases  that  grow  harder  to  under- 
stand the  more  we  think  about  them.  It  is  a  well-known  fact 
that  an  immense  proportion  of  boat  accidents  would  never 
happen  if  people  held  the  sheet  in  their  hands  instead  of  mak- 
ing it  fast;  and  yet,  unless  it  be  some  martinet  of  a  professional 
mariner,  or  some  landsman  with  shattered  nerves,  every  one 
of  God's  creatures  makes  it  fast.  A  strange  instance  of  man's 
unconcern  and  brazen  boldness  in  the  face  of  death ! 

We  confound  ourselves  with  metaphysical  phrases,  which 
we  import  into  daily  talk  with  noble  inappropriateness.  We 
have  no  idea  of  what  death  is,  apart  from  its  circumstances  and 
some  of  its  consequences  to  others ;  and  although  we  have  some 
experience  of  living,  there  is  not  a  man  on  earth  who  has  flown 
so  high  into  abstraction  as  to  have  any  practical  guess  at  the 
meaning  of  the  word  "life."  All  literature,  from  Job  and  Omar 
Khayyam  to  Thomas  Carlyle  or  Walt  Whitman,  is  but  an 
attempt  to  look  upon  the  human  state  with  such  largeness  of 
view  as  shall  enable  us  to  rise  from  the  consideration  of  living 
to  the  Definition  of  Life.  And  our  sages  give  us  about  the  best 
satisfaction  in  their  power  when  they  say  that  it  is  a  vapour, 
or  a  show,  or  made  out  of  the  same  stuff  with  dreams.  Philoso- 
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phy,  in  its  more  rigid  sense,  has  been  at  the  same  work  for 
ages;  and  after  a  myriad  bald  heads  have  wagged  over  the 
problem,  and  piles  of  words  have  been  heaped  one  upon  an- 
other into  dry  and  cloudy  volumes  without  end,  philosophy 
has  the  honour  of  laying  before  us,  with  modest  pride,  her  con- 
tribution towards  the  subject:  that  life  is  a  Permanent  Possibil- 
ity of  Sensation.  Truly  a  fine  result!  A  man  may  very  well  love 
beef,  or  hunting,  or  a  woman;  but  surely,  surely,  not  a  Per- 
manent Possibility  of  Sensation!  He  may  be  afraid  of  a  preci- 
pice, or  a  dentist,  or  a  large  enemy  with  a  club,  or  even  an 
undertaker's  man;  but  not,  certainly,  of  abstract  death.  We 
may  trick  with  the  word  "  life  "  in  its  dozen  senses  until  we  are 
weary  of  tricking;  we  may  argue  in  terms  of  all  the  philosophies 
on  earth;  but  one  fact  remains  true  throughout  —  that  we  do 
not  love  life,  in  the  sense  that  we  are  greatly  preoccupied  about 
its  conservation;  that  we  do  not,  properly  speaking,  love  life  at 
all,  but  living.  Into  the  views  of  the  least  careful  there  will 
enter  some  degree  of  providence;  no  man's  eyes  are  fixed  en- 
tirely on  the  passing  hour;  but  although  we  have  some  antici- 
pation of  good  health,  good  weather,  wine,  active  employment, 
love,  and  self -approval,  the  sum  of  these  anticipations  does  not 
amount  to  anything  like  a  general  view  of  life's  possibilities  and 
issues;  nor  are  those  who  cherish  them  most  vividly  at  all  the 
most  scrupulous  of  their  personal  safety.  To  be  deeply  inter- 
ested in  the  accidents  of  our  existence,  to  enjoy  keenly  the 
mixed  texture  of  human  experience,  rather  leads  a  man  to  dis- 
regard precautions  and  risk  his  neck  against  a  straw.  For 
surely  the  love  of  living  is  stronger  in  an  Alpine  climber  roping 
over  a  peril,  or  a  hunter  riding  merrily  at  a  stiff  fence,  than  in  a 
creature  who  lives  upon  a  diet  and  walks  a  measured  distance 
in  the  interest  of  his  constitution. 

There  is  a  great  deal  of  very  vile  nonsense  talked  upon  both 
sides  of  the  matter;  tearing  divines  reducing  life  to  the  dimen- 
sions of  a  mere  funeral  procession,  so  short  as  to  be  hardly 
decent;  and  melancholy  unbelievers  yearning  for  the  tomb  as 
if  it  were  a  world  too  far  away.  Both  sides  must  feel  a  little 
ashamed  of  their  performances  now  and  again,  when  they  draw 
in  their  chairs  to  dinner.  Indeed,  a  good  meal  and  a  bottle  of 
wine  is  an  answer  to  most  standard  works  upon  the  question. 
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When  a  man's  heart  warms  to  his  viands,  he  forgets  a  great  deal 
of  sophistry,  and  soars  into  a  rosy  zone  of  contemplation. 
Death  may  be  knocking  at  the  door,  like  the  Commander's 
statue;1  we  have  something  else  in  hand,  thank  God,  and  let 
him  knock.  Passing  bells  are  ringing  the  world  over.  All  the 
world  over,  and  every  hour,  some  one  is  parting  company  with 
all  his  aches  and  ecstasies.  For  us  also  the  trap  is  laid.  But  we 
are  so  fond  of  life  that  we  have  no  leisure  to  entertain  the  ter- 
ror of  death.  It  is  a  honeymoon  with  us  all  through,  and  none 
of  the  longest.  Small  blame  to  us  if  we  give  our  whole  hearts 
to  this  glowing  bride  of  ours  —  to  the  appetites,  to  honour,  to 
the  hungry  curiosity  of  the  mind,  to  the  pleasure  of  the  eyes 
in  nature,  and  the  pride  of  our  own  nimble  bodies. 

We  all  of  us  appreciate  the  sensations ;  but  as  for  caring  about 
the  Permanence  of  the  Possibility,  a  man's  head  is  generally 
very  bald,  and  his  senses  very  dull,  before  he  comes  to  that. 
Whether  we  regard  life  as  a  lane  leading  to  a  dead  wall  —  a 
mere  bag's  end,  as  the  French  say  —  or  whether  we  think  of  it 
as  a  vestibule  or  gymnasium,  where  we  wait  our  turn  and  pre- 
pare our  faculties  for  some  more  noble  destiny;  whether  we 
thunder  in  a  pulpit,  or  pule  in  little  atheistic  poetry-books, 
about  its  vanity  and  brevity;  whether  we  look  justly  for  years 
of  health  and  vigour,  or  are  about  to  mount  into  a  Bath-chair 
as  a  step  towards  the  hearse ;  in  each  and  all  of  these  views  and 
situations  there  is  but  one  conclusion  possible  —  that  a  man 
should  stop  his  ears  against  paralyzing  terror,  and  run  the  race 
that  is  set  before  him  with  a  single  mind.  No  one  surely  could 
have  recoiled  with  more  heartache  and  terror  from  the  thought 
of  death  than  our  respected  lexicographer;2  and  yet  we  know 
how  little  it  affected  his  conduct,  how  wisely  and  boldly  he 
walked,  and  in  what  a  fresh  and  lively  vein  he  spoke  of  life. 
Already  an  old  man,  he  ventured  on  his  Highland  tour;  and 
his  heart,  bound  with  triple  brass,  did  not  recoil  before  twenty- 
seven  individual  cups  of  tea.  As  courage  and  intelligence  are 
the  two  qualities  best  worth  a  good  man's  cultivation,  so  it  is 
the  first  part  of  intelligence  to  recognize  our  precarious  estate 
in  life,  and  the  first  part  of  courage  to  be  not  at  all  abashed 
before  the  fact.  A  frank  and  somewhat  headlong  carriage,  not 

1  In  the  legend  of  Don  Juan.  2  Dr.  Samuel  Johnson. 
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looking  too  anxiously  before,  not  dallying  in  maudlin  regret 
over  the  past,  stamps  the  man  who  is  well  armoured  for  this 
world. 

And  not  only  well  armoured  for  himself,  but  a  good  friend 
and  a  good  citizen  to  boot.  We  do  not  go  to  cowards  for  tender 
dealing;  there  is  nothing  so  cruel  as  panic;  the  man  who  has 
least  fear  for  his  own  carcase  has  most  time  to  consider  others. 
That  eminent  chemist  who  took  his  walks  abroad  in  tin  shoes, 
and  subsisted  wholly  upon  tepid  milk,  had  all  his  work  cut 
out  for  him  in  considerate  dealings  with  his  own  digestion.  So 
soon  as  prudence  has  begun  to  grow  up  in  the  brain,  like  a  dis- 
mal fungus,  it  finds  its  first  expression  in  a  paralysis  of  gener- 
ous acts.  The  victim  begins  to  shrink  spiritually;  he  develops 
a  fancy  for  parlours  with  a  regulated  temperature,  and  takes  his 
morality  on  the  principle  of  tin  shoes  and  tepid  milk.  The  care 
of  one  important  body  or  soul  becomes  so  engrossing  that  all 
the  noises  of  the  outer  world  begin  to  come  thin  and  faint  into 
the  parlour  with  the  regulated  temperature,  and  the  tin  shoes 
go  equably  forward  over  blood  and  rain.  To  be  otherwise  is 
to  ossify;  and  the  scruple-monger  ends  by  standing  stock  still. 
Now  the  man  who  has  his  heart  on  his  sleeve,  and  a  good  whirl- 
ing weathercock  of  a  brain,  who  reckons  his  life  as  a  thing  to 
be  dashingly  used  and  cheerfully  hazarded,  makes  a  very  dif- 
ferent acquaintance  of  the  world,  keeps  all  his  pulses  going  true 
and  fast,  and  gathers  impetus  as  he  runs,  until,  if  he  be  running 
towards  anything  better  than  wildfire,  he  may  shoot  up  and 
become  a  constellation  in  the  end.  Lord  look  after  his  health, 
Lord  have  a  care  of  his  soul,  says  he;  and  he  has  at  the  key  of 
the  position,  and  swashes  through  incongruity  and  peril  to- 
wards his  aim.  Death  is  on  all  sides  of  him  with  pointed  bat- 
teries, as  he  is  on  all  sides  of  all  of  us;  unfortunate  surprises 
gird  him  round;  mim-mouthed  friends  and  relations  hold  up 
their  hands  in  quite  a  little  elegiacal  synod  about  his  path:  and 
what  cares  he  for  all  this?  Being  a  true  lover  of  living,  a  fellow 
with  something  pushing  and  spontaneous  on  his  inside,  he 
must,  like  any  other  soldier,  in  any  other  stirring,  deadly  war- 
fare, push  on  at  his  best  pace  until  he  touch  the  goal.  "  A  peer- 
age or  Westminster  Abbey ! "  cried  Nelson  in  his  bright,  boyish, 
heroic  manner.  These  are  great  incentives;  not  for  any  of  these, 
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but  for  the  plain  satisfaction  of  living,  of  being  about  their 
business  in  some  sort  or  other,  do  the  brave,  serviceable  men  of 
every  nation  tread  down  the  nettle  danger  and  pass  flyingly 
over  all  the  stumbling-blocks  of  prudence.  Think  of  the  hero- 
ism of  Johnson,  —  think  of  that  superb  indifference  to  mortal 
limitation  that  set  him  upon  his  dictionary,  and  carried  him 
through  triumphantly  to  the  end!  Who,  if  he  were  wisely  con- 
siderate of  things  at  large,  would  ever  embark  upon  any  work 
much  more  considerable  than  a  halfpenny  post-card?  Who 
would  project  a  serial  novel,  after  Thackeray  and  Dickens  had 
each  fallen  in  mid-course?  Who  would  find  heart  enough  to 
begin  to  live,  if  he  dallied  with  the  consideration  of  death? 

And,  after  all,  what  sorry  and  pitiful  quibbling  all  this  is! 
To  forego  all  the  issues  of  living,  in  a  parlour  with  a  regulated 
temperature  —  as  if  that  were  not  to  die  a  hundred  times  over, 
and  for  ten  years  at  a  stretch !  As  if  it  were  not  to  die  in  one's 
own  lifetime,  and  without  even  the  sad  immunities  of  death !  As 
if  it  were  not  to  die,  and  yet  be  the  patient  spectators  of  our 
own  pitiable  change!  The  Permanent  Possibility  is  preserved, 
but  the  sensations  carefully  held  at  arm's  length,  as  if  one  kept 
a  photographic  plate  in  a  dark  chamber.  It  is  better  to  lose 
health  like  a  spendthrift  than  to  waste  it  like  a  miser.  It  is 
better  to  live  and  be  done  with  it  than  to  die  daily  in  the  sick 
room.  By  all  means  begin  your  folio;  even  if  the  doctor  does 
not  give  you  a  year,  —  even  if  he  hesitates  about  a  month, 
make  one  brave  push  and  see  what  can  be  accomplished  in  a 
week.  It  is  not  only  in  finished  undertakings  that  we  ought  to 
honour  useful  labour.  A  spirit  goes  out  of  the  man  who  means 
execution,  which  outlives  the  most  untimely  ending.  All  who 
have  meant  good  work  with  their  whole  hearts,  have  done  good 
work,  although  they  may  die  before  they  have  the  time  to  sign 
it.  Every  heart  that  has  beat  strong  and  cheerfully  has  left  a 
hopeful  impulse  behind  it  in  the  world,  and  bettered  the  tra- 
dition of  mankind.  And  even  if  death  catch  people,  like  an 
open  pitfall,  and  in  mid-career,  laying  out  vast  projects,  and 
planning  monstrous  foundations,  flushed  with  hope,  and  their 
mouths  full  of  boastful  language,  they  should  be  at  once 
tripped  up  and  silenced;  is  there  not  something  brave  and 
spirited  in  such  a  termination?  and  does  not  life  go  down  with 
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a  better  grace,  foaming  in  full  body  over  a  precipice,  than  mis- 
erably straggling  to  an  end  in  sandy  deltas?  When  the  Greeks 
made  their  fine  saying  that  those  whom  the  gods  love  die  young, 
I  cannot  help  believing  they  had  this  sort  of  death  also  in  their 
eye.  For  surely,  at  whatever  age  it  overtake  the  man,  this  is  to 
die  young.  Death  has  not  been  suffered  to  take  so  much  as  an 
illusion  from  his  heart.  In  the  hot-fit  of  life,  a-tiptoe  on  the 
highest  point  of  being,  he  passes  at  a  bound  on  to  the  other  side. 
The  noise  of  the  mallet  and  chisel  is  scarcely  quenched,  the 
trumpets  are  hardly  done  blowing,  when,  trailing  with  him 
clouds  of  glory,  this  happy-starred,  full-blooded  spirit  shoots 
into  the  spiritual  land. 

TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY  IN  THE 
CfiVENNES 

1879 

[The  outing  in  Southern  France  described  in  these  sketches  took  place 
in  the  autumn  of  1878.] 

THE  DONKEY,  THE  PACK,  AND  THE  PACK  SADDLE 

.  .  .  THERE  dwelt  an  old  man  in  Monastier,  of  rather  un- 
sound intellect  according  to  some,  much  followed  by  street- 
boys,  and  known  to  fame  as  Father  Adam.  Father  Adam  had  a 
cart,  and  to  draw  the  cart  a  diminutive  she-ass,  not  much  big- 
ger than  a  dog,  the  colour  ol  a  mouse,  with  a  kindly  eye  and  a 
determined  under-jaw.  There  was  something  neat  and  high- 
bred, a  quakerish  elegance,  about  the  rogue  that  hit  my  fancy 
on  the  spot.  Our  first  interview  was  in  Monastier  market-place. 
To  prove  her  good  temper,  one  child  after  another  was  set 
upon  her  back  to  ride,  and  one  after  another  went  head  over 
heels  into  the  air,  until  a  want  of  confidence  began  to  reign  in 
youthful  bosoms,  and  the  experiment  was  discontinued  from 
a  dearth  of  subjects.  I  was  already  backed  by  a  deputation  of 
my  friends;  but  as  if  this  were  not  enough,  all  the  buyers  and 
sellers  came  round  and  helped  me  in  the  bargain;  and  the  ass 
and  I  and  Father  Adam  were  the  centre  of  a  hubbub  for  nearly 
half  an  hour.  At  length  she  passed  into  my  service  for  the  con- 
sideration of  sixty-five  francs  and  a  glass  of  brandy.  .  .  . 
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I  had  a  last  interview  with  Father  Adam  in  a  billiard-room 
at  the  witching  hour  of  dawn,  when  I  administered  the  brandy. 
He  professed  himself  greatly  touched  by  the  separation,  and 
declared  he  had  often  bought  white  bread  for  the  donkey  when 
he  had  been  content  with  black  bread  for  himself;  but  this,  ac- 
cording to  the  best  authorities,  must  have  been  a  flight  of 
fancy.  He  had  a  name  in  the  village  for  brutally  misusing  the 
ass;  yet  it  is  certain  that  he  shed  a  tear,  and  the  tear  made  a 
clean  mark  down  one  cheek. 

By  the  advice  of  a  fallacious  local  saddler,  a  leather  pad  was 
made  for  me  with  rings  to  fasten  on  my  bundle,  and  I  thought- 
fully completed  my  kit  and  arranged  my  toilette.  By  way  of 
armoury  and  utensils,  I  took  a  revolver,  a  little  spirit-lamp  and 
pan,  a  lantern  and  some  halfpenny  candles,  a  jack-knife  and 
a  large  leather  flask.  The  main  cargo  consisted  of  two  en- 
tire changes  of  warm  clothing  —  besides  my  travelling  wear 
of  country  velveteen,  pilot-coat,  and  knitted  spencer  —  some 
books,  and  my  railway-rug,  which,  being  also  in  the  form  of  a 
bag,  made  me  a  double  castle  for  cold  nights.  The  permanent 
larder  was  represented  by  cakes  of  chocolate  and  tins  of  Bologna 
sausage.  All  this,  except  what  I  carried  about  my  person,  was 
easily  stowed  into  the  sheepskin  bag;  and  by  good  fortune  I 
threw  in  my  empty  knapsack,  rather  for  convenience  of  car- 
riage than  from  any  thought  that  I  should  want  it  on  my  jour- 
ney. For  more  immediate  needs,  I  took  a  leg  of  cold  mutton, 
a  bottle  of  Beaujolais,  an  empty  bottle  to  carry  milk,  an  egg- 
beater,  and  a  considerable  quantity  of  black  bread  and  white, 
like  Father  Adam,  for  myself  and  donkey,  —  only  in  my  scheme 
of  things  the  destinations  were  reversed. 

Monastrians,  of  all  shades  of  thought  in  politics,  had  agreed 
in  threatening  me  with  many  ludicrous  misadventures,  and 
with  sudden  death  in  many  surprising  forms.  Cold,  wolves, 
robbers,  above  all  the  nocturnal  practical  joker,  were  daily  and 
eloquently  forced  on  my  attention.  Yet  in  these  vaticinations 
the  true,  patent  danger  was  left  out.  Like  Christian,  it  was 
from  my  pack  I  suffered  by  the  way.  Before  telling  my  own 
mishaps,  let  me,  in  two  words,  relate  the  lesson  of  my  experi- 
ence. If  the  pack  is  well  strapped  at  the  ends,  and  hung  at  full 
length  —  not  doubled,  for  your  life  —  across  the  pack-saddle, 
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the  traveller  is  safe.  The  saddle  will  certainly  not  fit, — such  is 
the  imperfection  of  our  transitory  life;  it  will  assuredly  topple 
and  tend  to  overset;  but  there  are  stones  on  every  roadside,  and 
a  man  soon  learns  the  art  of  correcting  any  tendency  to  over- 
balance with  a  well-adjusted  stone. 

On  the  day  of  my  departure  I  was  up  a  little  after  five;  by 
six  we  began  to  load  the  donkey;  and  ten  minutes  after,  my 
hopes  were  in  the  dust.  The  pad  would  not  stay  on  Modes- 
tine's  back  for  half  a  moment.  I  returned  it  to  its  maker,  with 
whom  I  had  so  contumelious  a  passage  that  the  street  outside 
was  crowded  from  wall  to  wall  with  gossips  looking  on  and  lis- 
tening. The  pad  changed  hands  with  much  vivacity;  perhaps  it 
would  be  more  descriptive  to  say  that  we  threw  it  at  each  other's 
heads;  and,  at  any  rate,  we  were  very  warm  and  unfriendly,  and 
spoke  with  a  deal  of  freedom.  I  had  a  common  donkey-saddle 
-  a  barde,  as  they  called  it  —  fitted  upon  Modes  tine,  and  once 
more  loaded  her  with  my  effects.  ...  I  was  then  but  a  novice; 
even  after  the  misadventure  of  the  pad  nothing  could  disturb 
my  security,  and  I  went  forth  from  the  stable-door  as  an  ox 
goeth  to  the  slaughter. 

The  bell  of  Monastier  was  just  striking  nine  as  I  got  quit  of 
these  preliminary  troubles  and  descended  the  hill  through  the 
common.  As  long  as  I  was  within  sight  of  the  windows,  a  secret 
shame  and  the  fear  of  some  laughable  defeat  withheld  me  from 
tampering  with  Modestine.  She  tripped  along  upon  her  four 
small  hoofs  with  a  sober  daintiness  of  gait;  from  time  to  time 
she  shook  her  ears  or  her  tail;  and  she  looked  so  small  under 
the  bundle  that  my  mind  misgave  me.  We  got  across  the  ford 
without  difficulty,  —  there  was  no  doubt  about  the  matter,  she 
was  docility  itself,  —  and  once  on  the  other  bank,  where  the 
road  begins  to  mount  through  pine  woods,  I  took  in  my  right 
hand  the  unhallowed  staff,  and  with  a  quaking  spirit  applied  it 
to  the  donkey.  Modestine  brisked  up  her  pace  for  perhaps 
three  steps,  and  then  relapsed  into  her  former  minuet.  An- 
other application  had  the  same  effect,  and  so  with  the  third. 
I  am  worthy  the  name  of  an  Englishman,  and  it  goes  against 
my  conscience  to  lay  my  hand  rudely  on  a  female.  I  desisted, 
and  looked  her  all  over  from  head  to  foot;  the  poor  brute's 
knees  were  trembling,  and  her  breathing  was  distressed ;  it  was 
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plain  she  could  go  no  faster  on  a  hill.  God  forbid,  thought  Ir 
that  I  should  brutalize  this  innocent  creature;  let  her  go  at 
her  own  pace,  and  let  me  patiently  follow. 

What  that  pace  was,  there  is  no  word  mean  enough  to  de- 
scribe ;  it  was  something  as  much  slower  than  a  walk  as  a  walk 
is  slower  than  a  run;  it  kept  me  hanging  on  each  foot  for  an 
incredible  length  of  time;  in  five  minutes  it  exhausted  the 
spirit  and  set  up  a  fever  in  all  the  muscles  of  the  leg.  And  yet 
I  had  to  keep  close  at  hand,  and  measure  my  advance  exactly 
upon  hers;  for  if  I  dropped  a  few  yards  into  the  rear,  or  went 
on  a  few  yards  ahead,  Modes  tine  came  instantly  to  a  halt  and 
began  to  browse.  The  thought  that  this  was  to  last  from  here 
to  Alais  nearly  broke  my  heart.  Of  all  conceivable  journeys, 
this  promised  to  be  the  most  tedious.  I  tried  to  tell  myself  it 
was  a  lovely  day;  I  tried  to  charm  my  foreboding  spirit  with 
tobacco;  but  I  had  a  vision  ever  present  to  me  of  the  long,  long 
roads,  up  hill  and  down  dale,  and  a  pair  of  figures  ever  infin- 
itesimally  moving,  foot  by  foot,  a  yard  to  the  minute,  and,  like 
things  enchanted  in  a  nightmare,  approaching  no  nearer  to  the 
goal. 

In  the  mean  time  there  came  up  behind  us  a  tall  peasant, 
perhaps  forty  years  of  age,  of  an  ironical  snuffy  countenance, 
and  arrayed  in  the  green  tail-coat  of  the  country.  He  over- 
took us  hand  over  hand,  and  stopped  to  consider  our  pitiful 
advance. 

"Your  donkey,"  says  he,  "is  very  old?" 

I  told  him  I  believed  not. 

Then,  he  supposed,  we  had  come  far. 

I  told  him  we  had  but  newly  left  Monastier. 

"Et  wus  marchez  comme  qa!"  cried  he;  and,  throwing  back 
his  head,  he  laughed  long  and  heartily.  I  watched  him,  half 
prepared  to  feel  offended,  until  he  had  satisfied  his  mirth;  and 
then,  "You  must  have  no  pity  on  these  animals,"  said  he;  and, 
plucking  a  switch  out  of  a  thicket,  he  began  to  lace  Modestine 
about  the  sternworks,  uttering  a  cry.  The  rogue  pricked  up  her 
ears  and  broke  into  a  good  round  pace,  which  she  kept  up  with- 
out flagging,  and  without  exhibiting  the  least  symptom  of  dis- 
tress, as  long  as  the  peasant  kept  beside  us.  Her  former  panting 
and  shaking  had  been,  I  regret  to  say,  a  piece  of  comedy. 
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My  deus  ex  machina,1  before  he  left  me,  supplied  some  excel- 
lent, if  inhumane,  advice;  presented  me  with  the  switch,  which 
he  declared  she  would  feel  more  tenderly  than  my  cane;  and 
finally  taught  me  the  true  cry  or  masonic  word  of  donkey- 
drivers,  "Proot!"  All  the  time  he  regarded  me  with  a  comi- 
cal incredulous  air,  which  was  embarrassing  to  confront,  and 
smiled  over  my  donkey-driving,  as  I  might  have  smiled  over 
his  orthography  or  his  green  tail-coat.  But  it  was  not  my  turn 
for  the  moment. 

I  was  proud  of  my  new  lore,  and  thought  I  had  learned  the 
art  to  perfection.  And  certainly  Modes  tine  did  wonders  for 
the  rest  of  the  forenoon,  and  I  had  a  breathing  space  to  look 
about  me.  It  was  Sabbath ;  the  mountain-fields  were  all  vacant 
in  the  sunshine;  and  as  we  came  down  through  St.  Martin  de 
Frugeres,  the  church  was  crowded  to  the  door,  there  were  peo- 
ple kneeling  without  upon  the  steps,  and  the  sound  of  the 
priest's  chanting  came  forth  out  of  the  dim  interior.  It  gave 
me  a  home  feeling  on  the  spot]  for  I  am  a  countryman  of  the 
Sabbath,  so  to  speak,  and  all  Sabbath  observances,  like  a 
Scotch  accent,  strike  in  me  mixed  feelings,  grateful  and  the 
reverse.  It  is  only  a  traveller,  hurrying  by  like  a  person  from 
another  planet,  who  can  rightly  enjoy  the  peace  and  beauty 
of  the  great  ascetic  feast.  The  sight  of  the  resting  country  does 
his  spirit  good.  There  is  something  better  than  music  in  the 
wide  unusual  silence;  and  it  disposes  him  to  amiable  thoughts, 
like  the  sound  of  a  little  river  or  the  warmth  of  sunlight. 

In  this  pleasant  humour  I  came  down  the  hill  to  where 
Goudet  stands  in  the  green  end  of  a  valley,  with  Chateau  Beau- 
fort opposite  upon  a  rocky  steep,  and  the  stream,  as  clear  as 
crystal,  lying  in  a  deep  pool  between  them.  Above  and  below 
you  may  hear  it  wimpling  over  the  stones,  an  amiable  stripling 
of  a  river,  which  it  seems  absurd  to  call  the  Loire.  On  all  sides 
Goudet  is  shut  in  by  mountains;  rocky  footpaths,  practicable 
at  best  for  donkeys,  join  it  to  the  outer  world  of  France;  and 
the  men  and  women  drink  and  swear,  in  their  green  comer,  or 
look  up  at  the  snow-clad  peaks  in  winter  from  the  threshold  of 
their  homes,  in  an  isolation,  you  would  think,  like  that  of 
Homer's  Cyclops.  But  it  is  not  so ;  the  postman  reaches  Goudet 

1  Divinity  provided  to  solve  a  crisis. 
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with  the  letter-bag;  the  aspiring  youth  of  Goudet  are  within  a 
day's  walk  of  the  railway  at  Le  Puy;  and  here  in  the  inn  you 
may  find  an  engraved  portrait  of  the  host's  nephew,  Regis 
Senac,  "  Professor  of  Fencing  and  Champion  of  the  two  Amer- 
icas," —  a  distinction  gained  by  him,  along  with  the  sum  of 
five  hundred  dollars,  at  Tammany  Hall,  New  York,  on  the 
loth  April,  1876. 

I  hurried  over  my  midday  meal,  and  was  early  forth  again. 
But,  alas,  as  we  climbed  the  interminable  hill  upon  the  other 
side,  "Proot! "  seemed  to  have  lost  its  virtue.  I  prooted  like  a 
lion,  I  prooted  mellifluously  like  a  sucking-dove;  but  Modes- 
tine  would  be  neither  softened  nor  intimidated.  She  held  dog- 
gedly to  her  pace;  nothing  but  a  blow  would  move  her,  and  that 
only  for  a  second.  I  must  follow  at  her  heels,  incessantly  be- 
labouring. A  moment's  pause  in  this  ignoble  toil,  and  she 
relapsed  into  her  own  private  gait.  I  think  I  never  heard  of 
any  one  in  as  mean  a  situation.  I  must  reach  the  lake  of  Bou- 
chet,  where  I  meant  to  camp,  before  sundown,  and  to  have 
even  a  hope  of  this  I  must  instantly  maltreat  this  uncomplain- 
ing animal.  The  sound  of  my  own  blows  sickened  me.  Once, 
when  I  looked  at  her,  she  had  a  faint  resemblance  to  a  lady  of 
my  acquaintance  who  formerly  loaded  me  with  kindness;  and 
this  increased  my  horror  of  my  cruelty. 

To  make  matters  worse,  we  encountered  another  donkey, 
ranging  at  will  upon  the  roadside;  and  this  other  donkey 
chanced  to  be  a  gentleman.  He  and  Modes  tine  met  nickering 
for  joy,  and  I  had  to  separate  the  pair  and  beat  down  their 
young  romance  with  a  renewed  and  feverish  bastinado.  If  the 
other  donkey  had  had  the  heart  of  a  male  under  his  hide,  he 
would  have  fallen  upon  me  tooth  and  hoof;  and  this  was  a  kind 
of  consolation  —  he  was  plainly  unworthy  of  Modestine's 
affection.  But  the  incident  saddened  me,  as  did  everything 
that  spoke  of  my  donkey's  sex. 

It  was  blazing  hot  up  the  valley,  windless,  with  vehement  sun 
upon  my  shoulders;  and  I  had  to  labour  so  consistently  with 
my  stick  that  the  sweat  ran  into  my  eyes.  Every  five  minutes, 
too,  the  pack,  the  basket,  and  the  pilot-coat  would  take  an 
ugly  slew  to  one  side  or  the  other;  and  I  had  to  stop  Modes  tine, 
just  when  I  had  got  her  to  a  tolerable  pace  of  about  two  miles 


TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY  661 

an  hour,  to  tug,  push,  shoulder,  and  readjust  the  load.  And  at 
last,  in  the  village  of  Ussel,  saddle  and  all,  the  whole  hypothec 
turned  round  and  grovelled  in  the  dust  below  the  donkey's 
belly.  She,  none  better  pleased,  incontinently  drew  up  and 
seemed  to  smile;  and  a  party  of  one  man,  two  women,  and  two 
children  came  up,  and,  standing  round  me  in  a  half -circle,  en- 
couraged her  by  their  example.  I  had  the  devil's  own  trouble 
to  get  the  thing  righted ;  and  the  instant  I  had  done  so,  without 
hesitation  it  toppled  and  fell  down  upon  the  other  side.  Judge 
if  I  was  hot !  And  yet  not  a  hand  was  offered  to  assist  me.  The 
man,  indeed,  told  me  I  ought  to  have  a  package  of  a  different 
shape.  I  suggested  if  he  knew  nothing  better  to  the  point  in  my 
predicament,  he  might  hold  his  tongue.  And  the  good-natured 
dog  agreed  with  me  smilingly.  It  was  the  most  despicable  fix. 
I  must  plainly  content  myself  with  the  pack  for  Modes  tine, 
and  take  the  following  items  for  my  own  share  of  the  portage: 
a  cane,  a  quart  flask,  a  pilot-jacket  heavily  weighted  in  the 
pockets,  two  pounds  of  black  bread,  and  an  open  basket  full  of 
meats  and  bottles.  I  believe  I  may  say  I  am  not  devoid  of  great- 
ness of  soul,  for  I  did  not  recoil  from  this  infamous  burden.  I 
disposed  it,  heaven  knows  how,  so  as  to  be  mildly  portable,  and 
then  proceeded  to  steer  Modes  tine  through  the  village.  She 
tried,  as  was  indeed  her  invariable  habit,  to  enter  every  house 
and  every  courtyard  in  the  whole  length;  and  encumbered  as  I 
was,  without  a  hand  to  help  myself,  no  words  can  render  an 
idea  of  my  difficulties.  A  priest,  with  six  or  seven  others,  was 
examining  a  church  in  process  of  repair,  and  he  and  his  acolytes 
laughed  loudly  as  they  saw  my  plight.  I  remembered  having 
laughed  myself  when  I  had  seen  good  men  struggling  with 
adversity  in  the  person  of  a  jackass,  and  the  recollection  filled 
me  with  penitence.  That  was  in  my  old  light  days,  before  this 
trouble  came  upon  me.  God  knows  at  least  that  I  shall  never 
laugh  again,  thought  I.  But  O,  what  a  cruel  thing  is  a  farce  to 
those  engaged  in  it!  ... 

A  NIGHT  AMONG  THE   PINES 

From  Bleymard  after  dinner,  although  it  was  already  late,  I 
set  out  to  scale  a  portion  of  the  Loz£re.  An  ill-marked  stony 
drove-road  guided  me  forward,  and  I  met  nearly  half  a  dozen 
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bullock-carts  descending  from  the  woods,  each  laden  with  a 
whole  pine-tree  for  the  winter's  firing.  At  the  top  of  the  woods, 
which  do  not  climb  very  high  upon  this  cold  ridge,  I  struck  left- 
ward by  a  path  among  the  pines,  until  I  hit  on  a  dell  of  green 
turf,  where  a  streamlet  made  a  little  spout  over  some  stones  to 
serve  me  for  a  water-tap.  "In  a  more  sacred  or  sequestered 
bower  nor  nymph  nor  faunus  haunted."  The  trees  were  not  old, 
but  they  grew  thickly  round  the  glade;  there  was  no  outlook, 
except  northeastward  upon  distant  hilltops,  or  straight  upward 
to  the  sky;  and  the  encampment  felt  secure  and  private  like  a 
room.  By  the  time  I  had  made  my  arrangements  and  fed 
Modes  tine,  the  day  was  already  beginning  to  decline.  I  buckled 
myself  to  the  knees  into  my  sack,  and  made  a  hearty  meal;  and 
as  soon  as  the  sun  went  down  I  pulled  my  cap  over  my  eyes 
and  fell  asleep. 

Night  is  a  dead  monotonous  period  under  a  roof,  but  in  the 
open  world  it  passes  lightly,  with  its  stars  and  dews  and  per- 
fumes, and  the  hours  are  marked  by  changes  in  the  face  of  Na- 
ture. What  seems  a  kind  of  temporal  death  to  people  choked 
between  walls  and  curtains,  is  only  a  light  and  living  slumber 
to  the  man  who  sleeps  afield.  All  night  long  he  can  hear  Nature 
breathing  deeply  and  freely ;  even  as  she  takes  her  rest  she  turns 
and  smiles;  and  there  is  one  stirring  hour  unknown  to  those 
who  dwell  in  houses,  when  a  wakeful  influence  goes  abroad  over 
the  sleeping  hemisphere,  and  all  the  out-door  world  are  on  their 
feet.  It  is  then  that  the  cock  first  crows,  not  this  time  to  an- 
nounce the  dawn,  but  like  a  cheerful  watchman  speeding  the 
course  of  night.  Cattle  awake  on  the  meadows;  sheep  break 
their  fast  on  dewy  hillsides,  and  change  to  a  new  lair  among  the 
ferns;  and  houseless  men,  who  have  lain  down  with  the  fowls, 
open  their  dim  eyes  and  behold  the  beauty  of  the  night. 

At  what  inaudible  summons,  at  what  gentle  touch  of  Nature, 
are  all  these  sleepers  thus  recalled  in  the  same  hour  to  life?  Do 
the  stars  rain  down  an  influence,  or  do  we  share  some  thrill  of 
mother  earth  below  our  resting  bodies?  Even  shepherds  and 
old  country-folk,  who  are  the  deepest  read  in  these  arcana, 
have  not  a  guess  as  to  the  means  or  purpose  of  this  nightly 
resurrection.  Towards  two  in  the  morning  they  declare  the 
thing  takes  place,  and  neither  know  nor  inquire  further.  And 
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at  least  it  is  a  pleasant  incident.  We  are  disturbed  in  our  slum- 
ber only,  like  the  luxurious  Montaigne,  "that  we  may  the 
better  and  more  sensibly  relish  it."  We  have  a  moment  to 
look  upon  the  stars,  and  there  is  a  special  pleasure  for  some 
minds  in  the  reflection  that  we  share  the  impulse  with  all  out- 
door creatures  in  our  neighbourhood,  that  we  have  escaped  out 
of  the  Bastille  of  civilization,  and  are  become,  for  the  time  being, 
a  mere  kindly  animal  and  a  sheep  of  Nature's  flock. 

When  that  hour  came  to  me  among  the  pines,  I  wakened 
thirsty.  My  tin  was  standing  by  me  hah"  full  of  water.  I  emp- 
tied it  at  a  draught,  and,  feeling  broad  awake  after  this  internal 
cold  aspersion,  sat  upright  to  make  a  cigarette.  The  stars  were 
clear,  coloured,  and  jewel-like,  but  not  frosty.  A  faint  silvery 
vapour  stood  for  the  Milky  Way.  All  around  me  the  black 
fir-points  stood  upright  and  stock-still.  By  the  whiteness  of 
the  pack-saddle,  I  could  see  Modes  tine  walking  round  and 
round  at  the  length  of  her  tether;  I  could  hear  her  steadily 
munching  at  the  sward;  but  there  was  not  another  sound,  save 
the  indescribable  quiet  talk  of  the  runnel  over  the  stones.  I 
lay  lazily  smoking  and  studying  the  colour  of  the  sky,  as  we 
call  the  void  of  space,  from  where  it  showed  a  reddish  gray  be- 
hind the  pines  to  where  it  showed  a  glossy  blue-black  between 
the  stars.  As  if  to  be  more  like  a  peddler,  I  wear  a  silver  ring. 
This  I  could  see  faintly  shining  as  I  raised  or  lowered  the  cig- 
arette; and  at  each  whiff  the  inside  of  my  hand  was  illumin- 
ated, and  became  for  a  second  the  highest  light  in  the  landscape. 

A  faint  wind,  more  like  a  moving  coolness  than  a  stream  of 
air,  passed  down  the  glade  from  time  to  time,  so  that  even  in 
my  great  chamber  the  air  was  being  renewed  all  night  long.  I 
thought  with  horror  of  the  inn  at  Chasserades  and  the  congre- 
gated nightcaps;  with  horror  of  the  nocturnal  prowesses  of 
clerks  and  students,  of  hot  theatres  and  pass-keys  and  close 
rooms.  I  have  not  often  enjoyed  a  more  serene  possession  of 
myself,  nor  felt  more  independent  of  material  aids.  The  outer 
world,  from  which  we  cower  into  our  houses,  seemed  after  all 
a  gentle  habitable  place;  and  night  after  night  a  man's  bed,  it 
seemed,  was  laid  and  waiting  for  him  in  the  fields,  where  God 
keeps  an  open  house.  I  thought  I  had  rediscovered  one  of  those 
truths  which  are  revealed  to  savages  and  hid  from  political 


664  ROBERT  LOUIS   STEVENSON 

economists:  at  the  least,  I  had  discovered  a  new  pleasure  for 
myself.  And  yet  even  while  I  was  exulting  in  the  solitude  I 
became  aware  of  a  strange  lack.  I  wished  a  companion  to  lie 
near  me  in  the  starlight,  silent  and  not  moving,  but  ever 
within  touch.  For  there  is  a  fellowship  more  quiet  even  than 
solitude,  and  which,  rightly  understood,  is  solitude  made  per- 
fect. And  to  live  out  of  doors  with  the  woman  a  man  loves  is 
of  all  lives  the  most  complete  and  free. 

As  I  thus  lay,  between  content  and  longing,  a  faint  noise  stole 
towards  me  through  the  pines.  I  thought  at  first  it  was  the 
crowing  of  cocks  or  the  barking  of  dogs  at  some  very  distant 
farm;  but  steadily  and  gradually  it  took  articulate  shape  in  my 
ears,  until  I  became  aware  that  a  passenger  was  going  by  upon 
the  high-road  in  the  valley,  and  singing  loudly  as  he  went. 
There  was  more  of  good-will  than  grace  in  his  performance,  but 
he  trolled  with  ample  lungs,  and  the  sound  of  his  voice  took 
hold  upon  the  hillside  and  set  the  air  shaking  in  the  leafy  glens. 
I  have  heard  people  passing  by  night  in  sleeping  cities;  some 
of  them  sang;  one,  I  remember,  played  loudly  on  the  bag- 
pipes. I  have  heard  the  rattle  of  a  cart  or  carriage  spring  up 
suddenly  after  hours  of  stillness,  and  pass,  for  some  minutes, 
within  the  range  of  my  hearing  as  I  lay  abed.  There  is  a  ro- 
mance about  all  who  are  abroad  in  the  black  hours,  and  with 
something  of  a  thrill  we  try  to  guess  their  business.  But  here 
the  romance  was  double:  first,  this  glad  passenger,  lit  inter- 
nally with  wine,  who  sent  up  his  voice  in  music  through  the 
night;  and  then  I,  on  the  other  hand,  buckled  into  my  sack, 
and  smoking  alone  in  the  pine-woods  between  four  and  five 
thousand  feet  towards  the  stars. 

When  I  awoke  again  (Sunday,  2gth  September),  many  of  the 
stars  had  disappeared;  only  the  stronger  companions  of  the 
night  still  burned  visibly  overhead;  and  away  towards  the  east 
I  saw  a  faint  haze  of  light  upon  the  horizon,  such  as  had  been 
the  Milky  Way  when  I  was  last  awake.  Day  was  at  hand.  I 
lit  my  lantern,  and  by  its  glowworm  light  put  on  my  boots  and 
gaiters;  then  I  broke  up  some  bread  for  Modestine,  filled  my 
can  at  the  water-tap,  and  lit  my  spirit-lamp  to  boil  myself  some 
chocolate.  The  blue  darkness  lay  long  in  the  glade  where  I  had 
so  sweetly  slumbered,  but  soon  there  was  a  broad  streak  of 
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orange  melting  into  gold  along  the  mountain-tops  of  Vivarais. 
A  solemn  glee  possessed  my  mind  at  this  gradual  and  lovely 
coming  in  of  day.  I  heard  the  runnel  with  delight;  I  looked 
round  me  for  something  beautiful  and  unexpected;  but  the 
still  black  pine-trees,  the  hollow  glade,  the  munching  ass,  re- 
mained unchanged  in  figure.  Nothing  had  altered  but  the 
light,  and  that  indeed  shed  over  all  a  spirit  of  life  and  of 
breathing  peace,  and  moved  me  to  a  strange  exhilaration. 

I  drank  my  water  chocolate,  which  was  hot  if  it  was  not 
rich,  and  strolled  here  and  there  and  up  and  down  about  the 
glade.  While  I  was  thus  delaying,  a  gush  of  steady  wind,  as 
long  as  a  heavy  sigh,  poured  direct  out  of  the  quarter  of  the 
morning.  It  was  cold,  and  set  me  sneezing.  The  trees  near  at 
hand  tossed  their  black  plumes  in  its  passage;  and  I  could  see 
the  thin  distant  spires  of  pine  along  the  edge  of  the  hill  rock 
slightly  to  and  fro  against  the  golden  east.  Ten  minutes  after, 
the  sunlight  spread  at  a  gallop  along  the  hillside,  scattering 
shadows  and  sparkles,  and  the  day  had  come  completely. 

I  hastened  to  prepare  my  pack,  and  tackle  the  steep  ascent 
that  lay  before  me;  but  I  had  something  on  my  mind.  It  was 
only  a  fancy,  yet  a  fancy  will  sometimes  be  importunate.  I 
had  been  most  hospitably  received  and  punctually  served  in 
my  green  caravanserai.  The  room  was  airy,  the  water  excel- 
lent, and  the  dawn  had  called  me  to  a  moment.  I  say  nothing 
of  the  tapestries  or  the  inimitable  ceiling,  nor  yet  of  the  view 
which  I  commanded  from  the  windows;  but  I  felt  I  was  in 
some  one's  debt  for  all  this  liberal  entertainment.  And  so  it 
pleased  me,  in  a  half-laughing  way,  to  leave  pieces  of  money 
on  the  turf  as  I  went  along,  until  I  had  left  enough  for  my 
night's  lodging.  I  trust  they  did  not  fall  to  some  rich  and 
churlish  drover. 

IN  THE  VALLEY  OF   THE  TARN 

.  .  .  Between  Modestine's  laggard  humour  and  the  beauty  of 
the  scene,  we  made  little  progress  all  that  afternoon;  and  at 
last  finding  the  sun,  although  still  far  from  setting,  was  al- 
ready beginning  to  desert  the  narrow  valley  of  the  Tarn,  I  be- 
gan to  cast  about  for  a  place  to  camp  in.  This  was  not  easy  to 
find;  the  terraces  were  too  narrow,  and  the  ground,  where  it 
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was  unterraced,  was  usually  too  steep  for  a  man  to  lie  upon. 
I  should  have  slipped  all  night,  and  awakened  towards  morning 
with  my  feet  or  my  head  in  the  river. 

After  perhaps  a  mile,  I  saw,  some  sixty  feet  above  the  road,  a 
little  plateau  large  enough  to  hold  my  sack,  and  securely 
parapeted  by  the  trunk  of  an  aged  and  enormous  chestnut. 
Thither,  with  infinite  trouble,  I  goaded  and  kicked  the  reluc- 
tant Modestine,  and  there  I  hastened  to  unload  her.  There  was 
only  room  for  myself  upon  the  plateau,  and  I  had  to  go  nearly 
as  high  again  before  I  found  so  much  as  standing  room  for  the 
ass.  It  was  on  a  heap  of  rolling  stones,  on  an  artificial  terrace, 
certainly  not  five  feet  square  in  all.  Here  I  tied  her  to  a  chest- 
nut, and  having  given  her  corn  and  bread  and  made  a  pile  of 
chestnut  leaves,  of  which  I  found  her  greedy,  I  descended  once 
more  to  my  own  encampment. 

The  position  was  unpleasantly  exposed.  One  or  two  carts 
went  by  upon  the  road;  and  as  long  as  daylight  lasted  I  con- 
cealed myself,  for  all  the  world  like  a  hunted  Camisard,1  be- 
hind my  fortification  of  vast  chestnut  trunk ;  for  I  was  passion- 
ately afraid  of  discovery  and  the  visit  of  jocular  persons  in  the 
night.  .  .  .  This  was  a  very  different  camp  from  that  of  the 
night  before  in  the  cool  and  silent  pine-woods.  It  was  warm 
and  even  stifling  in  the  valley.  The  shrill  song  of  frogs,  like  the 
tremolo  note  of  a  whistle  with  a  pea  in  it,  rang  up  from  the 
riverside  before  the  sun  was  down.  In  the  growing  dusk  faint 
rustlings  began  to  run  to  and  fro  among  the  fallen  leaves;  from 
time  to  time  a  faint  chirping  or  cheeping  noise  would  fall  upoo 
my  ear;  and  from  time  to  time  I  thought  I  could  see  the  move 
ment  of  something  swift  and  indistinct  between  the  chestnuts. 
A  profusion  of  large  ants  swarmed  upon  the  ground;  bats 
whisked  by,  and  mosquitoes  droned  overhead.  The  long 
boughs  with  their  bunches  of  leaves  hung  against  the  sky  like 
garlands,  and  those  immediately  above  and  around  me  had 
somewhat  the  air  of  a  trellis  which  should  have  been  wrecked 
and  half  overthrown  in  a  gale  of  wind. 

Sleep  for  a  long  time  fled  my  eyelids;  and  just  as  I  was 
beginning  to  feel  quiet  stealing  over  my  limbs,  and  settling 

1  A  French  Protestant  of  the  Cevennes  (the  region  Stevenson  was  passing  through); 
see  p.  667. 
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densely  on  my  mind,  a  noise  at  my  head  startled  me  broad 
awake  again,  and,  I  will  confess  it,  brought  my  heart  into  my 
mouth.  It  was  such  a  noise  as  a  person  would  make  scratching 
loudly  with  a  finger-nail,  it  came  from  under  the  knapsack 
which  served  me  for  a  pillow,  and  it  was  thrice  repeated  before 
I  had  time  to  sit  up  and  turn  about.  Nothing  was  to  be  seen, 
nothing  more  was  to  be  heard,  but  a  few  of  these  mysterious 
rustlings  far  and  near,  and  the  ceaseless  accompaniment  of  the 
river  and  the  frogs.  I  learned  next  day  that  the  chestnut  gar- 
dens are  infested  by  rats;  rustling,  chirping,  and  scraping  were 
probably  all  due  to  these;  but  the  puzzle  for  the  moment  was 
insoluble,  and  I  had  to  compose  myself  for  sleep  as  best  I  could, 
in  wondering  uncertainty  about  my  neighbours. 

I  was  wakened  in  the  gray  of  the  morning  (Monday,  3Oth 
September)  by  the  sound  of  footsteps  not  far  off  upon  the 
stones,  and  opening  my  eyes  I  beheld  a  peasant  going  by  among 
the  chestnuts  by  a  footpath  that  I  had  not  hitherto  observed. 
He  turned  his  head  neither  to  the  right  nor  to  the  left,  and  dis- 
appeared in  a  few  strides  among  the  foliage.  Here  was  an 
escape!  But  it  was  plainly  more  than  time  to  be  moving.  The 
peasantry  were  abroad,  —  scarce  less  terrible  to  me  in  my 
nondescript  position  than  the  soldiers  of  Captain  Poul  to  an 
undaunted  Camisard.  I  fed  Modestine  with  what  haste  I 
could;  but  as  I  was  returning  to  my  sack,  I  saw  a  man  and  a 
boy  come  down  the  hillside  in  a  direction  crossing  mine.  They 
unintelligibly  hailed  me,  and  I  replied  with  inarticulate  but 
cheerful  sounds,  and  hurried  forward  to  get  into  my  gaiters. 
The  pair,  who  seemed  to  be  father  and  son,  came  slowly  up  to 
the  plateau,  and  stood  close  beside  me  for  some  time  in  silence 
The  bed  was  open,  and  I  saw  with  regret  my  revolver  lying 
patently  disclosed  on  the  blue  wool.  At  last,  after  they  had 
looked  me  all  over,  and  the  silence  had  grown  laughably  em- 
barrassing, the  man  demanded  in  what  seemed  unfriendly 
tones: 

"You  have  slept  here? " 

"Yes,"  said  I.  "As  you  see." 

"Why?  "he  asked. 

"My  faith,"  I  answered  lightly,  "I  was  tired." 

He  next  inquired  where  I  was  going  and  what  I  had  had 
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for  dinner;  and  then,  without  the  least  transition,  "Cest  bien" 
he  added.  "Come  along."  And  he  and  his  son,  without  an- 
other word,  turned  off  to  the  next  chestnut  tree  but  one,  which 
they  set  to  pruning.  The  thing  had  passed  off  more  simply  than 
I  hoped.  He  was  a  grave,  respectable  man;  and  his  unfriendly 
voice  did  not  imply  that  he  thought  he  was  speaking  to  a 
criminal,  but  merely  to  an  inferior. 

I  was  soon  on  the  road,  nibbling  a  cake  of  chocolate  and 
seriously  occupied  with  a  case  of  conscience.  Was  I  to  pay  for 
my  night's  lodging?  I  had  slept  ill,  the  bed  was  full  of  fleas  in 
the  shape  of  ants,  there  was  no  water  in  the  room,  the  very 
dawn  had  neglected  to  call  me  in  the  morning.  I  might  have 
missed  a  train,  had  there  been  any  in  the  neighbourhood  to 
catch.  Clearly,  I  was  dissatisfied  with  my  entertainment;  and 
I  decided  I  should  not  pay  unless  I  met  a  beggar. 

The  valley  looked  even  lovelier  by  morning,  and  soon  the 
road  descended  to  the  level  of  the  river.  Here,  in  a  place  where 
many  straight  and  prosperous  chestnuts  stood  together,  mak- 
ing an  aisle  upon  a  swarded  terrace,  I  made  my  morning  toilette 
in  the  water  of  the  Tarn.  It  was  marvellously  clear,  thrillingly 
cool;  the  soapsuds  disappeared  as  if  by  magic  in  the  swift  cur- 
rent, and  the  white  boulders  gave  one  a  model  for  cleanliness. 
To  wash  in  one  of  God's  rivers  in  the  open  air  seems  to  me  a 
sort  of  cheerful  solemnity  or  semi-pagan  act  of  worship.  To 
dabble  among  dishes  in  a  bedroom  may  perhaps  make  clean 
the  body,  but  the  imagination  takes  no  share  in  such  a  cleans- 
ing. I  went  on  with  a  light  and  peaceful  heart,  and  sang  psalms 
to  the  spiritual  ear  as  I  advanced. 

Suddenly  up  came  an  old  woman,  who  point-blank  de- 
manded alms. 

"Good!"  thought  I;  "here  comes  the  waiter  with  the  bill." 
And  I  paid  for  my  night's  lodging  on  the  spot.  Take  it  how 
you  please,  but  this  was  the  first  and  the  last  beggar  that  I  met 
with  during  all  my  tour. 

A  step  or  two  farther  I  was  overtaken  by  an  old  man  in  a 
brown  nightcap,  clear-eyed,  weather-beaten,  with  a  fault,  ex- 
cited smile.  A  little  girl  followed  him,  driving  two  sheep  and  a 
goat;  but  she  kept  in  our  wake,  while  the  old  man  walked  beside 
me  and  talked  about  the  morning  and  the  valley.  It  was  not 
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much  past  six,  and  for  healthy  people  who  have  slept  enough 
that  is  an  hour  of  expansion  and  of  open  and  trustful  talk. 

" Connaisscz-vous  le  Seigneur?" l  he  said  at  length. 

I  asked  him  what  Seigneur  he  meant,  but  he  only  repeated 
the  question  with  more  emphasis  and  a  look  in  his  eyes  denot- 
ing hope  and  interest. 

"Ah!"  said  I,  pointing  upwards,  "I  understand  you  now. 
Yes,  I  know  Him;  He  is  the  best  of  acquaintances." 

The  old  man  said  he  was  delighted.  "Hold!"  he  added, 
striking  his  bosom;  "it  makes  me  happy  here."  There  were 
a  few  who  knew  the  Lord  in  these  valleys,  he  went  on  to  tell 
me;  not  many,  but  a  few.  "  Many  are  called,"  he  quoted,  "and 
few  chosen." 

"My  father,"  said  I,  "it  is  not  easy  to  say  who  know  the 
Lord,  and  it  is  none  of  our  business.  Protestants  and  Catholics, 
and  even  those  who  worship  stones,  may  know  Him  and  be 
known  by  Him;  for  He  has  made  all." 

I  did  not  know  I  was  so  good  a  preacher. 

The  old  man  assured  me  he  thought  as  I  did,  and  repeated 
his  expressions  of  pleasure  at  meeting  me.  "We  are  so  few," 
he  said.  "They  call  us  Moravians  here;  but  down  in  the  De- 
partment of  Card,  where  there  are  also  a  good  number,  they 
are  called  Derbists,  after  an  English  pastor." 

I  began  to  understand  that  I  was  figuring,  in  questionable 
taste,  as  a  member  of  some  sect  to  me  unknown ;  but  I  was  more 
pleased  with  the  pleasure  of  my  companion  than  embarrassed  by 
my  own  equivocal  position.  Indeed  I  can  see  no  dishonesty  in 
not  avowing  a  difference,  and  especially  in  these  high  matters, 
where  we  have  all  a  sufficient  assurance  that,  whoever  may  be 
in  the  wrong,  we  ourselves  are  not  completely  in  the  right.  The 
truth  is  much  talked  about;  but  this  old  man  in  a  brown  night- 
cap showed  himself  so  simple,  sweet,  and  friendly  that  I  am 
not  unwilling  to  profess  myself  his  convert.  He  was,  as  a  mat- 
ter of  fact,  a  Plymouth  Brother.  Of  what  that  involves  in  the 
way  of  doctrine  I  have  no  idea  nor  the  time  to  inform  myself; 
but  I  know  right  well  that  we  are  all  embarked  upon  a  trouble- 
some world,  the  children  of  one  Father,  striving  in  many  essen- 
tial points  to  do  and  to  become  the  same.  And  although  it  was 

1  "Do you  know  the  Lord?" 
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somewhat  in  a  mistake  that  he  shook  hands  with  me  so  often, 
and  showed  himself  so  ready  to  receive  my  words,  that  was  a 
mistake  of  the  truth-finding  sort.  For  charity  begins  blindfold, 
and  only  through  a  series  of  similar  misapprehensions  rises  at 
length  into  a  settled  principle  of  love  and  patience,  and  a  firm 
belief  in  all  our  fellow-men.  If  I  deceived  this  good  old  man, 
in  the  like  manner  I  would  willingly  go  on  to  deceive  others. 
And  if  ever  at  length,  out  of  our  separate  and  sad  ways,  we 
should  all  come  together  into  one  common  house,  I  have  a 
hope,  to  which  I  cling  dearly,  that  my  mountain  Plymouth 
Brother  will  hasten  to  shake  hands  with  me  again.  .  .  . 
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[Published  in  Longman's  Magazine  for  November,  and  later  in  the  col- 
lection called  Memories  and  Portraits.  The  essay  is  of  special  value  as  pre- 
senting the  principles  which  underlay  Stevenson's  work  as  a  reviver  of  the 
prose  romance.] 

IN  anything  fit  to  be  called  by  the  name  of  reading,  the 
process  itself  should  be  absorbing  and  voluptuous;  we  should 
gloat  over  a  book,  be  rapt  clean  out  of  ourselves,  and  rise  from 
the  perusal,  our  mind  filled  with  the  busiest  kaleidoscopic 
dance  of  images,  incapable  of  sleep  or  of  continuous  thought. 
The  words,  if  the  book  be  eloquent,  should  run  thenceforward 
in  our  ears  like  the  noise  of  breakers,  and  the  story  —  if  it  be 
a  story  —  repeat  itself  in  a  thousand  coloured  pictures  to  the 
eye.  It  was  for  this  last  pleasure  that  we  read  so  closely,  and 
loved  our  books  so  dearly,  in  the  bright,  troubled  period  of 
boyhood.  Eloquence  and  thought,  character  and  conversation, 
were  but  obstacles  to  brush  aside  as  we  dug  blithely  after  a 
certain  sort  of  incident,  like  a  pig  for  truffles.  For  my  part,  I 
liked  a  story  to  begin  with  an  old  wayside  inn  where,  "  towards 
the  close  of  the  year  17 — ,"  several  gentlemen  in  three-cocked 
hats  were  playing  bowls.  A  friend  of  mine  preferred  the  Mala- 
bar coast  in  a  storm,  with  a  ship  beating  to  westward,  and  a 
scowling  fellow  of  herculean  proportions  striding  along  the 
beach;  he,  to  be  sure,  was  a  pirate.  This  was  further  afield 
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than  my  home-keeping  fancy  loved  to  travel,  and  designed 
altogether  for  a  larger  canvas  than  the  tales  that  I  affected. 
Give  me  a  highwayman  and  I  was  full  to  the  brim;  a  Jacobite 
would  do,  but  the  highwayman  was  my  favourite  dish.  I  can 
still  hear  that  merry  clatter  of  the  hoofs  along  the  moonlit 
iane;  night  and  the  coming  of  day  are  still  related  in  my  mind 
with  the  doings  of  John  Rann  or  Jerry  Abershaw; l  and  the 
words  "postchaise,"  the  "great  North  road,"  "ostler,"  and 
"nag,"  still  sound  in  my  ears  like  poetry.  One  and  all,  at 
least,  and  each  with  his  particular  fancy,  we  read  story-books 
in  childhood,  not  for  eloquence  or  character  or  thought,  but  for 
some  quality  of  the  brute  incident.  That  quality  was  not  mere 
bloodshed  or  wonder.  Although  each  of  these  was  welcome  in 
its  place,  the  charm  for  the  sake  of  which  we  read  depended  on 
something  different  from  either.  My  elders  used  to  read  novels 
aloud;  and  I  can  still  remember  four  different  passages  which  I 
heard,  before  I  was  ten,  with  the  same  keen  and  lasting  plea- 
sure. One  I  discovered  long  afterwards  to  be  the  admirable 
opening  of  What  will  he  Do  with  It?2  It  was  no  wonder  that  I 
was  pleased  with  that.  The  other  three  still  remain  unidenti- 
fied. One  is  a  little  vague;  it  was  about  a  dark,  tall  house  at 
night,  and  people  groping  on  the  stairs  by  the  light  that  es- 
caped from  the  open  door  of  a  sickroom.  In  another,  a  lover 
left  a  ball,  and  went  walking  in  a  cool,  dewy  park,  whence  he 
could  watch  the  lighted  windows  and  the  figures  of  the  dancers 
as  they  moved.  This  was  the  most  sentimental  impression  I 
think  I  had  yet  received,  for  a  child  is  somewhat  deaf  to  the 
sentimental.  In  the  last,  a  poet,  who  had  been  tragically 
wrangling  with  his  wife,  walked  forth  on  the  sea-beach  on 
a  tempestuous  night  and  witnessed  the  horrors  of  a  wreck.3 
Different  as  they  are,  all  these  early  favourites  have  a  common 
note  —  they  have  all  a  touch  of  the  romantic. 

Drama  is  the  poetry  of  conduct,  romance  the  poetry  of  cir- 
cumstance. The  pleasure  that  we  take  in  life  is  of  two  sorts  — 
the  active  and  the  passive.  Now  we  are  conscious  of  a  great 
command  over  our  destiny;  anon  we  are  lifted  up  by  circum- 

1  Outlaws. 

1  By  Bulwer-Lytton  (1858). 

•  Since  traced  by  many  obliging  correspondents  to  the  gallery  of  Charles  Kingsley. 
[Stevenson's  note.] 
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stance,  as  by  a  breaking  wave,  and  dashed  we  know  not  how 
into  the  future.  Now  we  are  pleased  by  our  conduct,  anon 
merely  pleased  by  our  surroundings.  It  would  be  hard  to  say 
which  of  these  modes  of  satisfaction  is  the  more  effective,  but 
the  latter  is  surely  the  more  constant.  Conduct  is  three  parts 
of  life,  they  :my;  but  I  think  they  put  it  high.  There  is  a  vast 
deal  in  life  and  letters  both  which  is  not  immoral,  but  simply 
a-moral; l  which  either  does  not  regard  the  human  will  at  all, 
or  deals  with  it  in  obvious  and  healthy  relations;  where  the 
interest  turns,  not  upon  what  a  man  shall  choose  to  do,  but  on 
how  he  manages  to  do  it;  not  on  the  passionate  slips  and  hesi- 
tations of  the  conscience,  but  on  the  problems  of  the  body  and 
of  the  practical  intelligence,  in  clean,  open-air  adventure,  the 
shock  of  arms  or  the  diplomacy  of  life.  With  such  material  as 
this  it  is  impossible  to  build  a  play,  for  the  serious  theatre  ex- 
ists solely  on  moral  grounds,  and  is  a  standing  proof  of  the 
dissemination  of  the  human  conscience.  But  it  is  possible  to 
build  upon  this  ground  the  most  joyous  of  verses,  and  the  most 
lively,  beautiful,  and  buoyant  tales. 

One  thing  in  life  calls  for  another;  there  is  a  fitness  in  events 
and  places.  The  sight  of  a  pleasant  arbour  puts  it  in  our  mind 
to  sit  there.  One  place  suggests  work,  another  idleness,  a  third 
early  rising  and  long  rambles  in  the  dew.  The  effect  of  night, 
of  any  flowing  water,  of  lighted  cities,  of  the  peep  of  day,  of 
ships,  of  the  open  ocean,  calls  up  in  the  mind  an  army  of  anony- 
mous desires  and  pleasures.  Something,  we  feel,  should  hap- 
pen; we  know  not  what,  yet  we  proceed  in  quest  of  it.  And 
many  of  the  happiest  hours  of  life  fleet  by  us  in  this  vain  at- 
tendance on  the  genius  of  the  place  and  moment.  It  is  thus  that 
tracts  of  young  fir,  and  low  rocks  that  reach  into  deep  sound- 
ings, particularly  torture  and  delight  me.  Something  must 
have  happened  in' such  places,  and  perhaps  ages  back,  to  mem- 
bers of  my  race;  and  when  I  was  a  child  I  tried  in  vain  to  invent 
appropriate  games  for  them,  as  I  still  try,  just  as  vainly,  to  fit 
them  with  the  proper  story.  Some  places  speak  distinctly. 
Certain  dank  gardens  cry  aloud  for  a  murder;  certain  old 
houses  demand  to  be  haunted;  certain  coasts  are  set  apart 
for  shipwreck.  Other  spots  again  seem  to  abide  their  destiny, 

1  Un-moral. 
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suggestive  and  impenetrable,  "miching  mallecho."1  The  inn  at 
Burford  Bridge,  with  its  arbours  and  green  garden  and  silent, 
eddying  river  —  though  it  is  known  already  as  the  place  where 
Keats  wrote  some  of  his  Endymion  and  Nelson  parted  from 
his  Emma — still  seems  to  wait  the  coming  of  the  appropriate 
legend.  Within  these  ivied  walls,  behind  these  old  green  shut- 
ters, some  further  business  smoulders,  waiting  for  its  hour. 
The  old  Hawes  Inn  at  the  Queen's  Ferry  makes  a  similar  call 
upon  my  fancy.  There  it  stands,  apart  from  the  town,  beside 
the  pier,  in  a  climate  of  its  own,  half  inland,  half  marine  —  in 
front,  the  ferry  bubbling  with  the  tide  and  the  guardship  swing- 
ing to  her  anchor;  behind,  the  old  garden  with  the  trees. 
Americans  seek  it  already  for  the  sake  of  Lovel  and  Oldbuck, 
who  dined  there  at  the  beginning  of  The  Antiquary.  But  you 
need  not  tell  me  —  that  is  not  all;  there  is  some  story,  unre- 
corded or  not  yet  complete,  which  must  express  the  meaning  of 
that  inn  more  fully.  So  it  is  with  names  and  faces;  so  it  is 
with  incidents  that  are  idle  and  inconclusive  in  themselves, 
and  yet  seem  like  the  beginning  of  some  quaint  romance,  which 
the  all-careless  author  leaves  untold.  How  many  of  these  ro- 
mances have  we  not  seen  determined  at  their  birth;  how  many 
people  have  met  us  with  a  look  of  meaning  in  their  eye,  and 
sunk  at  once  into  trivial  acquaintances;  to  how  many  places 
have  we  not  drawn  near,  with  express  intimations  —  "here 
my  destiny  awaits  me"  —  and  we  have  but  dined  there  and 
passed  on!  I  have  lived  both  at  the  Hawes  and  Burford  in  a 
perpetual  flutter,  on  the  heels,  as  it  seemed,  of  some  adventure 
that  should  justify  the  place;  but  though  the  feeling  had  me  to 
bed  at  night  and  called  me  again  at  morning  in  one  unbroken 
round  of  pleasure  and  suspense,  nothing  befell  me  in  either 
worth  remark.  The  man  of  the  hour  had  not  yet  come;  but 
some  day,  I  think,  a  boat  shall  put  off  from  the  Queen's  Ferry, 
fraught  with  a  dear  cargo,  and  some  frosty  night  a  horseman, 
on  a  tragic  errand,  rattle  with  his  whip  upon  the  green  shutters 
of  the  inn  at  Burford.2 
Now  this  is  one  of  the  natural  appetites  with  which  any 

1  Sneaking  mischief  (from  Hamlet,  in,  ii,  147). 

*  Since  the  above  was  written  I  have  tried  to  launch  the  boat  with  my  own  hand  in 
Kidnapped.  Some  day,  perhaps,  I  may  try  a  rattle  at  the  shutters.  (Stevenson's  note.] 
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lively  literature  has  to  count.  The  desire  for  knowledge,  I  had 
almost  added  the  desire  for  meat,  is  not  more  deeply  seated 
than  this  demand  for  fit  and  striking  incident.  The  dullest  of 
clowns  tells,  or  tries  to  tell,  himself  a  story,  as  the  feeblest  of 
children  uses  invention  in  his  play;  and  even  as  the  imagina- 
tive grown  person,  joining  in  the  game,  at  once  enriches  it  with 
many  delightful  circumstances,  the  great  creative  writer  shows 
us  the  realization  and  the  apotheosis  of  the  day-dreams  of 
common  men.  His  stories  may  be  nourished  with  the  realities 
of  life,  but  their  true  mark  is  to  satisfy  the  nameless  longings 
of  the  reader,  and  to  obey  the  ideal  laws  of  the  day-dream. 
The  right  kind  of  thing  should  fall  out  in  the  right  kind  of  place ; 
the  right  kind  of  thing  should  follow;  and  not  only  the  charac- 
ters talk  aptly  and  think  naturally,  but  all  the  circumstance* 
in  a  tale  answer  one  to  another  like  notes  in  music.  The  threads 
of  a  story  come  from  time  to  time  together,  and  make  a  picture 
in  the  web;  the  characters  fall  from  time  to  time  into  some 
attitude  to  each  other  or  to  nature,  which  stamps  the  story 
home  like  an  illustration.  Crusoe  recoiling  Irom  the  footprint, 
Achilles  shouting  over  against  the  Trojans,  Ulysses  bending 
the  great  bow,  Christian  running  with  his  fingers  in  his  ears,  — 
these  are  each  culminating  moments  in  the  legend,  and  each  has 
been  printed  on  the  mind's  eye  forever.  Other  things  we  may 
forget;  we  may  forget  the  words,  although  they  are  beautiful; 
we  may  forget  the  author's  comment,  although  perhaps  it  was 
ingenious  and  true;  but  these  epoch-making  scenes,  which  put 
the  last  mark  of  truth  upon  a  story  and  fill  up  at  one  blow  our 
capacity  for  sympathetic  pleasure,  we  so  adopt  into  the  very 
bosom  of  our  mind  that  neither  time  nor  tide  can  efface  or 
weaken  the  impression.  This,  then,  is  the  plastic  part  of  liter- 
ature: to  embody  character,  thought,  or  emotion  in  some  act 
or  attitude  that  shall  be  remarkably  striking  to  the  mind's  eye. 
This  is  the  highest  and  hardest  thing  to  do  in  words ;  the  thing 
which,  once  accomplished,  equally  delights  the  schoolboy  and 
the  sage,  and  makes,  in  its  own  right,  the  quality  of  epics. 
Compared  with  this,  all  other  purposes  in  literature,  except  the 
purely  lyrical  or  the  purely  philosophic,  are  bastard  in  nature, 
facile  of  execution,  and  feeble  in  result.  It  is  one  thing  to  write 
about  the  inn  at  Burford,  or  to  describe  scenery  with  the  word- 
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painters;  it  is  quite  another  to  seize  on  the  heart  of  the  sugges- 
tion and  make  a  country  famous  with  a  legend.  It  is  one  thing 
to  remark  and  to  dissect,  with  the  most  cutting  logic,  the  com- 
plications of  life  and  of  the  human  spirit;  it  is  quite  another  to 
give  them  body  and  blood  in  the  story  of  Ajax  or  of  Hamlet. 
The  first  is  literature,  but  the  second  is  something  besides,  for 
it  is  likewise  art. 

English  people  of  the  present  day  are  apt,  I  know  not  why, 
to  look  somewhat  down  on  incident,  and  reserve  their  admira- 
tion for  the  clink  of  teaspoons  and  the  accents  of  the  curate.  It 
is  thought  clever  to  write  a  novel  with  no  story  at  all,  or  at  least 
with  a  very  dull  one.  Reduced  even  to  the  lowest  terms,  a 
certain  interest  can  be  communicated  by  the  art  of  narrative, 
a  sense  of  human  kinship  stirred;  and  a  kind  of  monotonous 
fitness,  comparable  to  the  words  and  air  of  "Sandy's  Mull," 
preserved  among  the  infinitesimal  occurrences  recorded.  Some 
people  work  in  this  manner,  with  even  a  strong  touch.  Mr. 
Trollope's  inimitable  clergymen  arise  to  the  mind  in  this  con- 
nection. But  even  Mr.  Trollope  does  not  confine  himself 
to  chronicling  small  beer.  Mr.  Crawley's  collision  with  the 
bishop's  wife,  Mr.  Melnotte  dallying  in  the  deserted  banquet- 
room,1  are  typical  incidents,  epically  conceived,  fitly  embody- 
ing a  crisis.  Or  again  look  at  Thackeray.  If  Rawdon  Craw- 
ley's  blow  were  not  delivered,  Vanity  Fair  would  cease  to  be  a 
work  of  art.  That  scene  is  the  chief  ganglion  of  the  tale;  and 
the  discharge  of  energy  from  Rawdon's  fist  is  the  reward  and 
consolation  of  the  reader.  The  end  of  Esmond  is  a  yet  wider 
excursion  from  the  author's  customary  fields;  the  scene  at 
Castlewood  is  pure  Dumas;  the  great  and  wily  English  bor- 
rower has  here  borrowed  from  the  great  unblushing  French 
thief;  as  usual,  he  has  borrowed  admirably  well,  and  the  break- 
ing of  the  sword  rounds  off  the  best  of  all  his  books  with  a 
manly,  martial  note.  But  perhaps  nothing  can  more  strongly 
illustrate  the  necessity  for  marking  incident  than  to  compare 
the  living  fame  of  Robinson  Crusoe  with  the  discredit  of  Clarissa 
Harlowe.2  Clarissa  is  a  book  of  a  far  more  startling  import, 
worked  out,  on  a  great  canvas,  with  inimitable  courage  and 

1  Crawley  in  The  Last  Chronicle  of  Barsel,  Melnotte  io  The  Way  u»  Live  Now. 
1  By  Richardson  (1747-48). 
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unflagging  art.  It  contains  wit,  character,  passion,  plot,  con- 
versations full  of  spirit  and  insight,  letters  sparkling  with 
unstrained  humanity;  and  if  the  death  of  the  heroine  be  some- 
what frigid  and  artificial,  the  last  days  of  the  hero  strike  the 
only  note  of  what  we  now  call  Byronism,  between  the  Eliza- 
bethans and  Byron  himself.  And  yet  a  little  story  of  a  ship- 
wrecked sailor,  with  not  a  tenth  part  of  the  style  nor  a  thou- 
sandth part  of  the  wisdom,  exploring  none  of  the  arcana  of 
humanity  and  deprived  of  the  perennial  interest  of  love,  goes 
on  from  edition  to  edition,  while  Clarissa  lies  upon  the  shelves 
unread.  A  friend  of  mine,  a  Welsh  blacksmith,  was  twenty- 
five  years  old  and  could  neither  read  nor  write,  when  he  heard 
a  chapter  of  Robinson  read  aloud  in  a  farm  kitchen.  Up  to  that 
moment  he  had  sat  content,  huddled  in  his  ignorance,  but  he 
left  that  farm  another  man.  There  were  day-dreams,  it  ap- 
peared, divine  day-dreams,  written  and  printed  and  bound, 
and  to  be  bought  for  money  and  enjoyed  at  pleasure.  Down  he 
sat  that  day,  painfully  learned  to  read  Welsh,  and  returned  to 
borrow  the  book.  It  had  been  lost,  nor  could  he  find  another 
copy  but  one  that  was  in  English.  Down  he  sat  once  more, 
learned  English,  and  at  length,  and  with  entire  delight,  read 
Robinson.  It  is  like  the  story  of  a  love-chase.  If  he  had  heard 
a  letter  from  Clarissa,  would  he  have  been  fired  with  the  same 
chivalrous  ardour?  I  wonder.  Yet  Clarissa  has  every  quality 
that  can  be  shown  in  prose,  one  alone  excepted  —  pictorial 
or  picture-making  romance.  While  Robinson  depends,  for  the 
most  part  and  with  the  overwhelming  majority  of  its  readers, 
on  the  charm  of  circumstance. 

In  the  highest  achievements  of  the  art  of  words,  the  dra- 
matic and  the  pictorial,  the  moral  and  romantic  interest,  rise 
and  fall  together  by  a  common  and  organic  law.  Situation  is 
animated  with  passion,  passion  clothed  upon  with  situation. 
Neither  exists  for  itself,  but  each  inheres  indissolubly  with  the 
other.  This  is  high  art;  and  not  only  the  highest  art  possible  in 
words,  but  the  highest  art  of  all,  since  it  combines  the  greatest 
mass  and  diversity  of  the  elements  of  truth  and  pleasure. 
Such  are  epics,  and  the  few  prose  tales  that  have  the  epic 
weight.  But  as  from  a  school  of  works,  aping  the  creative, 
incident  and  romance  are  ruthlessly  discarded,  so  may  char- 
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acter  and  drama  be  omitted  or  subordinated  to  romance. 
There  is  one  book,  for  example,  more  generally  loved  than 
Shakespeare,  that  captivates  in  childhood,  and  still  delights  in 
age  —  I  mean  the  Arabian  Nights  —  where  you  shall  look  in 
vain  for  moral  or  for  intellectual  interest.  No  human  face  or 
voice  greets  us  among  that  wooden  crowd  of  kings  and  genies, 
sorcerers  and  beggarmen.  Adventure,  hi  the  most  naked  terms, 
furnishes  forth  the  entertainment,  and  is  found  enough. 
Dumas  approaches  perhaps  nearest  of  any  modern  to  these 
Arabian  authors,  in  the  purely  material  charm  of  some  of  his 
romances.  The  early  part  of  Monte  Cristo,  down  to  the  find- 
ing of  the  treasure,  is  a  piece  of  perfect  story- telling;  the  man 
never  breathed  who  shared  these  moving  incidents  without  a 
tremor;  and  yet  Faria  is  a  thing  of  packthread  and  D antes 
little  more  than  a  name.  The  sequel  is  one  long-drawn  error, 
gloomy,  bloody,  unnatural  and  dull;  but  as  for  these  early 
chapters,  I  do  not  believe  there  is  another  volume  extant  where 
you  can  breathe  the  same  unmingled  atmosphere  of  romance. 
It  is  very  thin  and  light,  to  be  sure,  as  on  a  high  mountain;  but 
it  is  brisk  and  clear  and  sunny  in  proportion.  I  saw  the  other 
day,  with  envy,  an  old  and  very  clever  lady  setting  forth  on  a 
second  or  third  voyage  into  Monte  Cristo.  Here  are  stories 
which  powerfully  affect  the  reader,  which  can  be  reperused  at 
any  age,  and  where  the  characters  are  no  more  than  puppets. 
The  bony  fist  of  the  showman  visibly  propels  them;  their 
springs  are  an  open  secret;  their  faces  are  of  wood;  their  bellies 
filled  with  bran;  and  yet  we  thrillingly  partake  of  their  adven- 
tures. And  the  point  may  be  illustrated  still  further.  The  last 
interview  between  Lucy  and  Richard  Feveril l  is  pure  drama; 
more  than  that,  it  is  tie  strongest  scene,  since  Shakespeare, 
in  the  English  tongue.  Their  first  meeting  by  the  river,  on  the 
other  hand,  is  pure  romance;  it  has  nothing  to  do  with  char- 
acter; it  might  happen  to  any  other  boy  and  maiden,  and  be 
none  the  less  delightful  for  the  change.  And  yet  I  think  he 
would  be  a  bold  man  who  should  choose  between  these  pas- 
sages. Thus  in  the  same  book  we  may  have  two  scenes,  each 
capital  in  its  order:  in  the  one,  human  passion,  deep  calling 
unto  deep,  shall  utter  its  genuine  voice;  hi  the  second,  accord- 

1  In  Meredith's  Richard  FnerU. 
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ing  circumstances,  like  instruments  in  tune,  shall  build  up  a 
trivial  but  desirable  incident,  such  as  we  love  to  prefigure  for 
ourselves;  and  in  the  end,  in  spite  of  the  critics,  we  may  hesi- 
tate to  give  the  preference  to  either.  The  one  may  ask  more 
genius  —  I  do  not  say  it  does;  but  at  least  the  other  dwells  as 
clearly  in  the  memory. 

True  romantic  art,  again,  makes  a  romance  of  all  things. 
It  reaches  into  the  highest  abstraction  of  the  ideal;  it  does  not 
refuse  the  most  pedestrian  realism.  RoUnson  Crusoe  is  as 
realistic  as  it  is  romantic;  both  qualities  are  pushed  to  an  ex- 
treme, and  neither  suffers.  Nor  does  romance  depend  upon  the 
material  importance  of  the  incidents.  To  deal  with  strong  and 
deadly  elements,  banditti,  pirates,  war  and  murder,  is  to  con- 
jure with  great  names,  and,  in  the  event  of  failure,  to  double  the 
disgrace.  The  arrival  of  Haydn  and  Consuelo  at  the  Canon's 
villa 1  is  a  very  trifling  incident;  yet  we  may  read  a  dozen  bois- 
terous stories  from  beginning  to  end,  and  not  receive  so  fresh 
and  stirring  an  impression  of  adventure.  It  was  the  scene  of 
Crusoe  at  the  wreck,  if  I  remember  rightly,  that  so  bewitched 
my  blacksmith.  Nor  is  the  fact  surprising.  Every  single  arti- 
cle the  castaway  recovers  from  the  hulk  is  "a  joy  for  ever"  to 
the  man  who  reads  of  them.  They  are  the  things  that  should 
be  found,  and  bare  enumeration  stirs  the  blood.  I  found  a 
glimmer  of  the  same  interest  the  other  day  in  a  new  book,  The 
Sailor's  Sweetheart,  by  Mr.  Clark  Russell.  The  whole  business 
of  the  brig  Morning  Star  is  very  rightly  felt  and  spiritedly  writ- 
ten; but  the  clothes,  the  books,  and  the  money  satisfy  the 
reader's  mind  like  things  to  eat.  We  are  dealing  here  with  the 
old  cut-and-dry ,  legitimate  interest  of  treasure  trove.  But  even 
treasure  trove  can  be  made  dull.  There  are  few  people  who 
have  not  groaned  under  the  plethora  of  goods  that  fell  to  the 
lot  of  the  Swiss  Family  Robinson,  that  dreary  family.  They 
found  article  after  article,  from  milk  kine  to  pieces  of  ordnance, 
a  whole  consignment;  but  no  informing  taste  had  presided  over 
the  selection,  —  there  was  no  smack  or  relish  in  the  invoice, 
and  these  riches  left  the  fancy  cold.  The  box  of  goods  in 
Verne's  Mysterious  Island  is  another  case  in  point:  there  was 
no  gusto  and  no  glamour  about  that;  it  might  have  come  from 

1  In  George  Sand's  Consuelo. 
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a  shop.  But  the  two  hundred  and  seventy-eight  Australian 
sovereigns  on  board  the  Morning  Star  fell  upon  me  like  a  sur- 
prise that  I  had  expected;  whole  vistas  of  secondary  stories, 
besides  the  one  in  hand,  radiated  forth  from  that  discovery,  as 
they  radiate  from  a  striking  particular  in  life;  and  I  was  made 
for  the  moment  as  happy  as  a  reader  has  a  right  to  be. 

To  come  at  all  at  the  nature  of  this  quality  of  romance,  we 
must  bear  in  mind  the  peculiarity  of  our  attitude  to  any  art. 
No  art  produces  illusion;  in  the  theatre  we  never  forget  that 
we  are  in  the  theatre;  and  while  we  read  a  story,  we  sit  waver- 
ing between  two  minds,  now  merely  clapping  our  hands  at  the 
merit  of  the  performance,  now  condescending  to  take  an  ac- 
tive part  in  fancy  with  the  characters.  This  last  is  the  triumph 
of  romantic  story-telling:  when  the  reader  consciously  plays 
at  being  the  hero,  the  scene  is  a  good  scene.  Now  in  character 
studies  the  pleasure  that  we  take  is  critical;  we  watch,  we 
approve,  we  smile  at  incongruities,  we  are  moved  to  sudden 
heats  of  sympathy  for  courage,  suffering,  or  virtue.  But  the 
characters  are  still  themselves,  they  are  not  us;  the  more 
clearly  they  are  depicted,  the  more  widely  do  they  stand  away 
from  us,  the  more  imperiously  do  they  thrust  us  back  into  our 
place  as  a  spectator.  I  cannot  identify  myself  with  Rawdon 
Crawley  or  with  Eugene  de  Rastignac,1  for  I  have  scarce  a  hope 
or  fear  in  common  with  them.  It  is  not  character  but  incident 
that  woos  us  out  of  our  reserve.  Something  happens  as  we  de- 
sire to  have  it  happen  to  ourselves;  some  situation,  that  we 
have  long  dallied  with  in  fancy,  is  realized  in  the  story  with 
enticing  and  appropriate  details.  Then  we  forget  the  charac- 
ters; then  we  push  the  hero  aside;  then  we  plunge  into  the  tale 
in  our  own  person  and  bathe  in  fresh  experience;  and  then,  and 
then  only,  do  we  say  we  have  been  reading  a  romance.  It  is  not 
only  pleasurable  things  that  we  imagine  in  our  day-dreams; 
there  are  lights  in  which  we  are  willing  to  contemplate  even  the 
idea  of  our  own  death,  —  ways  in  which  it  seems  as  if  it  would 
amuse  us  to  be  cheated,  wounded,  or  calumniated.  It  is  thus 
possible  to  construct  a  story,  even  of  tragic  import,  in  which 
every  incident,  detail,  and  trick  of  circumstance  shall  be  wel- 

Crawley  in  Thackeray's  Vanity  Fair;  Rastignac  in  Balzac's  Pin  Geriot  and  other 
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come  to  the  reader's  thoughts.  Fiction  is  to  the  grown  man  what 
play  is  to  the  child ;  it  is  there  that  he  changes  the  atmosphere 
and  tenor  of  his  life;  and  when  the  game  so  chimes  with  his 
fancy  that  he  can  join  in  it  with  all  his  heart,  when  it  pleases 
him  at  every  turn,  when  he  loves  to  recall  it  and  dwells  upon  its 
recollection  with  entire  delight,  fiction  is  called  romance. . . . 
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[Published  in  Scribner's  Magazine  for  April,  and  reprinted  in  the  1892 
collection  called  Across  the  Plains.  The  title  ("Dust  and  a  Shadow")  is 
from  an  ode  of  Horace's  (iv,  7) :  "  When  we  descend  where  father  ^Eneas, 
rich  Tullus,  and  Ancus  abide,  we  become  dust  and  a  shade."] 

WE  look  for  some  reward  of  our  endeavours  and  are  disap- 
pointed; not  success,  not  happiness,  not  even  peace  of  con- 
science, crowns  our  ineffectual  efforts  to  do  well.  Our  frailties 
are  invincible,  our  virtues  barren;  the  battle  goes  sore  against 
us  to  the  going  down  of  the  sun.  The  canting  moralist  tells  us 
of  right  and  wrong;  and  we  look  abroad,  even  on  the  face  of  our 
small  earth,  and  find  them  change  with  every  climate,  and  no 
country  where  some  action  is  not  honoured  for  a  virtue  and 
none  where  it  is  not  branded  for  a  vice;  and  we  look  in  our  ex- 
perience, and  find  no  vital  congruity  in  the  wisest  rules,  but 
at  the  best  a  municipal  fitness.  It  is  not  strange  if  we  are 
tempted  to  despair  of  good.  We  ask  too  much.  Our  religions 
and  moralities  have  been  trimmed  to  flatter  us,  till  they  are  all 
1  emasculate  and  sentimentalized,  and  only  please  and  weaken. 
Truth  is  of  a  rougher  strain.  In  the  harsh  face  of  life,  faith 
can  read  a  bracing  gospel.  The  human  race  is  a  thing  more 
ancient  than  the  Ten  Commandments;  and  the  bones  and 
revolutions  of  the  Kosmos,  in  whose  joints  we  are  but  moss  and 
fungus,  more  ancient  still. 

Of  the  Kosmos  in  the  last  resort,  science  reports  many 
doubtful  things  and  all  of  them  appalling.  There  seems  no 
substance  to  this  solid  globe  on  which  we  stamp,  —  nothing 
but  symbols  and  ratios.  Symbols  and  ratios  carry  us  and  bring 
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us  forth  and  beat  us  down;  gravity,  that  swings  the  incom- 
mensurable suns  and  worlds  through  space,  is  but  a  figment 
varying  inversely  as  the  squares  of  distances;  and  the  suns 
and  worlds  themselves,  imponderable  figures  of  abstraction 
-  NH3  and  H20.  Consideration  dares  not  dwell  upon  this 
view;  that  way  madness  lies;  science  carries  us  into  zones  of 
speculation  where  there  is  no  habitable  city  for  the  mind  of 
man. 

But  take  the  Kosmos  with  a  grosser  faith,  as  our  senses  give 
it  us.  We  behold  space  sown  with  rotatory  islands,  suns  and 
worlds  and  the  shards  and  wrecks  of  systems;  some,  like  the 
sun,  still  blazing;  some  rotting,  like  the  earth;  others,  like  the 
moon,  stable  in  desolation.  All  of  these  we  take  to  be  made  of 
something  we  call  matter,  —  a  thing  which  no  analysis  can 
help  us  to  conceive,  to  whose  incredible  properties  no  familiari- 
ties can  reconcile  our  minds.  This  stuff,  when  not  purified  by 
the  lustration  of  fire,  rots  uncleanly  into  something  we  call  life; 
seized  through  all  its  atoms  with  a  pediculous  malady ;  swelling 
in  tumours  that  become  independent,  sometimes  even  (by  an 
abhorrent  prodigy)  locomotory;  one  splitting  into  millions, 
millions  cohering  into  one,  as-  the  malady  proceeds  through 
varying  stages.  This  vital  putrescence  of  the  dust,  used  as  we 
are  to  it,  yet  strikes  us  with  occasional  disgust,  and  the  pro- 
fusion of  worms  in  a  piece  of  ancient  turf,  or  the  air  of  a  marsh 
darkened  with  insects,  will  sometimes  check  our  breathing  so 
that  we  aspire  for  cleaner  places.  But  none  is  clean :  the  moving 
sand  is  infected  with  lice;  the  pure  spring,  where  it  bursts  out 
of  the  mountain,  is  a  mere  issue  of  worms;  even  in  the  hard  rock 
the  crystal  is  forming. 

In  two  main  shapes  this  eruption  covers  the  countenance  of 
the  earth:  the  animal  and  the  vegetable :  one  in  some  degree  the 
inversion  of  the  other:  the  second  rooted  to  the  spot;  the  first 
coming  detached  out  of  its  natal  mud,  and  scurrying  abroad 
with  the  myriad  feet  of  insects,  or  towering  into  the  heavens 
on  the  wings  of  birds,  —  a  thing  so  incomprehensible  that,  if  it 
be  well  considered,  the  heart  stops.  To  what  passes  with  the 
anchored  vermin,  we  have  little  clue:  doubtless  they  have  their 
joys  and  sorrows,  their  delights  and  killing  agonies,  —  it  ap- 
pears not  how.  But  of  the  locomotory,  to  which  we  ourselves 
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belong,  we  can  tell  more.  These  share  with  us  a  thousand  mir- 
acles: the  miracles  of  sight,  of  hearing,  of  the  projection  of 
sound,  things  that  bridge  space;  the  miracles  of  memory  and 
reason,  by  which  the  present  is  conceived,  and  when  it  is  gone 
its  image  kept  living  in  the  brains  of  man  and  brute;  the  mir- 
acle of  reproduction,  with  its  imperious  desires  and  staggering 
consequences.  And  to  put  the  last  touch  upon  this  mountain 
mass  of  the  revolting  and  the  inconceivable,  all  these  prey  upon 
each  other,  lives  tearing  other  lives  in  pieces,  cramming  them 
inside  themselves,  and  by  that  summary  process  growing  fat: 
the  vegetarian,  the  whale,  perhaps  the  tree,  not  less  than  the  lion 
of  the  desert, — for  the  vegetarian  is  only  the  eater  of  the  dumb. 
Meanwhile  our  rotatory  island  loaded  with  predatory  life, 
and  more  drenched  with  blood,  both  animal  and  vegetable, 
than  ever  mutinied  ship,  scuds  through  space  with  unimagin- 
able speed,  and  turns  alternate  cheeks  to  the  reverberation  of 
a  blazing  world  ninety  million  miles  away. 

What  a  monstrous  spectre  is  this  man,  the  disease  of  the 
agglutinated  dust,  lifting  alternate  feet  or  lying  drugged  with 
slumber;  killing,  feeding,  growing,  bringing  forth  small  copies 
of  himself;  grown  upon  with  hair  like  grass,  fitted  with  eyes 
that  move  and  glitter  in  his  face;  a  thing  to  set  children  scream- 
ing; —  and  yet  looked  at  nearlier,  known  as  his  fellows  know 
him,  how  surprising  are  his  attributes  I  Poor  soul,  here  for 
so  little,  cast  among  so  many  hardships,  filled  with  desires 
so  incommensurate  and  so  inconsistent,  savagely  surrounded, 
savagely  descended,  irremediably  condemned  to  prey  upon  his 
fellow  lives:  who  should  have  blamed  him  had  he  been  of  a 
piece  with  his  destiny  and  a  being  merely  barbarous?  And  we 
look  and  behold  him  instead  filled  with  imperfect  virtues:  in- 
finitely childish,  often  admirably  valiant,  often  touchingly 
kind;  sitting  down,  amidst  his  momentary  life,  to  debate  of 
right  and  wrong  and  the  attributes  of  the  deity;  rising  up  to 
do  battle  for  an  egg  or  die  for  an  idea;  singling  out  his  friends 
and  his  mate  with  cordial  affection;  bringing  forth  in  pain, 
rearing  with  long-suffering  solicitude,  his  young.  To  touch  the 
heart  of  his  mystery,  we  find  in  him  one  thought,  strange  to  the 
point  of  lunacy:  the  thought  of  duty;  the  thought  of  something 
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owing  to  himself,  to  his  neighbour,  to  his  God;  an  ideal  of  de- 
cency, to  which  he  would  rise  if  it  were  possible;  a  limit  of 
shame  below  which,  if  it  be  possible,  he  will  not  stoop.  The 
design  in  most  men  is  one  of  conformity;  here  and  there,  in 
picked  natures,  it  transcends  itself  and  soars  on  the  other  side, 
arming  martyrs  with  independence;  but  in  all,  in  their  degrees, 
it  is  a  bosom  thought:  — not  in  man  alone,  for  we  trace  it  in 
dogs  and  cats  whom  we  know  fairly  well,  and  doubtless  some 
similar  point  of  honour  sways  the  elephant,  the  oyster,  and  the 
iouse,  of  whom  we  know  so  little:  —  but  in  man,  at  least,  it 
sways  with  so  complete  an  empire  that  merely  selfish  things 
come  second,  even  with  the  selfish;  that  appetites  are  starved, 
fears  are  conquered,  pains  supported;  that  almost  the  dullest 
shrinks  from  the  reproof  of  a  glance,  although  it  were  a  child's; 
and  all  but  the  most  cowardly  stand  amid  the  risks  of  war;  and 
the  more  noble,  having  strongly  conceived  an  act  as  due  to 
their  ideal,  affront  and  embrace  death.  Strange  enough  if,  with 
their  singular  origin  and  perverted  practice,  they  think  they 
are  to  be  rewarded  in  some  future  life;  stranger  still,  if  they 
are  persuaded  of  the  contrary,  and  think  this  blow  which  they 
solicit  will  strike  them  senseless  for  eternity.  I  shall  be  re- 
minded what  a  tragedy  of  misconception  and  misconduct  man 
at  large  presents,  —  of  organized  injustice,  cowardly  violence, 
and  treacherous  crime,  and  of  the  damning  imperfections  of 
the  best.  They  cannot  be  too  darkly  drawn.  Manjs  indeed 
marked  for  failure  in  his  efforts  to  do  right.  But  where  the  best 
consistently  miscarry,  how  tenfold  more  remarkable  that  all 
should  continue  to  strive;  and  surely  we  should  find  it  both 
touching  and  inspiriting,  that  in  a  field  from  which  success  is 
banished,  our  race  should  not  cease  to  labour. 

If  the  first  view  of  this  creature,  stalking  in  his  rotatory  isle, 
be  a  thing  to  shake  the  courage  of  the  stoutest,  on  this  nearer 
sight  he  startles  us  with  an  admiring  wonder.  It  matters  not 
where  we  look,  under  what  climate  we  observe  him,  in  what 
state  of  society,  in  what  depth  of  ignorace,  burthened  with 
what  erroneous  morality;  by  camp-fires  in  Assiniboia,  the  snow 
powdering  his  shoulders,  the  wind  plucking  his  blanket,  as  he 
sits,  passing  the  ceremonial  calumet  and  uttering  his  grave 
opinions  like  a  Roman  senator;  in  ships  at  sea,  a  man  inured 
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to  hardship  and  vile  pleasures,  his  brightest  hope  a  fiddle  in  a 
tavern  and  a  bedizened  trull  who  sells  herself  to  rob  him,  and 
he  for  all  that  simple,  innocent,  cheerful,  kindly  like  a  child, 
constant  to  toil,  brave  to  drown,  for  others;  in  the  slums  of 
cities,  moving  among  indifferent  millions  to  mechanical  em- 
ployments, without  hope  of  change  in  the  future,  with  scarce 
a  pleasure  in  the  present,  and  yet  true  to  his  virtues,  honest 
up  to  his  lights,  kind  to  his  neighbours,  tempted  perhaps  in 
vain  by  the  bright  gin-palace,  perhaps  long  suffering  with  the 
drunken  wife  that  ruins  him;   in  India  (a  woman  this  time) 
kneeling  with  broken  cries  and  streaming  tears,  as  she  drowns 
her  child  in  the  sacred  river;  in  the  brothel,  the  discard  of  so- 
ciety, living  mainly  on  strong  drink,  fed  with  affronts,  a  fool,  a 
thief,  the  comrade  of  thieves,  and  even  here  keeping  the  point 
of  honour  and  the  touch  of  pity,  often  repaying  the  world's 
scorn  with  service,  often  standing  firm  upon  a  scruple,  and  at  a 
certain  cost  rejecting  riches:  —  everywhere  some  virtue  cher- 
ished or  affected,  everywhere  some  decency  of  thought  and 
carriage,  everywhere  the  ensign  of  man's  ineffectual  goodness : 
-  ah!  if  I  could  show  you  this!   If  I  could  show  you  these 
men  and  women,  all  the  world  over,  in  every  stage  of  history, 
under  every  abuse  of  error,  under  every  circumstance  of  fail- 
ure, without  hope,  without  help,  without  thanks,  still  obscurely 
fighting  the  lost  fight  of  virtue,  still  clinging,  in  the  brothel  or 
on  the  scaffold,  to  some  rag  of  honour,  the  poor  jewel  of  their 
souls!  They  may  seek  to  escape,  and  yet  they  cannot;  it  is  not 
alone  their  privilege  and  glory,  but  their  doom ;  they  are  con- 
demned to  some  nobility,  all  their  lives  long,  the  desire  of  good 
is  at  their  heels,  the  implacable  hunter. 

Of  all  earth's  meteors,  here  at  least  is  the  most  strange  and 
consoling:  that  this  ennobled  lemur,  this  hair-crowned  bubble 
of  the  dust,  this  inheritor  of  a  few  years  and  sorrows,  should 
yet  deny  himself  his  rare  delights,  and  add  to  his  frequent 
pains,  and  live  for  an  ideal,  however  misconceived.  Nor  can 
we  stop  with  man.  He  stands  no  longer  like  a  thing  apart. 
Close  at  his  heels  we  see  the  dog,  prince  of  another  genus;  and 
in  him  too  we  see  dumbly  testified  the  same  cultus  of  an  unat- 
tainable ideal,  the  same  constancy  in  failure.  Does  it  stop  with 
the  dog?  We  look  at  our  feet  where  the  ground  is  blackened 
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vrith  the  swarming  ant;  a  creature  so  small,  so  far  from  us  in 
the  hierarchy  of  brutes,  that  we  can  scarce  trace  and  scarce 
comprehend  his  doings;  and  here  also,  in  his  ordered  polities 
and  rigorous  justice,  we  see  confessed  the  law  of  duty  and  the 
fact  of  individual  sin.  Does  it  stop,  then,  with  the  ant?  Rather 
this  desire  of  well-doing  and  this  doom  of  frailty  run  through 
all  the  grades  of  life:  rather  is  this  earth,  from  the  frosty  top  of 
Everest  to  the  next  margin  of  the  internal  fire,  one  stage  of 
ineffectual  virtues  and  one  temple  of  pious  tears  and  persever- 
ance.  The  whole  creation  groaneth  and  travaileth  together. 
It  is  the  common  and  the  god-like  law  of  life.  The  browsers, 
the  biters,  the  barkers,  the  hairy  coats  of  field  and  forest,  the 
squirrel  in  the  oak,  the  thousand-footed  creeper  in  the  dust,  as 
they  share  with  us  the  gift  of  life,  share  with  us  the  love  of  an 
ideal ;  strive  like  us  —  like  us  are  tempted  to  grow  weary  of 
the  struggle  —  to  do  well;  like  us  receive  at  times  unmerited 
refreshment,  visi tings  of  support,  returns  of  courage;  and  are 
condemned  like  us  to  be  crucified  between  that  double  law  of 
the  members  and  the  will.  Are  they  like  us,  I  wonder,  in  the 
timid  hope  of  some  reward,  some  sugar  with  the  drug?  do  they, 
too,  stand  aghast  at  unrewarded  virtues,  at  the  sufferings  of 
those  whom,  in  our  partiality,  we  take  to  be  just,  and  the  pros- 
perity of  such  as  in  our  blindness  we  call  wicked?  It  may  be, 
and  yet  God  knows  what  they  should  look  for.   Even  while 
they  look,  even  while  they  repent,  the  foot  of  man  treads  them 
by  thousands  in  the  dust,  the  yelping  hounds  burst  upon  their 
trail,  the  bullet  speeds,  the  knives  are  heating  in  the  den  of  the 
vivisectionist;  or  the  dew  falls,  and  the  generation  of  a  day  is 
blotted  out.  For  these  are  creatures  compared  with  whom  our 
weakness  is  strength,  our  ignorance  wisdom,  our  brief  span 
eternity. 

And  as  we  dwell,  we  living  things,  in  our  isle  of  terror  and 
under  the  imminent  hand  of  death,  God  forbid  it  should  be 
man  the  erected,  the  reasoner,  the  wise  in  his  own  eyes  —  God 
forbid  it  should  be  man  that  wearies  in  well-doing,  that  de- 
spairs of  unrewarded  effort,  or  utters  the  language  of  com- 
plaint. Let  it  be  enough  for  faith,  that  the  whole  creation 
groans  in  mortal  frailty,  strives  with  unconquerable  constancy:  \ 
surely  not  all  in  vain. 
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[The  outline  biographies  that  follow  arc  in  most  cases  abridged  from  the  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography.  The  bibliographical  notes  make  no  pretension  to  completeness,  but 
are  intended  to  suggest  texts  and  critical  references  convenient  for  the  student.  In  addi- 
tion to  the  books  mentioned  under  particular  authors,  the  following  are  useful  for  the 
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Omond's  The  Romantic  Triumph;  Becrs's  History  of  English  Romanticism  in  the  Nine- 
teenth Century;  the  Cambridge  History  of  English  Literature,  volumes  12  and  13.) 

MATTHEW  ARNOLD  was  born  at  Laleham, December  24,1822;  was 
educated  at  Rugby  and  Winchester,  and  at  Balliol  College,  Oxford 
(B.A.,  1844) ;  elected  Fellow  of  Oriel  College,  1845 ;  became  a  master 
at  Rugby,  1846;  Secretary  to  the  Marquis  of  Lansdowne,  1847; 
Inspector  of  Schools  for  the  government,  1851-83;  Professor  of 
Poetry,  Oxford  University,  1857-67;  lectured  in  America,  1883-84, 
1886;  retired  on  a  pension,  1883;  died  April  15,  1888.  His  works 
include  volumes  of  poems,  1849,  1852,  1853,  1855;  lectures  On 
Translating  Homer,  1861,  and  On  the  Study  of  Celtic  Literature,  1867; 
Essays  in  Criticism,  1865  and  1888;  Culture  and  Anarchy,  1869;  St. 
Paul  and  Protestantism,  1870;  Literature  and  Dogma,  1873;  God  and 
the  Bible,  1875. 

The  best  biography  of  Arnold  is  by  G.  W.  E.  Russell,  1004;  his 
Letters  were  edited  also  by  Russell  in  1895.  There  is  a  brief  life 
by  H.  W.  Paul  (Men  of  Letters).  Convenient  volumes  of  selected 
essays  are  in  the  series  of  English  Readings  (Holt  &  Co.)  and  the 
Riverside  Literature  Series;  the  introduction  to  the  former,  by  L.  E. 
Gates,  is  reprinted  in  his  Three  Studies  in  Literature,  1899.  For 
further  criticism,  see  Matthew  Arnold,  How  to  Know  Him,  by  S.  P. 
Sherman,  1917;  Matthew  Arnold  and  his  Relation  to  the  Thought  of 
Our  Time,  by  W.  H.  Dawson,  1904;  essays  in  Frederic  Harrison's 
Tennyson,  Ruskin,  Mill,  and  other  Literary  Estimates,  Leslie  Ste- 
phen's Studies  of  a  Biographer,  J.  M.  Robertson's  Modern  Human- 
ists, G.  Saintsbury's  Corrected  Impressions,  G.  E.  Woodberry's 
Makers  of  Literature,  and  W.  C.  BrownelPs  Victorian  Prose  Masters. 

THOMAS  CARLYLE  was  born  at  Ecclefechan,  Scotland,  Decem- 
ber 4,  1795;  was  educated  at  the  University  of  Edinburgh,  being 
intended  for  the  ministry;  taught  school,  1814-16;  studied  law, 
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1819;  served  as  tutor,  1822-24;  took  up  the  study  of  German,  and 
wrote  on  German  subjects  for  the  London  Magazine  and  other  peri- 
odicals; became  a  contributor  to  the  Edinburgh  Review;  moved  to 
London,  1834;  suffered  considerable  pecuniary  difficulties;  made  his 
reputation  through  his  French  Revolution,  1837;  lectured  in  Lon- 
don on  biography  and  history,  1837-40;  was  chosen  Lord  Rector  of 
the  University  of  Edinburgh,  1865;  lost  his  wife  (Jane  Welsh  Car- 
lyle),  1866;  lived  in  much  solitude,  gloom,  and  ill  health;  died  Feb- 
ruary 4,  1881.  His  works  include:  Sartor  Resartus,  1833-35;  The 
French  Revolution,  1837;  Heroes,  Her  o-W  or  ship  and  the  Heroic  in 
History,  1841;  Past  and  Present,  1843;  Life  of  Oliver  Cromwell,  1845; 
Frederick  the  Great,  1858-65. 

Carlyle's  Works  were  collected  in  1857-58;  the  standard  edition 
is  now  the  "  Ashburton,"  in  seventeen  volumes,  1885-88.  There  is  a 
convenient  edition  of  Sartor  Resartus,  with  introduction  and  notes 
by  A.  Macmechan,  in  the  Athenaeum  Press  Series.  Carlyle's  au- 
thorized biographer  was  J.  A.  Froude,  who  edited  his  Reminiscences, 
1 88 1,  and  issued  his  Life  in  two  parts,  1882  and  1884.  There  are 
brief  lives  by  Richard  Garnett  (Great  Writers)  and  John  Nichol 
(Men  of  Letters).  For  criticism,  see  Carlyle,  How  to  Know  Him,  by 
Bliss  Perry;  and  essays  in  G.  Saintsbury's  Corrected  Impressions, 
A.  BirrelPs  Obiter  Dicta,  J.  M.  Robertson's  Modern  Humanists,  Leslie 
Stephen's  Hours  in  a  Library,  W.  C.  BrownelPs  Victorian  Prose 
Masters,  P.  E.  More's  Shelburne  Essays,  first  series,  and  J.  C. 
Shairp's  Aspects  of  Poetry  (the  essay  on  "  Prose  Poets"). 

THOMAS  HENRY  HUXLEY  was  born  at  Ealing,  May  4,  1825; 
studied  physiology,  etc.,  at  Charing  Cross  Hospital,  taking  a  degree 
in  medicine  at  London  University,  1845;  assistant  surgeon  in  the 
Royal  Navy,  1846-50,  devoting  much  of  his  time  to  the  investiga- 
tion of  biological  subjects;  elected  a  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Society, 
1850;  Naturalist  to  the  Geological  Survey,  1855;  subsequently  on 
various  royal  commissions;  Professor  at  the  Royal  College  of  Sur- 
geons, 1863-69;  member  of  the  first  London  School  Board,  1870-72; 
Rector  of  the  University  of  Aberdeen,  1872-74;  President  of  the 
Royal  Society,  1883-85;  engaged  in  numerous  controversies  on 
educational  subjects  and  on  the  attitude  of  theologians  toward  nat- 
ural science;  despite  much  opposition,  received  the  honorary  degree 
of  D.C.L.  from  Oxford  University,  1885;  died  June  29,  1895.  His 
works  include:  Man's  Place  in  Nature,  1863;  Lay  Sermons,  1870; 
Comparative  Anatomy  of  Vertebrate  Animals,  1871;  Collected  Essays, 
in  nine  volumes,  1893-94, 
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There  is  a  convenient  volume  of  selections  from  Huxley's  Essays 
in  the  Riverside  Literature  Series.  His  Life  and  Letters,  by  his  son, 
Leonard  H.  Huxley,  appeared  in  1900,  and  in  the  same  year  a  bi- 
ography by  P.  C.  Mitchell.  For  criticism,  see  essays  by  Leslie  Ste- 
phen in  Studies  of  a  Biographer  and  by  P.  E.  More  in  The  Drift  of 
Romanticism;  one  on  "Huxley  and  Scientific  Agnosticism,"  in  J.  G. 
Schurman's  Agnosticism  and  Religion;  and  one  on  "The  Scientific 
Theory  of  Culture/'  in  J.  C.  Shairp's  Culture  and  Religion. 

JOHN  HENRY  NEWMAN  was  born  at  London,  February  21,  1801; 
was  educated  at  Trinity  College,  Oxford  (B.A.,  1820) ;  elected  Fellow 
of  Oriel  College,  1822;  became  curate  of  St.  Clement's  Church,  Ox- 
ford, 1824;  tutor  at  Oriel,  1826;  vicar  of  St.  Mary's  Church,  1828; 
visited  Rome,  1833;  with  other  churchmen  planned  a  campaign  for 
High  Church  doctrines  in  the  Church  of  England  (the  "Oxford 
Movement"),  and  to  this  end  preached  notable  sermons  at  St. 
Mary's  Church  and  began  the  series  of  pamphlets  called  Tracts  for 
the  Times,  1833;  in  particular,  aroused  a  storm  of  opposition  by 
"Tract  90"  (1841),  on  the  Catholic  elements  in  the  Anglican 
Church;  lived  in  retirement,  1843-45,  then  entered  the  Roman 
Catholic  Church;  established  thelHrmingham  Oratory,  1847;  was 
attacked  in  a  libel  suit  by  an  apostate  monk,  as  the  result  of  a  course 
of  lectures  on  English  Catholics;  Rector  of  the  new  Catholic  Uni- 
versity of  Dublin,  1854-58;  engaged  in  a  theological  controversy 
with  Charles  Kingsley,  1864;  elected  Honorary  Fellow  of  Trinity 
College,  Oxford,  1877;  Cardinal  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church, 
1879 ;  died  August  1 1 , 1 890.  His  works  include :  A  rians  of  the  Fourth 
Century,  1833 ;  Romanism  and  Popular  Protestantism,  1837  \  Apologia 
pro  Vita  Sua,  1864;  The  Idea  of  a  University,  1842;  University  Sub- 
jects, 1868;  A  Grammar  of  Assent,  1870;  and  very  many  others. 

There  are  convenient  volumes  of  selections  from  Newman's  writ- 
ings in  Holt's  English  Readings  (edited  by  L.  E.  Gates)  and  the 
Riverside  Literature  Series  (edited  by  M.  F.  Egan) ;  the  introduc- 
tion to  the  former  is  reprinted  in  Gates's  Three  Studies  in  Literature, 
1899.  The  standard  biography  is  by  Wilfrid  Ward,  1912;  Newman's 
Letters  and  Correspondence  were  edited  by  Anne  Mozley,  1903.  See 
also  The  Oxford  Movement,  by  R.  W.  Church,  and  Cardinal  Newman 
and  his  Influence  on  Religious  Life  and  Thought,  by  C.  Sarolea.  For 
further  criticism,  see  essays  by  R.  H.  Hutton  in  his  Criticisms,  volume 
2,  and  his  Essays  (1891;  the  latter  on  "Cardinal  Newman  and 
Matthew  Arnold  ") ;  one  by  P.  E.  More  in  The  Drift  of  Romanticism; 
and  J.  C.  Shairp's  essay  on  "  Prose  Poets  "  in  Aspects  of  Poetry, 
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WALTER  PATER  was  born  at  Shadwell,  London,  August  4,  1839; 
was  educated  at  Queen's  College,  Oxford  (B.A.,  1862);  elected  Fel- 
low of  Brasenose  College,  1864;  was  associated  with  the  early  inter- 
ests of  Swinburne  and  other  "  Pre-Raphaelites  " ;  never  married,  but 
devoted  himself  to  literature  and  the  University;  died  July  30, 
1894.  His  works  include:  Studies  in  the  History  of  the  Renaissance, 
1873;  Marius  the  Epicurean,  1885;  Imaginary  Portraits,  1887;  Ap- 
preciations, 1889. 

The  fullest  biography  of  Pater  is  that  of  Thomas  Wright,  1907; 
for  most  purposes  one  is  likely  to  prefer  the  briefer  life  by  Ferris 
Greenslet  or  that  by  A.  C.  Benson  (Men  of  Letters).  A  useful  vol- 
ume of  selections  from  his  writings  is  in  Holt's  series  of  English 
Readings,  with  introduction  by  E.  E.  Hale,  Jr.  For  other  criticism, 
see  essays  in  E.  Dowden's  Essays  Modern  and  Elizabethan,  E. 
Gosse's  Critical  Kit-Kats,  and  P.  E.  More's  The  Drift  of  Romanticism. 

JOHN  RUSKIN  was  born  at  London,  February  18,  1819;  was  edu- 
cated chiefly  by  his  parents  and  private  tutors,  studying  also  at 
King's  College,  London,  and  at  Christ  Church,  Oxford  (B.A.,  1842); 
during  the  same  period  travelled  largely,  for  his  health,  and  studied 
landscape  drawing,  etc. ;  made  the  acquaintance  of  the  artist  Turner, 
and  in  order  to  introduce  his  work  to  the  public  began  to  write 
Modern  Painters,  the  first  two  volumes  being  published  anony- 
mously; lectured  on  art  at  Edinburgh,  1853;  began  the  publication 
of  annual  "notes"  on  the  exhibitions  of  the  Royal  Academy;  con- 
ducted art  classes  for  workingmen;  from  about  1860  devoted  him- 
self vigorously  to  economic  studies,  on  which  he  lectured  and  issued 
numberless  pamphlets;  moved  to  Coniston  Lake,  1871;  in  the  same 
year  founded  the  Guild  of  St.  George,  an  experiment  for  rural  living 
on  what  Ruskin  considered  to  be  sound  economic  and  social  lines, 
—  and  subsequently  various  similar  experiments;  was  Professor  of 
Art  at  Oxford,  1870-79  and  1883-84,  giving  lectures  which  are  pub- 
lished in  eight  volumes;  elected  Honorary  Fellow  of  Corpus  Christi 
College,  1871;  gave  the  greater  part  of  his  considerable  fortune  to 
social  and  charitable  objects;  in  his  later  years  became  insane;  died 
January  20,  1900.  His  works  include:  Modern  Painters,  1843-60; 
The  Seven  Lamps  of  Architecture,  1849;  The  Stones  of  Venice,  1851- 
53;  Sesame  and  Lilies,  1865;  The  Crown  of  Wild  Olive,  1866;  Ethics 
of  the  Dust,  1866;  Praterita  (memoirs,  left  unfinished),  1885-89. 

The  standard  edition  of  Ruskin 's  works  is  the  great  one  edited  by 
Cook  and  Wedderburn,  in  thirty-nine  volumes,  1903-12.  There  is  a 
useful  volume  of  selections,  edited  by  C.  B.  Tinker,  in  the  Riverside 
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Literature  Series.  The  standard  biography  is  W.  G.  Collingwood's 
Life  and  Work  of  John  Ruskin,  published  in  1893,  and  issued  in  a 
new  form  after  Ruskin's  death;  see  also  E.  T.  Cook's  Life  of  Ruskin, 
1911,  and  a  brief  life  by  Frederic  Harrison  (Men  of  Letters).  For 
criticism,  see  A.  C.  Benson's  Ruskin,  a  Study  in  Personality,  and 
essays  in  Frederic  Harrison's  Tennyson,  Ruskin,  Mitt,  and  other 
Literary  Estimates,  Leslie  Stephen's  Studies  of  a  Biographer,  J.  M. 
Robertson's  Modern  Humanists,  W.  C.  Brownell's  Victorian  Prose 
Masters,  and  G.  Saintsbury's  Corrected  Impressions. 

ROBERT  Louis  STEVENSON  was  born  at  Edinburgh,  November 
13,  1850;  was  educated  at  the  University  of  Edinburgh;  studied 
engineering  and  law;  contributed  to  the  Edinburgh  University 
Magazine  and  other  journals;  in  1876  and  1878  went  for  his  health 
on  canoe  trips  in  France  and  Belgium,  resulting  in  his  earliest 
books;  became  a  contributor  to  the  Cornhill  Magazine  and  others; 
made  a  journey  to  California,  1879;  lived  in  Scotland,  Switzerland, 
and  France,  1880-83;  wrote  a  number  of  plays  in  collaboration  with 
W.  E.  Henley;  visited  America  again,  still  in  search  of  health,  in 
1887;  in  1888  made  a  voyage  to  the  South  Seas,  and  in  1889  estab- 
lished his  residence  in  Samoa;  died  there,  December  3,  1894.  His 
works  include:  Travels  with  a  Donkey,  1879;  Virginibus  Puerisque, 
1881;  Treasure  Island,  1882;  The  New  Arabian  Nights,  1882;  Kid- 
napped, 1886;  Memories  and  Portraits,  1887;  The  Master  of  Ballan- 
trae,  1889;  Across  the  Plains,  1892. 

The  best  edition  of  Stevenson's  works  is  the  Biographical  edition, 
in  twenty-seven  volumes  (Scribner).  His  letters  were  edited  by  Sid- 
ney Colvin,  1900;  his  life  was  written  by  G.  Balfour,  1901.  See  also 
J.  A.  Hammerton's  Stevensoniana:  an  anecdotal  life  and  appreciation; 
and  for  further  criticism,  essays  in  E.  Gosse's  Critical  Kit-Kats, 
Leslie  Stephen's  Studies  of  a  Biographer,  Andrew  Lang's  Essays  in 
Little,  Henry  James's  Partial  Portraits,  and  J.  J.  Chapman's  Emerson 
and  other  Essays. 
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